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Tub  canses  of  Infidelity  are  different  in  different  charac- 
ters ;  its  consequences  are  nearly  the  same  in  alL 

In  the  deliberately  wicked,  it  originates  in  a  depraved 
will,  eager  to  cast  off  moral  restraint.  In  better  natures,  it 
is  occasioned  sometimes  by  the  inconsistency,  extravagance, 
or  hypocrisy  of  those  who  call  themselves  Christians ;  some- 
times by  the  doubts  of  a  sceptical  understanding,  and  the 
difficulties  inherent  in  the  substance  or  the  documents  of 
tlie  Christian  Revelation. 

The  consequences  which  result  from  Infidelity  are  moral 
deterioration,  and  the  loss  of  happiness  and  of  peace. 

To  illustrate  these  truths  is  the  object  of  the  following 
pages. 
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teen,  who  had  prononnced  him  a  milksop  and  a  molly-coddle,  and 
agreed  together  that  it  was  quite  impossible  any  bome-bred  boy 
should  ever  grow  up  like  other  people.  The  idea  of  growing  up  the 
laughing-stock  of  his  species  was  a  terrible  bugbear  to  the  timid  aud 
sensitive  nature  of  Charles,  and  from  the  date  of  the  conversation  in 
question,  his  wish  for  school  had  exceeded  his  dread  of  it.  But 
this  was  while  he  contemplated  his  removal  at  a  distance.  Now 
that  the  time  was  come,  he  felt  nothing  but  the  misery  of  parting  ; 
and  he  repented  that,  when  the  question  was  first  mooted,  he  had 
not  made  more  vigorous  efforts  to  obtain  at  least  a  procrastination 
of  the  evil  day.  But  he  had  the  sense  to  feel  that  it  was  now  too 
late  to  hope  for  any  postponement ;  so,  as  he  returned  his  mother's 
caresses,  he  entreated  her  not  to  think  him  so  unmanly  as  to  flinch 
from  the  necessity  of  his  fate ;  then  wishing  her  good  night,  he 
retreated  from  her  boudoir  lest  his  resolution  should  give  way  in  sobs. 

Next  day  passed  quickly  in  the  bustle  of  packing  and  in  discus- 
sions of  the  important  question,  how  many  of  his  numerous  home- 
treasures  must  be  left  behind.  In  the  midst  of  these  employments, 
once  or  twice  a  severe  stab  was  given  to  his  heart  by  the  uninten- 
tional allusions  of  his  sisters  to  schemes  that  were  to  be  executed, 
visits  paid,  or  walks  taken,  "  next  week."  Alas  !  next  week  where 
should  he  be  ?  what  should  he  be  doing  ?  He  knew  not ;  but,  at 
all  events,  his  place  here  would  know  him  no  more.  And  he  felt  as 
we  might  suppose  a  dying  criminal  to  feel  when  listening  to  the  plan 
of  a  merry-making  projected  by  his  fellow-prisoners  for  the  week 
after  his  execution. 

That  evenmg  uncle  Henry  arrived.  He  was  a  somewhat  worldly- 
minded  barrister,  the  Recorder  of  a  great  manufacturing  town,  and 
conversant,  in  that  capacity,  with  some  of  the  most  painfiil  phases 
of  human  nature,  which  had,  perhaps,  a  little  hardened  his  heart  and 
blunted  his  feelings.  At  the  same  time,  he  was  truly,  though  .not 
sentimentally,  attached  to  the  children  of  his  deceased  brother,  and 
anxiously  desired  to  counteract  the  evil  influence  which  the  folly  of 
their  weak  mother  might  exert  on  their  education.  In  this  he  was 
seconded  by  the  acquiescence  of  the  other  guardian,  a  younger 
brother  in  the  army,  who  looked  up  to  him  as  his  guide,  philosopher, 
and  friend ;  so  that  he  managed  everything  of  importance  very 
much  his  own  way. 
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The  following  morning  was  the  last  of  Charles's  home  life.    The 

traTellers  were  to  go  by  sea — ^for  railways  m  that  region  there  were 

none — and  the  steamer  from  Fahnouth  to  Soathampton  passed 

within  sight  of  the  manor  honse.     A  fishing-boat  was  engaged  to 

take  them  on  board,  and  Charles's  well-stnffed  tnmk  and  carpet-bags 

were  carried  down  to  the  shore  for  embarkation.    Mother  and  sisters 

accompanied  him  to  the  beloved  cotc — ^how  far  dearer  than  eyer 

now  ! — ^where  his  last  foot*prints  were  to  press  his  native  soil.     One 

more  kiss  from  each  sister,  one  lingering  pressure  to  his  mother's 

bosom,  and  he  is  harried  into  the  boat  by  his  impatient  nncle,  who 

declares  they  shall  be  late,  for  the  steamer  is  already  in  sight. 

Charles  hopes  it  may  torn  out  so :   one  day's  respite  would  be 

precious  now  ;  bat  there  is  no  such  luck  for  him.     A  land  breeze 

swells  the  sail  of  the  fishing  smack,  and  carries  her  swiftly  forward 

to  meet  the  smoky  monster  which  comes  puifing  round  the  point. 

Charles  sits  in  the  stem,  and  waves  his  hat  in  reply  to  the  waring 

handkerchiefs  of  his  family,  who  linger  on  the  beach  tDl  they  are 

lost  to  sight,  as  the  boat  ronnds  a  projecting  rock.    But  no  1  they 

are  not  yet  lost  I  for  they  have  climbed  the  cliff,  and  now  once  more 

he  sees  their  well-known  figures  cut  out  against  the  sky.    But  here 

is  the  steams  :  she  answers  their  hail.    ''  Stop  her  I"  and  a  fizz  of 

siteam,  and  splash  of  reversed  paddles,  rouses  Charles  from  his  fond 

reverie.*  He  stumbles  up  the  accommodation-ladder — his  trunks  arc 

flang  upon  the  deck — ^he  grasps  the  hand  of  the  old  fisherman, 

entreats  him  to  take  one  farewell  message  of  love  to  his  mother,  and 

feeU,  as  he  quits  him,  that  the  last  link  which  binds  him  to  his  home  i.^ 

fieyered.    Then,  a»  the  boat  and  ship  part  company,  he  rushes  aft 

and  takes  his  stand  at  the  farthest  comer  of  the  quarter-deck,  and 

ottee  more  fixes  his  eyes  gn  the  well-known  outline  of  Penry  Head, 

where  he  can  still  see  those  loved  forms,  gradually  lessening,  which 

he  knows  will  linger  there  so  long  as  the  stenmor  remains  visible  to 

them.    Alas  1  how  fast  they  disappear  from  his  strained  gaze  I  now 

he  can  no  longer  distinguish  them  from  the  brashwood  which  clothes 

the  headland  ;  and  now  even  the  promontory  itself  is  changing  its 

outline,  and  melting  against  the  blue  coast  behind  it.     But  still  for 

a  while  one  object  remains  which  connects  him  with  those  whom  he 

has  left.    The  rocky  islet  of  Penry  Scaur,  which  lies  off  the  mouth 

of  his  own  cove,  not  half  a-mile  from  shpre,  is  long  viable  against 
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the  eyening  sky  ;  and  he  knows  that  they  can  see  it  too,  and  that, 
ns  they  gaze  after  the  track  of  the  vanished  steamer,  they  most  be 
looking  npon  the  same  object  with  hunself. 

And  now  the  sun  sinks  to  sea-ward,  and  the  long  line  of  golden 
light  seems  to  bridge  the  distance  between  him  and  them.  He 
thinks  of  those  pretty  lines  of  Moore,  which  his  mother  often  sings, 
vfiih  a  new  sense  of  their  poetry : — 

**  And  as  I  w/itch  the  line  of  light  that  plays 

Along  the  smooth  wave  toward  the  burning  wesk 
I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays, 
And  think  Hwould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  resi.** 

Poor  Charles  I  Penry  Scanr  seemed  to  him  the  very  isle  of  rest 
itself;  and  he  did  indeed  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  which  led 
directly  towards  it,  and  seemed  to  monnt  its  rocky  side. 

But  these  sentimental  longings  were  cut  short  by  the  increasing 
swell  of  the  Channel,  as  they  passed  the  Start  Point  soon  after  son- 
set.  So  he  went  below,  and,  after  a  froitless  eifort  to  swallow  some 
sloeleaf  tea  and  leathery  biscuit,  crept  into  his  berth,  and  soon  for- 
got  both  sorrow  and  naosea  in  sleep. 

On  waking  the  next  morning  he  perceiyed,  from  a  most  welcome 
absence  of  motion,  that  the  ship  most  be  at  anchor,  and  by  looking 
through  the  port-hole  above  his  head,  he  discovered  that  she  was  in 
dock,  with  other  bigger  steamers  moored  alongside  of  her.  He 
dressed  quickly,  and  was  welcomed  on  deck  by  a  command  from  his 
uncle  to  get  together  his  traps,  as  they  must  go  ashore,  and  soon 
uncle  and  nephew  were  seated  together  over  a  comfortable  breakfast 
at  the  Dolphin. 

Then  followed  an  easy  railway  jaunt  to  London,  where  that  after- 
noon was  spent,  between  the  Polytechnic  and  the  Zoological  Grar- 
dcns,  over  which  Charles  was  lionized  by  his  London  cousins.  Next 
day  he  continued  his  journey  northwards,  and  before  nightfall 
Charles  Hampton  was  a  pupil  of  Lyngford  school,  had  propitiated  the 
awful  majesty  of  the  head  master  by  a  preliminary  oifering  of  Dart- 
moor grouse,  and  had  been  ushered  into  the  presence  of  his  assem- 
bled schoolfellows,  who  were  congregated,  to  the  number  of  thirty  or 
forty,  round  the  table  in  the  hall,  where  their  tea  was  just  about  to 
bo  served  up. 
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He  ran  the  gauntlet,  of  oonrse,  as  ereiy  new  boy  must ;  and  was 
availed  by  innomerable  qaestions  as  to  his  birth,  parentage,  and 
connections.  "  Who's  your  father ?"  "  What's  his  trade  P'  "Does 
your  mother  take  in  washing?"  "Does  she  know  you're  out?" 
"  Why  didn't  you  tell  her  to  chain  up  ugly  ?"  "  What  are  your 
sisters'  names  ?"  "  How  are  you  oif  for  soap  ?"  &c.,  Ac,  while  his 
confused  and  nervous  answers  made  sport  for  his  tormentors.  The 
entrance  of  tea,  however  (in  the  shape  of  mugs  of  milk  and  water, 
with  huge  hunches  of  bread  and  scrape),  gave  him  some  relief,  and 
he  endeavoured  to  improve  the  occasion  by  a  profusely  generous 
distribution  of  the  cake  and  jam  which  was  carefully  stowed  away,  for 
similar  purposes,  in  one  comer  of  his  trunk. 

Two  months  had  passed,  and  Bampton  was  now  initiated  into  the 
elementary  mysteries  of  school  existence,  and  rubbed  off  the  first  fresh- 
ness of  his  homebred  childhood.  He  no  longer  called  himself  a  boy, 
bat  A  fellow  ;  spoke  of  the  head  master  as  "Pringle,"  without  the 
**  Mr. ;"  had  learnt  to  swear  with  tolerable  ease  ;  and  could  listen  to 
indecent  conversation  without  the  sense  of  horror  and  the  painful 
blushes  which  it  caused  him  during  the  first  month  of  initiation. 
His  age  and  size  placed  him  above  the  twenty  smallest  of  his  com- 
panions, and  below  the  thirty  biggest.  So  that  he  had  his  full 
share  of  kicks  and  cuffs,  and  felt,  by  practical  experience,  what  it  is 
to  live  in  a  primitive  state  of  society,  under  the  law  of  the  strongest. 

One  of  the  most  irksome  (though  by  no  means  the  most  painful) 
of  the  obligations  imposed  upon  him  by  this  law,  was  the  duty  of 
cricket-fagging.  Every  Wednesday  and  Saturday  the  school  of 
Lyngford  enjoyed  a  half  holiday  ;  and  after  their  early  dinner  was 
over,  they  spent  the  rest  of  the  afternoon,  at  this  season,  in  the 
noble  game  of  cricket.  But  as  the  ground  immediately  round  the 
town  was  not  suitable  for  the  purpose,  they  hod  their  cricket  field 
&t  some  distance,  on  the  top  of  a  wide  open  down,  which  overlooked 
the  valley  in  which  Lyngford  stands.  The  walk  to  this  spot  was 
very  pretty,  and  much  enjoyed  by  Bampton.  The  little  town  was 
Boon  left  behind,  and  the  path  wound  up  the  brow  of  a  rocky  hill, 
occasionally  broken  by  cliffs  of  limestone,  and  clothed  by  copses  of 
birch  or  hazel.  On  gaining  the  top  a  glorious  map  was  spread  out 
before  the  eyes  of  the  panting  schoolboys,  most  of  whom,  it  must  l^e 
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owned,  cared  little  enough  for  the  picturesque.  But  Bampton  was 
an  exception  to  this  remark,  for  he  was  of  an  imaginative  character, 
and  his  childhood  had  been  spent  amidst  beautiful  scenery.  More- 
over, he  had  no  playfellows,  for  his  family  consisted  of  two  girls, 
mu(5h  older  than  himself,  and  of  his  own  twin  sister,  who  had 
scarcely  ever  been  at  home  since  she  was  five  years  old ;  for  the 
extreme  delicacy  of  her  constitution  was  thought  to  require  the  Bath 
waters,  and  hence  she  had  lived  with  her  aunt  in  that  city  for  the 
last  six  or  seven  years.  Thus,  for  lack  of  other  playmates,  Charles 
had  been  driven  to  make  a  companion  of  nature.  Besides  which,  he 
had  a  natural  eye  for  drawing,  and  had  been  taught  already,  by  his 
eldest  sister,  to  copy  landscapes,  and  even  attempt  sketches  of  his 
own. 

He  therefore  appreciated  the  view  of  Lyngford  valley,  with  the 
ruins  of  the  old  feudal  castle  crowning  the  opposite  height,  and  the 
river  catching  the  light  in  its  successive  curves,  as  it  meandered 
through  the  nearer  meadows,  or  spread  itself  into  a  sheet  after 
emerging  from  the  wooded  glen  above  the  town.  But,  above  all, 
his  fancy  was  attracted  by  one  portion  of  the  prospect,  where, 
through  a  gap  in  the  hills,  a  glimpse  of  the  distant  sea  was  visible, 
twenty  miles  distant,  it  is  true,  but  yet  sometimes  catching  the 
evening  sunbeams  as  they  fell  upon  it,  and  sending  them  to  the 
schoolboy's  eye  like  a  message  from  his  home.  How  did  Bampton 
long,  at  such  moments,  to  escape  ft'om  his  unloving  and  uncongenial 
schoolmates,  and  to  wander  at  his  own  sweet  will  through  the 
woods  and  meadows  which  sloped  away  beneath  him.  He  thought 
it  a  cruel  tyranny  that  he  shonld  be  compelled  to  waste  these 
precious  hours  of  play-time  in  a  task  which  he  hated  worse  than 
fractions  or  Greek  grammar.  But  his  murmurs  were  indulged 
in  secret,  after  his  first  half-holiday  ;  for  he  was  taught,  by  experi- 
mental demonstration,  on  that  occasion,  that  the  laws  of  the  Medes 
and  Persians  might  neither  be  violated  nor  grumbled  at  with 
impunity. 

Thenceforward  he  crossed  the  brow  of  the  hill,  with  the  rest  of 
his  schoolfellows,  to  the  common  beyond,  where  the  cricket-ground 
was  kept  duly  mown,  rolled,  and  watered.  The  two  "elevens" 
were  duly  chosen,  but  to  make  amends  for  defective  skill  in  the 
juniors,  a  supernumerary  squadron  of  fags  was  attached  to  each 
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side,  whose  basiness  was  solelj  confined  to  stopping  the  balls,  they 
being*  not  allowed  an  innings^  on  the  ground  of  their  supposed  ina- 
Inlitj  to  defend  the  wicket.  Of  course  we  need  not  say  that  they 
tiKik  no  part  in  the  bowling  ;  so  that  from  the  two  pleasures  of 
cricket  they  were  debarred,  and  had  only  the  husk,  without  the  ker- 
nel of  the  game.  Among  these  unfortunates  was  Bampton,  a  cir- 
cumstance that  may  account  for  his  dislike  of  a  game  which,  when 
he  could  play  it  quietly  with  a  party  of  his  equals  in  age,  he  passion- 
ately loved. 

On  the  cTening  of  which  we  write,  towards  the  mild  and  sunny 
dose  of  an  October  day,  he  was  standing  in  his  usual  post,  as  super- 
numerary long-stop ;  that  is,  he  was  posted  a  long  way  behind  one 
of  the  wickets,  with  the  duty  of  stopping  all  balls  which  might  escape 
or  pass  beyond  the  boys  nearer  to  the  scene  of  action.  Uis  thoughts 
bad  wandered  from  the  game,  and  were  dwelling  romantically  upon 
aa  excursion  which  he  had  made  to  Penry  Scaur  in  the  October  of 
the  preceding  year,  on  an  afternoon  just  like  this.  "  Ah,  how  dif- 
ferent V^  But,  alas  I  he  was  roused  from  his  reverie  by  a  ball  pass- 
ing so  close  to  him,  and  at  so  moderate  a  speed,  that  he  was  with- 
out excuse  for  failing  to  stop  it. 

In  horror  and  dismay  he  ran  after  the  ball,  but  did  not  overtake 
it  till  it  had  stopped  of  its  own  accord  in  some  long  grass  which  sur- 
rounded the  field.  He  seized  and  threw  it,  but  in  the  hurry  and 
confusion  of  the  moment  he  flung  it  neither  far  enough  nor  in  the 
right  direction  ;  instead  of  going  at  once  to  the  wicket-keeper,  as  it 
should  have  done,  the  ball  fell  short,  in  a  line  between  that  impor- 
tant personage  and  another  of  the  "stops."  The  latter  ran  and 
picked  it  up,  and  sent  it  to  the  right  quarter,  but  not  till  the  side 
that  was  in  had  scored  five  additional  runs,  in  consequence  of  Bamp- 
ton's  error.  His  crime  was  flagrant  in  itself,  and  still  more  so  when 
tested  (as  offences  always  are)  by  its  results  on  the  circumstances 
of  the  case  ;  for  it  was  the  last  innings  of  the  game,  the  player  on 
whom  he  had  conferred  these  unearned  laurels  was  the  last  man  in, 
he  was  bowled  out  without  making  another  score,  and  Bampton's 
side  was  beaten  by  only  four  runs,  so  that  he  was  himself  the  author 
of  their  defeat. 

A  fault  so  pernicious  demanded  exemplary  chastisement.  The 
head  of  his  side  (a  youth  of  eighteen)  plucking  one  of  the  wicket- 
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stumps  from  the  ground,  shouted  to  hun  in  what  Charles  afterwards 
described  in  a  letter  to  his  mother  as  "  a  voice  of  thunder,"  to 
"  come  and  be  licked."  He  came,  and  he  was  licked,  seriously, 
sedately,  and  conscientiously,  "  to  impress  upon  him,"  as  Jiis  chastl- 
ser  informed  him,  "  the  evil  consequences  of  mental  absence."  Nor 
did  the  licking  terminate  till  this  wholesome  lesson  was  associated 
with  the  impression  of  a  wicket-stump  in  red  wheals  upon  a  lar^ 
portion  of  his  person. 

This  practical  inculcation  of  doctrine  being  completed,  the  cricket- 
match  was  over,  but  as  it  was  not  quite  time  to  return  to  Lyngford, 
the  elder  boys  got  up  a  short  game  of  single-wicket,  at  which  the 
services  of  Bampton  were  not  in  requisition.  But  just  as  he  hoped 
that  he  was  now  at  liberty,  he  was  hailed  by  Armstrong,  a  fellow 
three  years  his  senior,  whom  he  especially  hated  for  his  bullying  pro- 
pensities, who  ordered  him  and  Green  (another  fag)  to  go  and  fill 
some  empty  ginger-beer  bottles  from  a  spring  at  the  other  side  of 
the  down,  which  was  celebrated  for  its  cool  and  delicious  water,  the 
seniors  being  thirsty  after  their  game,  and  having  exhausted  their 
other  potables.  There  was  no  help  for  it,  so  Oreen  silently  abau- 
doned  a  scheme  which  he  had  just  formed  of  half-an-hour's  nutting, 
and  Bampton  gave  up  his  intended  pilgrimage  to  the  point  where  be 
could  gaze  upon  the  sea,  and  both  boys  proceeded  together  ladeu 
with  the  empty  bottles  across  the  down. 

Although  suffering  under  the  same  disappointment,  there  was  no 
sympathy  between  the  two,  for  they  were  by  nature  antipathic,  and 
by  circumstances  a  state  of  mutual  defiance  had  been  established 
between  them.  Green  had  been  longer  in  the  school,  was  hardier 
in  his  character,  and  altogether  of  a  coarser  clay  than  Bampton  ; 
but  Bampton  was  a  few  months  the  elder,  and  though  of  a  more 
slender  make,  had  more  fire  when  roused.  It  had  not  yet  been 
decided  by  any  overt  trial  "  which  of  them  could  lick  ;"  but  Bampton 
knew  that  Green,  though  his  junior,  thought  himself  the  better 
fighter  of  the  two  ;  and  he  had  heard  it  tauntingly  remarked  by  some 
of  the  bigger  fellows,  that  they  would  back  Green  to  lick  Bampton, 
though  he  was  some  inches  taller.  This  undetermined  question  of 
superiority  in  a  matter  on  which  a  schoolboy's  rank  and  position 
entirely  depends,  necessarily  inspired  a  disposition  to  hostility  ;  and, 
moreover.  Green's  manner  to  Bampton  was  always  provoking  and 
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ofteo  oontemptaons  ;  yet  he  had  never  yet  offered  any  such  indignity 
as  compelled  Bampton  (in  his  own  opinion)  to  challenge  his  riyal  to 
single  combat.  Nor  was  he  eager  to  begin  the  fight  without  neoes- 
dty,  becanse  he  felt  by  no  means  sore  of  his  own  superiority,  and 
howeTer  provoking  it  might  be  to  feel  that  others  doubted  it,  yet  it 
would  be  still  more  mortifying  to  acknowledge  himself  yanquished  by 
his  junior. 

Thus  the  two  boys  orossed  the  common  in  silence  till  they  reached 
the  spring,  which  welled  from  the  foot  of  a  limestone  crag,  just 
below  the  farther  slope  of  the  down.  It  was  a  pretty  scene,  for  the 
stream  hurried  on  from  its  source  to  the  brow  of  a  rock  below,  over 
which  it  tumbled  in  a  miniature  cascade,  and  then  ran  brawling 
down  a  ravine  which  joined  the  valley  of  the  Lyng.  But  Bampton 
had  no  time  at  present  for  admiring  the  picturesque.  He  got  first 
to  the  spring,  and  was  stooping  down  to  fill  his  bottle  when  Green 
came  up  behind  and  gave  him  a  sly  pnsh,  which  npset  his  balance 
and  sent  him  headforemost  into  the  pool.  Bampton  scrambled  out 
and  started  to  his  feet  in  a  state  of  furious  irritation,  and  scarcely 
aware  what  he  did,  rushed  upon  his  assailant,  who  was  standing  a 
little  below  him,  and  pushed  him  down  the  slippery  edge  of  the  cliff, 
oyer  which  the  rivulet  tumbled.  Green  tried  in  vain  to  stop  him- 
self ;  the  violence  of  the  impulse  and  the  steepness  of  the  ground 
carried  him  irresistibly  onward ;  and  before  he  could  recover  his 
footing,  he  was  precipitated  over  the  edge  of  the  crag. 

Bampton,  sick  with  horror  at  what  he  had  done,  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  then  was  rushing  madly  forward  to  fling  himself  after; 
but  he  was  stopped  by  hearing  Green's  voice  shouting  loudly  for 
help,  in  a  tone  which  showed  plainly  that  he  was  not  killed  by  the 
fall  Charles  called  to  him  immediately  that  he  was  coming,  and 
then  climbed  down  the  rocks  at  a  point  where  they  were  less  abrupt, 
and  got  round  to  the  foot  of  the  waterfall.  There  he  found  the 
loddess  Green  lying  on  his  back  upon  the  ground,  and  screaming  out 
that  his  back  was  broken,  that  he  should  certainly  die,  and  that  he 
woold  have  Bampton  hanged  for  it. 

Finding  that  Green  could  not  walk,  Charles  had  the  sense  to  run 
to  a  neighbouring  hamlet,  which  nestled  under  the  shelter  of  the  hill 
a  hmidred  yards  below,  and  there  he  succeeded  in  finding  a  couple 
of  labourers,  who  managed  to  make  a  kind  of  litter  out  of  some 
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planks,  upon  which  they  raised  the  wounded  boy,  and  carried  him 
towards  Lyngford.  Bampton  accompanied  them,  although  the  road 
they  were  compelled  to  take  was  very  circuitous,  in  comparison  with 
the  path  which  he  might  have  followed  across  the  down ;  but  he 
dared  not  face  his  schoolfellows  nor  be  the  first  to  tell  them  wha4> 
had  happened.  So  he  lingered  on  after  the  litter,  keeping  in  sight, 
but  yet  as  far  behind  as  possible,  that  he  might  hear  the  less  of 
Green's  execrations  upon  himself.  At  last,  but  not  till  considerably 
after  nightfall,  the  procession  reached  Lyngford  School,  and  Bamp- 
ton with  trembling  hand  rang  the  door-bell,  which  was  answered  by 
John,  "  the  boy's  footman,"  whose  exclamation  showed  that  the  two 
boys'  absence  had  already  excited  the  attention  of  the  authorities. 

"My  eyes  1"  he  cried,  "what  have  yon  unlucky  young  gents  been 
after  ?  Bless  me,  if  I  and  master  didn't  think  you  had  run  off  and 
played  truehunt." 

The  unusual  tramp  of  st«ps,  as  the  bearers  carried  in  the  litter, 
attracted  the  attention  of  Mr.  Pringle,  whose  study  opened  upon  the 
entrance  hall.  He  came  out,  and  on  hearing  there  had  been  a 
serious  accident,  his  first  measure  was,  of  course,  to  despatch  a  mes- 
senger for  the  surgeon.  His  next  was  to  order  John  to  lock  up 
Bampton  in  the  black-hole  (a  closet  which  opened  on  the  school- 
room) till  the  case  should  be  further  investigated.  There  our  hero 
remained,  in  no  enviable  state  of  feeling,  but  yet  rejoicing  that  he 
had  escaped  the  far  more  dreaded  ordeal  of  an  encounter  with  his 
assembled  schoolfellows,  whose  lynch  law  would,  he  knew,  be  far 
worse  to  bear  than  the  more  tardy  justice  of  the  master. 

Meanwhile  the  surgeon  arrived,  and  examined  the  wounded  boy, 
whose  shoulder  he  found  out  of  joint,  and  his  back  severely  spraiued. 
Green  explained  that  his  fall  had  been  broken  by  some  bushes  which 
projected  from  the  cliff,  about  half-way  down,  and  which  had  nearly 
stopped  him  in  his  descent.  Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would 
scarcely  have  escaped  so  well,  as  the  height  from  which  he  fell  was 
fully  thirty  feet.  He  had  received  no  other  injury,  except  a  bruise 
or  two,  and  the  surgeon,  after  pulling  the  arm  into  its  socket  again, 
and  writing  a  prescription,  ordered  him  to  be  kept  quiet  in  bed,  and 
promised  speedy  convalescence. 

Green  had  lost  no  time  in  giving  Mr.  Pringle  his  version  of  what 
had  occurred.     Bampton  was  now  re-called  for  examination,  but  did 


FBOM  HOME  TO  80H00L.  19 

not  attempt  to  defend  himself,  for  he  was  really  horror-etricken  by 
the  idea  that  he  had  nearly  been  a  i&nrderer,  and  thought  that 
excQses  would  aggravate  his  guilt.  He  was  condemned  to  suffer  the 
eitreme  penalty  of  the  law — in  other  words,  to  be  flogged  the  next 
moraing ;  and  he  was  to  spend  the  night  in  the  black-hole,  which 
was  famiahed  with  a  bed,  in  order  that  great  offenders  might  there 
ondeigo  solitary  confinement,  a  fayourite  punishment  with  the  head- 
muter. 

Charles  had  not  been  long  locked  up,  when  he  heard  a  voice  at 
the  door,  which  made  him  start.  It  was  Armstrong,  who,  in  spite 
of  the  role  which  forbade  all  entrance  into  the  school-room  after 
\^mon  hours,  had  slipped  in  for  the  sake  of  tormentmg  the  unfortunate 
prisoner.  Charles  congratulated  himself  that  the  door  of  his  cell 
WM  locked,  so  that  he  was  at  all  events  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
ann  of  his  persecutor,  though  not  beyond  the  malice  of  his  tongue. 

"Well,  my  boy,"  began  the  tormentor,  "so  you  are  to  be  flogged 
t<HDorrow,  I  bear.  But  don't  think  you  will  get  off  with  that.  The 
fdlowB  in  our  room  have  come  to  a  resolution  about  you.  We 
shall  serve  you  out  in  such  a  way,  that  you'll  think  your  flogging  a 
joke  to  it,  you  young  murderer  I  What !  you  won't  answer  mc, 
wont  you,  you  sulky  young  devil  7  Ton  shall  pay  for  that,  when  I 
citch  you  I" 

Charles,  however,  was  not  to  be  taunted  or  threatened  into  any 
reply ;  so,  after  bestowing  sundry  curses  upon  him  for  an  "  obstinate 
find  diabolical  young  mi&an,"  the  bully  withdrew. 

He  had  succeeded,  however,  in  filUng  the  mind  of  his  victim  with 
Bew  terrors.  The  disgrace  of  his  flogging  he  had  looked  forward  to 
«s  a  sort  of  atonement  for  the  sin  of  which  in  a  fit  of  passion  he  had 
been  guilty.  But  to  be  made  the  butt  and  scorn  of  the  whole  school 
as  an  assassin,  and  then,  night  after  night,  to  be  persecuted  and 
tortured  in  the  bedroom,  which  was  the  largest  in  the  school,  con- 
taining five  boys  bigger  thaa  himself,  with  Armstrong  as  their  cap- 
tain—all this  was  too  horrible  a  prospect.  He  felt  he  could  not 
bear  it,  and  longed  to  escape.  But  how  was  escape  possible  ?  He 
▼as  locked  up  in  a  room  which  had  no  window,  except  a  skylight  in 
the  roof,  whioh  be  could  not  possibly  reach,  and  to-morrow  he 
would  have  no  chance  of  getting  out  of  sight  of  his  tormentors  all 
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While  he  was  absorbed  in  these  gloomy  reflections,  the  door  of 
the  room  was  nnlocked,  and  John  entered  with  a  snpplj  of  bread 
and  water,  which  he  left  npon  the  table,  bat  on  his  departure  did 
not  lock  the  door  behind  him  ;  thinking,  probably,  that  it  was  need- 
less, since  the  black-hole  only  opened  npon  the  school-room,  and  he 
locked  the  school-room  door  for  the  night  as  he  withdrew.  But  this 
omission  sent  a  ray  of  hope  into  Charles's  mind.  He  thought  he 
might,  perhaps,  succeed  in  getting  out  by  the  windows  of  the  school- 
room, and  resolved,  at  any  rate»  to  make  the  attempt,  rather  than 
abide  the  issue  of  Armstrong's  threats.  He  waited  patiently,  how- 
ever, through  the  earlier  portion  of  the  night,  fearing  lest  any  noise 
he  made  might  be  heard  by  the  authorities. 

It  was  weary  work,  watching  the  minutes  as  they  slowly  passed, 
listening  to  the  quarters  as  they  chimed  firom  the  old  steeple,  and 
counting"  the  strokes  of  the  hours.  At  last,  soon  after  eleven,  he 
was  fairly  overcome  by  fatigue,  and  fell  asleep,  with  his  head  leaning 
forward  upon  the  table  ;  but  fortunately  the  loud  strokes  of  mid- 
night aroused  him  ;  and,  angry  With  himself  for  having  so  nearly 
thrown  away  the  fruits  of  his  previous  watching,  he  stood  up  in  the 
comer  of  the  room,  and  detei&ined  to  remain  there  till  one  o'clock, 
when  he  thought  his  attempt  might  be  made  with  safety.  It  was 
hard  to  straggle  against  his  overpowering  sleepiness,  and  the  desire 
he  felt  to  throw  himself  on  the  bed  ;  but  he  bravely  resisted,  and 
at  last  the  welcome  stroke  of  One,  pealing  from  the  tower,  told  him 
that  he  might  begin  his  work. 

He  quietly  stole  from  the  door  of  his  prison  into  the  open  school- 
room, a  large,  old,  semi-gothic  hall,  through  the  windows  of  which 
the  beams  of  the  full  moon  were  now  shining.  This  was  a  fortunate 
circumstance  for  Bampton,  as  it  not  only  made  up  for  the  want  of  a 
light,  but  also  gave  him  fresh  confidence  and  courage.  He  cau- 
tiously pushed  one  of  the  long  forms  on  which  the  boys  sat  in 
school-time  towards  a  window,  and  set  one  end  of  it  against  a  desk, 
which  was  screwed  to  the  ground,  and  would  therefore  make  a  firm 
point  d^appuL  Then  he  gradually  raised  the  other  end  of  the  bench 
against  the  wall,  so  that  it  might  serve  as  a  ladder  to  mount  to  the 
level  of  the  window-sill.  The  legs  on  which  the  form  stood  when  in 
its  natural  position  (now  reversed)  made  steps,  by  which  he  climbed  ; 
and  in  this  way  he  succeeded,  after  one  or  two  slips,  in  gaining  a 
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height  from  which  he  could  unfasten  the  window,  the  sill  of  which 
was  ahont  eight  feet  from  the  ground,  the  upper  part  alone  being 
made  to  open. 

He  contrived,  not  without  difficulty  and  noise,  to  let  down  the 
sash.  Then  he  descended  again  to  the  school-room,  and  got  ont  of 
bis  own  "  locker  ^  a  ball  of  cord  which  it  happily  contained.  With 
this  he  re-moonted  his  precarious  ladder,  and  tied  one  end  of  the 
cord  round  the  topmost  leg  of  the  form.  He  then  seated  himself 
QpoD  the  cross-bar  of  the  window,  and  threw  his  legs  over,  which  he 
did  not  accomplish  without  kicking  out  a  pane  with  his  heel.  Ter- 
rified by  the  crash,  he  instantly  seized  the  cord,  and  let  himself 
down  into  the  street  without  further  accident. 

Policemen  were  unknown  in  Lyngford  ;  so  that  he  had  no  fear  of 
being  detected  from  without  in  his  nocturnal  enterprise.  But  he 
loBt  no  time  in  quitting  the  narrow  lane  on  which  the  school-room 
looked,  lest  the  fall  of  the  glass  should  hare  disturbed  the  slumbers 
of  Mr.  Pringle.  The  clock  struck  Two,  just  as  he  reached  the 
ground,  aud  then  no  other  sound  disturbed  the  silence  of  the  little 
town,  which  seemed  to  sleep  peacefully  in  the  moonlight. 

Charles  soon  reached  the  main  street ;  but  its  width  and  light 
were  alarming.  He  felt  awkwardly  conscious  that  he  was  bare- 
headed, his  hat  being  necessarily  left  behind  ;  and,  though  he  saw 
DO  one  about,  yet  he  trembled  lest  Pringle  should  be  in  chase,  and 
longed  for  some  hiding-place  from  pursuit.  Suddenly  it  occurred  to 
him  that  the  QnickRllver  coach  would  leave  Lyngford  for  Downton 
at  five  o'clock  that  morning,  and  that  it  was  at  present  standing  in 
the  yard  of  the  Grown  Inn,  the  back  entrance  to  which  was  in  an 
alley  close  to  the  spot  where  he  stood. 

Down  this  alley  he  turned  at  once,  and  succeeded,  without  much 
difficulty,  in  clambering  over  the  gate  of  the  inn  yard.  There  was 
the  Downton  coach,  ready  washed  after  its  arrival  on  the  previous 
evening,  and  looking  quite  splendid  with  its  yellow  body  and  red 
wheels  glitt(5ring  in  the  moonlight.  Oveijoyed  at  the  prospect  of 
rafety  and  shelter  which  it  afforded  him,  Charles  opened  the  coach 
door  and  jumped  in ;  then  pulling  up  the  windows  to  defend  him- 
ftclf  from  the  chill  night  air,  he  snuggled  himself  up  into  one  of  the 
comers,  and  almost  instantly  fell  into  a  dead  sleep. 

His  slumbers  were  peaceful,  and  were  first  disturbed  by  the  jolting 
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moTement  of  the  coach  over  the  pavement,  which  told  him  that  the 
morrow  was  come,  and  that  the  coach  was  being  shoved  ont  of  the 
yard. 

The  morning  was  very  dark,  the  son  being  still  below  the  horizon, 
and  the  sky  clouded.  Moreover  the  panes  of  the  coach  windows 
were  obscnred  by  Charles's  breath ;  so  that  he  hoped  he  might 
escape  notice  altogether.  Bnt  he  was  not  to  be  so  fortunate,  i^o 
sooner  was  the  coach  in  the  street  than  the  hostler  let  down  the 
windows,  and  opened  the  doors  to  air  it  before  starting  ;  and  there, 
to  his  astonishment,  he  found  the  truant  school-boy,  whose  purpose 
he  instantly  conjectured,  and  was  at  first  about  to  take  him  back 
forthwith  to  Mr.  Pringle.  Bnt  Charles  addressed  him  in  the  most 
moving  strain  of  pathos,  explained  that  he  was  to  be  flogged  that 
morning,  and  that  he  only  wanted  to  go  home  to  get  his  mother  to 
intercede  for  hun  ;  and  he  backed  this  appeal  with  the  more  persua- 
sive eloquence  of  his  penultimate  half-crown.  The  ostler,  who  was 
a  good-natured  fellow  at  bottom,  took  the  silver,  and  allowed 
Charles  to  remain  in  his  retreat. 

Immediately  after,  four  handsome  bays  were  led  out  from  their 
stable,  and  put  to ;  and  the  coach  was  driven  round  to  the  front 
entrance  of  the  Crovm  just  as  the  chimes  of  five  were  striking. 
What  a  moment  of  throbbing  anxiety  was  that  I  Who  were  to  be 
the  other  passengers  ?  Would  there  be  room  for  him  to  stay  in  the 
coach  ?  Would  any  one  notice  him  ?  Should  he  be  asked  for  the 
fare  7    How  many  chances  were  against  him  I 

He  was  on  the  point  of  quitting  the  coach  m  despair,  and  trusting 
to  a  flight  on  foot,  when  the  door  opened  and  two  passengers  got  in, 
evidently  a  Quaker  and  his  wife,  from  the  broad  brim  of  the  man 
and  the  gray  poke-bonnet  of  the  woman.  They  seemed  very  cold 
and  very  cross,  and  were  much  too  busy  looking  after  their  luggage 
and  making  themselves  comfortable  to  bestow  any  embarrassing 
amount  of  scrutiny  on  the  boy  in  the  comer.  They  had  paid  their 
fares  before  they  got  in ;  and  the  darkness  of  the  morning  prevented 
the  authorities  from  discovering  the  slender  supernumerary  who  was 
hidden  behind  the  voluminous  draperies  of  the  fat  Quakeress. 

Meanwhile  one  or  two  outside  passengers  got  up,  and,  to  Charles's 
inexpressible  relief,  he  heard  the  crack  of  the  whip,  and  felt  that 
the  coach  was  off.     In  two  minutes  more,  before  the  Quaker  had 
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finished  heaping  ronnd  his  toes  all  the  straw  he  conid  accumulate 
from  the  bottom  of  the  vehicle,  they  were  out  of  Lyngford,  and 
bowling  along  at  the  rate  of  ten  miles  an  hour  southward. 

How  exquisite  were  Charles's  sensations  at  that  moment !  The 
future  was  unthought  of  and  uncared  for ;  all  anxieties  were 
absorbed  in  the  delicious  sense  of  escape  and  liberty.  Each  minute 
added  to  the  distance  between  himself  and  his  pursuers,  and  it  was 
already  impossible  that  he  could  be  overti^en. 

The  restored  feeling  of  security  allowed  him  once  more  to  resign 
himself  to  the  drowsiness  which  the  uniform  and  easy  motion  tended 
to  produce,  and  he  slept  undisturbed  for  the  next  two  hours.  When 
he  awoke,  he  saw  that  the  sun  had  risen  for  some  time.  After  he 
had  looked  out  of  the  window  for  a  few  minutes,  a  milestone  came  in 
sight,  from  wliich  he  learnt  that  he  was  twenty-one  miles  from  Lyng^ 
ford.  He  now  began  to  think  seriously  of  his  plans.  His  object 
was,  if  possible,  to  reach  home,  and  appeal  to  his  mother  to  remove 
him  from  a  school  where  he  could  never  be  happy  after  what  had 
passed  ;  but,  as  he  had  only  half-a-crown  in  his  purse,  it  was  ob- 
vious that  he  could  not  get  to  Cornwall  without  further  supplie& 
He  bethought  himself,  however,  that  he  had  a  cousin  married  to  a 
clergyman,  who  lived  near  Downton — the  town  about  fifty  miles 
from  Lyngford,  where  the  coach  stopped.  He  did  not  doubt  that 
Alice  Stuart,  whom  he  remembered  as  a  very  good-natured  girl  not 
long  ago,  would  listen  to  his  petition,  and  forward  him  on  his 
journey. 

Just  as  he  had  arrived  at  this  easy  solution  of  his  perplexities, 
the  coach  suddenly  drew  up  opposite  the  door  of  a  neat  roadside 
imi,  whence  a  ^waiter  instantaneously  emerging  announced  to  the 
passengers  that  they  stopped  there  ten  minutes  for  breakfast,  if  they 
pleased  to  alight.  Charles  sprang  out,  feeling,  at  the  word  break- 
fast, how  hungry  he  was  ;  and  the  Quaker  and  Quakeress  woke  up, 
rubbed  their  eyes,  and  followed  him  at  a  less  eager  pace. 

The  passengers  found  spread  for  their  entertainment  one  of  those 
neat  and  comfortable  coach-breakfasts  which  the  iron  reign  of  rail- 
ways has  now  generally  extinguished :  hot  sausages,  fresh  eggs, 
buttered  toast,  and  boiling  co£fee,  smoked  and  steamed  before  a 
blazing  fire.  It  was  the  very  sight  to  gladden  the  heart  of  a  school- 
boy, and  Charles  swallowed  down  eggs  and  coffee,  toast  and  sans- 
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ages,  with  a  rapidity  that  astonished  his  fellow-passengers,  who  ^d 
not  know  that  he  had  taken  nothing  bat  an  ounce  or  two  of  bread 
and  water  since  early  dinner  on  the  previous  day. 

He  was  still  deyooring  with  nnsatiated  appetite,  when  the  coach- 
man looked  in,  and  summoned  the  trayellers  to  re-embark.  "  Haif- 
a-crown, sir,  if  you  please,''  from  the  waiter,  was  the  signal  which 
forced  the  reluctant  schoolboy  to  lay  down  his  knife  and  fork. 
Haying  paid  the  required  sum,  he  had  not  a  farthing  left,  and  was 
therefore  unable  to  "  remember  the  waiter,''  a  circumstance  which 
naturally  excited  a  yindictiye  feeling  in  the  mind  of  that  function- 
ary, who  was  struQk,  moreover,  by  Charles's  look  of  embarrassment 
when  he  paid,  and  wondered  still  more  at  seeing  him  walk  to  the 
coach — which  stood  at  some  distance  from  the  inn  door — ^without 
any  hat  or  cap  on  his  head. 

He  pointed  out  the  latter  circumstance  to  the  coachman,  and 
asked  him  who  that  stingy  young  chap  was.  The  other  replied  that 
he  ''  supposed  he  was  the  son  of  them  two  Quaker  coves,"  and  that 
they  **  was  all  a  rum  set,  and  not  over  fond  of  parting  with  their 
tin."  This  relationship,  however,  was  denied  by  the  waiter,  who 
argued  that  ''the  young  gent  had  paid  separate,  and  seemed  to  have 
nothmg  to  do  with  the  old  'uns."  On  this  the  coachman  consulted 
his  way-bUl,  and  found  to  his  surprise  that  only  two  inside  possen* 
gers  were  down  upon  it.  His  first  thought  was  that  the  Quakers 
were  bent  on  carrying  their  son  vrith  them  free  of  charge,  on  the 
pretext  of  his  being  under  the  age  of  payment.  He  therefore  went 
to  the  door,  and,  touching  his  hat  respectfully,  informed  the  elderlj 
friend,  on  whom  he  was  resolved  to  fix  the  responsibilities  of  pate^ 
nity,  that  he  he  had  forgotten  to  pay  the  young  gentleman's  fare, 
and  that,  if  he  was  above  twelve  (as  he  seemed  to  be),  full  price  was 
charged.  The  Quaker  replied,  with  considerable  indignation,  that 
he  knew  nothing  of  the  lad. 

Poor  Charles  sat  trembling  and  blushing  during  this  dialogue, 
and  was  ill  prepared  to  answer  the  coachman's  questions  to  himself, 
which  immediately  followed,  how  it  was  that  he  hadn't  paid  his 
fare,  and  that  his  name  wasn't  down  upon  the  way-bill.  He  stam- 
mered out  that  he  had  friends  at  Downton  who  would  pay  for  him. 
But  the  coachman  told  him  that  wouldn't  do,  he  must  pay  now  ; 
whereupon  he  could  only  reply  that  be  hadn't  the  money.     "  Bat 
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how  came  he  travelling  without  money  ?"  No  answer.  "  Where 
was  his  hat  V  No  answer.  ''  Had  he  any  luggage  7"  Still  no 
answer. 

The  Quakers  now  stated  that  they  had  found  him  in  the  coach 
when  they  got  in  at  Lyngford,  and  the  truth  at  once  flashed  upon 
the  coachman's  mind. 

"  I  see  how  it  is,"  he  exclaimed,  "  the  young  chap  is  a  runaway 
from  Measter  Priggle's  and  has  been  a  cheating  me  out  of  my  fare, 
confound  him  I  So  come  out,  my  fine  fellow,  you  shan't  ride  this 
way  for  nothing  any  longer  ;  and,  what's  more,  I'll  send  you  back 
again  before  you're  three  hours  older,  that  you  may  get  soundly 
flogged,  as  yon  deserre  to  be." 

Thoa  saying,  he  laid  hold  of  the  luckless  Bampton,  and,  dragging 
him  from  the  coach,  committed  him  to  the  custody  of  the  waiter, 
with  a  charge  that  he  was  to  be  sent  back  by  the  coach  from  Down- 
ton  to  LyngfoFd,  which  was  to  pass  in  half-an-hour.  He  further 
promised  the  waiter  a  shilling  for  his  trouble,  out  of  the  fee  which 
he  intended  himself  to  demand  from  Mr.  Pringle  on  his  return  to 
lijngford,  as  a  reward  for  the  recapture  of  his  stray  sheep. 

So  vanished  poor  Charles's  dreams  of  bliss.  He  returned  into 
that  breakfast-room  which  he  had  reluctantly  quitted  but  a  minute 
before  ;  but,  alas,  with  feelings  how  changed  !  No  charms  for  him 
now  in  toast  or  coffee,  chops  or  sausage.  His  appetite  was  gone 
with  bis  cheerfulness,  and  the  very  thought  of  food  was  sickening. 
He  lay  gloomily  down  upon  the  hard  horsehair  sofa,  and  pretended 
to  sleep,  that  he  might  avoid  the  necessity  of  speaking  to  the  hate- 
fill  waiter,  who  was  the  author  of  his  woe. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait,  however,  when  the  notes  of  a  bugle  an- 
nomiced  the  arrival  of  the  Downton  and  Lyngford  ''  Express."  The 
travellers  rushed  out,  and  Charles  had  to  endure  the  clatter  of  an- 
other breakfast,  in  the  enjoyment  of  which  he  had  no  share.  He 
had  also  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  his  own  case  explained  to  the 
<^<>achman  in  the  presence  and  for  the  edification  of  the  other  pas- 
sengers ;  whereupon  he  naturally  became  the  object  of  many  curi- 
ouB  glances  and  pitying  remarks.  Presently  the  coach  was  ready, 
^d  he  was  consigned  to  the  coachman's  care,  and  compelled  to 
mount  the  roof,  hatless  as  he  was,  there  being  no  room  inside.  He 
was  constrained  by  the  repeated  importunities  of  a  kind-hearted  fe- 
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male  fellow  passenger  to  tie  a  large  woollen  neckerchief  oyer  his  head, 
lest  he  should  catch  cold.  And  in  this  ridiculous  plight  he  made  his 
triumphal  return  to  Lyngford. 

To  complete  his  misfortunes,  his  scarecrow  aspect  attracted  the 
notice  of  his  schoolfellows,  who  were  going  out  for  their  mid-day 
walk  just  as  the  coach  drore  down  the  main  street.  They  instantly 
recognized  the  unhappy  truant,  and  burst  into  a  shout  of  derisiye 
welcome.  Ready  to  faint  with  shame  and  wretchedness,  poor 
Bampton  descended  from  his  lofty  eminence  at  the  very  spot  whence 
he  had  departed  with  such  different  feelings  only  scTcn  hours  before. 
He  was  at  once  given  into  the  charge  of  Boots,  who  was  ordered  to 
take  him  back  to  school,  and  who  did  not  release  him  from  his  grasp 
till  he  had  ushered  him  into  the  awful  presence  of  the  inpensed 
Pringle. 

The  pedagogue  was  seated  in  the  snug  dining-room,  engaged  in 
pleasing  dalliance  with  a  sweet-bread,  which  was  his  favourite  lunch- 
eon. On  hearmg  from  the  footman  that  Bampton  had  returned  in 
custody,  he  uttered  an  ejaculation  of  thankfulness,  and  ordered  the 
culprit  into  his  study.  There,  after  he  had  finished  his  sweetbread 
and  swallowed  a  second  glass  of  wine,  he  proceeded  to  cross-exam- 
ine his  pupil  as  to  the  mode  of  his  escape.  Charles  confessed  that 
he  had  spent  the  night  in  the  coach,  but  would  give  no  reason  for 
his  flight  except  his  belief  that  he  could  never  be  happy  in  the  school 
again.    This  was  peculiarly  offensive  to  the  master. 

"  What,  sir  I  not  happy  in  my  school  f  Not  happy  at  Lyngford 
Granmiar  School,  sir  ?  I  see  the  corruption  of  your  nature,  sir. 
You  feel  that  you  cannot  be  happy  where  your  faults  are  to  lie  cured, 
sir.  But  I  trust  to  be  permitted  to  show  you,  sir,  that  you  will 
never  be  happy  till  your  faults  are  cured  ;  and  I  will  try  and  cure 
them.  And  if  they  aren't  cured,  sir,  you  will  live  to  be  the  disgrace 
of  your  family,  and  to  end  your  days  on  the  gallows,  sir." 

So  saying  he  again  dismissed  the  offender  to  the  black-hole,  there 
to  be  cai-efuUy  locked  up  till  further  notice. 

On  his  re-entrauce  into  his  dismal  prison,  Charles  threw  himself 
on  the  pallet  in  hopeless  self-abandonment.  He  had  done  all  he 
could,  and  all  was  useless.  Fate  was  against  him.  He  Was  the 
most  miserable  being  in  the  world.  Presently  his  lamentations  were 
interrupted  by  the  rush  of  his  companions  into  the  school  at  two 
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o'clock.  For  the  next  three  hours  he  enjoyed  the  solitnde  of  a 
crowd.  Though  separated  bj  bolts  and  bars  from  his  schoolfellows, 
and  iuTifiible  to  them,  he  was  sarronnded  bj  the  busy  ham  of  school, 
and  coald  even  hear  all  that  was  said  by  the  boys  nearest  his  place 
of  confinement.  His  own  case  was  of  coarse  discassed  in  the  inter- 
yals  of  lessons,  and  the  remarks  he  heard  were  neither  compliment- 
ary nor  consoling. 

He  was  glad  when  school  was  oyer  and  he  was  left  again  to 
alence.  An  hoar  or  two  of  dreary  moping  passed,  and  then  again 
came  John  and  bread  and  water  ;  bat  this  time  John  took  care  to 
lock  and  doable-lock  the  door  as  he  retreated.  There  was  no  object 
now  in  delaying  bed-time.  On  the  contrary,  sleep,  the  friend  of  the 
wretched,  was  never  more  welcome  than  to  Charles  that  night. 
Morning,  batefnl  morning,  at  last  dispelled  his  slnmbers.  Another 
schooltime  came  and  passed,  and  he  was  still  ansammoned  and  un- 
fed, except  with  the  remains  of  his  last  night's  fare.  At  length,  just 
as  he  heard  the  chimes  of  noon  beginning,  the  key  of  his  door  turned 
in  the  lock,  his  cell  was  flung  open,  and  the  junior  usher  led  him 
out  to  an  elevated  platform  which  stood  on  one  side  of  the  school, 
with  a  flowing-block  in  the  centre  ;  for  at  Lyngford  the  old  and 
barbarous  custom  of  public  flogging  was  still  retained  at  the  period 
of  our  story. 

Charles  was  desired  to  stand  up  and  listen  to  his  sentence.  Mr. 
Pringle  then  addressed  the  school,  begmning  by  expressing  his  re- 
gret at  the  necessity  of  detaining  them  for  a  few  minutes  from  their 
recreations  to  witness  the  deserved,  though  painful,  infliction  of  the 
utmost  severity  of  scholastic  law  upon  the  offender  before  them.  He 
bade  them  remember,  however,  that  such  severity  was  the  truest 
mercy,  both  to  the  guilty  person  himself  (by  ministering  to  his  re- 
formation) and  to  the  society  which  he  had  offended  (by  illustrating 
and  exemplifying  the  consequences  of  guilt).  He  proceeded  to  de- 
scribe the  heinous  crimes  of  Bampton,  with  all  their  aggravating 
circumstances,  and  finally  he  produced  the  rod,  a  weapon  of  really 
formidable  character,  made  according  to  a  traditional  pattern  which 
had  remained  in  use  at  Lyngford  ever  since  the  days  of  good  King 
Edward,  the  founder  of  the  school. 

The  ordinary  punishment  inflicted  was  limited  to  six  strokes  with 
this  time-honoured  instrument,  which  was  a  dose  of  some  stringency, 
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considering  that  the  blood  waa  drawn  at  erery  stroke.  But  in  the 
present  instance  twelve  strokes  were  deemed  to  bear  a  more  fitting 
proportion  to  the  magnitude  of  the  offence  ;  and  thej  were  all  de- 
liberately inflicted,  with  an  interval  of  half-a-minute  between  every 
two  to  give  additional  time  for  reflection.  Charles  rose  from  the 
block  writhing  with  pain  and  shame.  It  was  a  relief  to  him  that  be 
was  remanded  to  the  black-hole,  where  he  was  to  remain  for  two 
days  longer  in  solitary  confinement.  The  boys  were  dismissed  to 
their  amusements,  and,  after  the  rush  of  steps  had  died  away,  the 
schoolroom  was  left  to  solitude  and  silence.  Once  more  Charles 
threw  himself  upon  his  bed,  drew  his  mother's  last  letter  from  his 
bosom,  where  he  had  placed  it  before  his  punishment  began,  and 
covered  it  with  his  kisses  and  his  tears  till  he  could  sob  no  longer. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

THE  TRUANT. 

Thb  bedroom  in  which  Charles  slept  at  Lyngford  was  a  long  and 
lofty  apartment  in  the  older  portion  of  the  school  bnildings.  It  was 
lighted  by  two  large  windows,  one  at  each  end,  so  that  in  the  day- 
time or  on  moonlight  nights  it  looked  bright  and  cheerful.  It  con- 
tained ten  beds,  fire  along  each  wall,  ranged  opposite  to  each 
other.  The  bedsteads  were  of  iron,  without  curtains,  and  fnrnished 
with  the  hardest  of  mattresses  ;  but  this  mattered  little  to  the 
occupants,  for  the  sleep  of  boyhood  is  as  sound  upon  a  board  as  on 
a  feather-bed.  The  room  was  healthy  and  well  aired ;  indeed,  it 
was  too  airy  for  the  taste  of  Its  occupants,  inasmuch  as  a  ventilator 
WB8  fixed  in  each  window,  which  reduced  the  temperature  to  zero  in 
frosty  nights ;  so  that  the  whirring  of  these  machines  was  then 
usually  stopped  by  stuffing  them  with  shirts  or  stockings. 

To  this  apartment  the  boys  were  compelled  to  retire  at  nine 
o'clock  in  winter  and  ten  in  summer.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  was 
allowed  for  undressing,  after  which  John  took  away  the  candle,  and 
the  boys  were  (in  theory)  left  to  darkness  and  repose.  But  the 
practice  by  no  means  corresponded  to  this  theory.  The  bigger  boys 
were  all  provided  with  tapers  and  lucifer  matches,  and  no  sooner 
had  John  disappeared  than  two  or  three  of  these  were  lighted  and 
the  amusements  of  the  evening  began.  These  were  varied  in  char- 
acter, consisting  somethnes  of  bolstering-matches,  sometimes  of 
card-playing,  occasionally  of  reading  aloud  some  novel  of  the  looser 
kind,  such  as  "  Tom  Jones,"  or  "  Roderick  Random  ;"  and  when 
these  grew  tedious,  the  bullying  of  the  smaller  boys  was  a  never- 
fiuling  resource. 

On  Saturday  night  there  was  a  bedroom  feast,  the  materials  of 
which  had  been  provided  firom  the  pastrycook's,  or  the  adjoining 
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tayern,  which  snireptitioasly  sapplied  the  commisBariat  with  watery 
punch  and  dilated  shrab.  These  amusements,  it  should  be  obseired, 
were  strictly  confined  to  the  aristocracy  of  the  room,  consisting  of 
the  five  senior  fellows,  whose  ages  ranged  from  sixteen  to  fourteen. 
Armstrong  was,  by  virtue  of  his  place  in  the  school,  the  captain  of 
the  room,  though  not  the  eldest  in  it.  Moreover,  his  bodily  strength 
was  above  his  age,  so  that,  although  only  fifteen,  he  was  a  match 
for  the  biggest  of  his  room-mates  ;  and  his  energetic  character  and 
force  of  will  made  him  really,  as  well  as  nominally,  the  leader  of  the 
room. 

Bampton  was  the  eldest,  though  perhaps  not  the  strongest,  of  the 
five  juniors  of  the  apartment.  At  first  he  had  been  a  good  deal 
bullied,  but  about  a  fortnight  after  his  arrival  a  new-comer  had  ap- 
peared, who  relieved  him  from  the  severity  of  the  pressure,  being 
still  better  adapted  than  himself  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistines. 

The  new  victim  was  one  Joseph  Sapper,  a  boy  of  weak  health 
and  spirits,  but  strong  in  character  and  principle,  and  possessed  of 
that  passive  endurance  which  qualifies  men  for  martyrdom.  He  had 
been  carefully  brought  up  by  religious  parents,  aad  had  not  merely 
caught  their  phrases,  but  received  the  spirit  of  their  religion  into  his 
inmost  heart.  He  belonged,  indeed,  to  that  rarest  class  of  souls 
which  are  endowed  almost  from  their  birth  vrith  a  precocious  spirit- 
uality ;  and  in  his  case  the  first  impressions  were  never  effaced,  but 
only  deepened  by  added  years. 

At  school  he  gave  a  literal  obedience  to  the  Gospel  precept  of 
non-resistance,  and  nothing  would  induce  him  to  return  a  blow  or  an 
evil  word.  The  nearest  approach  to  defiance  which  was  ever  ex- 
torted from  him  was  when,  in  reply  to  a  threat  of  Armstrong's  as  to 
the  punishment  he  would  get  if  he  did  not  give  up  **  that  Methodis- 
tical  trick  of  kneeling  down  to  his  prayers/' he  replied,  ''I  fear 
God,  and  I  don't  fear  you." 

Eventually  his  genuine  religion  won  that  respect  which  genuine 
religion  will  always  command  in  the  long  run.  And  this  respect  was 
fixed  for  ever,  before  he  had  been  two  years  at  school,  by  an  oppor- 
tunity offered  him  of  proving  that  his  non-resistance  was  not  the 
fruit  of  cowardice,  when  he  nearly  sacrificed  his  life  in  saving  that 
of  a  drowning  school-fellow.  But  at  first  he  was,  of  course,  the 
butt  of  the  school ;  for  singularity,  always  the  most  dangerous  of 
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crimes  in  a  republic,  is  no  where  more  obnoxious  than  in  the  com- 
monwealth of  school. 

Sapper  bore  the  persecution  inflicted  on  him  with  patient  firm- 
ness ;  and  he  had  no  little  to  bear,  especially  from  his  room-fellows, 
who  were  incited  by  the  precepts  and  examples  of  their  captain  ;  for 
Armstrong's  was  one  of  those  natures  to  which  tLc  giving  of  pain  is 
a  positive  pleasure.  When  a  younger  boy,  he  had  been  the  most 
cmel  cat-killer  in  the  school  j  his  faTonrite  method  being  to  tie  his 
feline  victim  to  a  stake,  and  then,  having  collected  a  sufficient  num- 
ber of  boys  to  share  in  the  diabolical  amusement,  to  stone  the 
wretched  animal  to  death.  Now  that  he  was  head  of  a  room,  the 
tormenting  of  boys  gave  a  wider  scope  to  his  talents  and  a  human 
interest  to  his  sport. 

In  order  to  subdue  the  obstinacy  of  Sapper's  "  Methodism,"  he 
subjected  him  to  an  ordeal  worthy  of  the  Inquisition.  At  first  the 
other  boys  enjoyed  the  fun  of  this — the  quaiutness  of  Sapper's 
speeches  and  remonstrances  giving  an  unusual  zest  to  his  perse- 
cution. But  for  the  last  month  this  martyrdom  had  been  almost 
uninterrapted,  and  the  perpetrators  were  beginning  to  weary  of 
their  amasement,  and  to  desire  a  little  variety,  when  the  affair  of 
Green  and  Bampton  occurred.  This  gave  them  just  what  they 
wanted.  They  were  not  only  furnished  with  a  new  victun,  but  there 
was  a  peculiar  relish  in  destroying  him,  from  the  feeling  that  his 
punishment  was  an  act  of  moral  justice,  so  that  both  duty  and 
pleasure  were  united. 

Accordingly  the  ingenuity  of  Armstrong  was  racked  to  devise 
new  modes  of  torture.  Charles  was  flogged  with  brambles  till  he 
bled ;  he  was  hung  up  by  the  thumbs  ;  he  was  forced  to  sleep  in  a 
bed  filled  with  nettles  and  thistles ;  he  was  made  to  eat  tallow- 
candles,  and  to  wash  them  down  with  dirty  water  from  the  basins. 
One  faTOurite  entertainment  was  to  set  him  and  Sapper  side  by  side 
upon  a  bed  and  force  them  each  to  smoke  a  cigar.  As  they  had 
neither  of  them  ever  smoked  before,  of  course  this  made  them  very 
sick.  They  were  then  ordered  to  represent  coffee-house  politicians, 
discussing  the  ailiBdrs  of  the  nation  over  their  cigars,  and  to  stimu- 
late their  ingenuity  they  were  branded  on  the  checks  with  the  red- 
hot  end  of  the  dgar  from  time  to  time. 

On  other  occasions  Bampton  was  stripped  naked,  and  forced  to 
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dance  a  hornpipe  round  the  bedroom,  while  all  the  other  bojs  were 
compelled  to  "  flick  "  him  with  their  towels  as  he  passed.  Sapper 
always  incurred  a  licking  for  refusing  to  take  his  turn  in  this  game, 
and  more  particularly  on  the  first  night,  when  he  said  (in  a  senten- 
tious manner),  that  he  ''  would  rather  be  a  yictim  than  an  execu- 
tioner." 

Occasionally  Charles  would  be  permitted  to  go  to  bed  without 
persecution,  and  would  fall  asleep  in  the  fond  hope  that  the  miseries 
of  the  day  were  oyer.  But  the  peaceful  sweetness  of  his  first  slum- 
bers was  broken  by  horrible  dreams  ;  he  would  fancy  himself  on  the 
rack,  or  at  the  stake,  or  even  in  hell  itself,  under  the  manipulation 
of  Dominican  fiends.  Waking  in  agony,  he  would  find  his  agitation 
was  the  fruit  of  no  yisionary  pangs,  for  he  was  undergoing  the  pro- 
cess of  "  toeing,"  which  consists  in  fastening  a  string  round  one  of 
the  minor  digits  of  the  sleeper's  foot,  and  then  pulling  at  it  with  all 
the  force  of  two  or  three  pairs  of  arms,  tUl  he  is  dragged  out  of 
bed. 

At  length,  after  a  fortnight  of  this  discipline,  Armstrong  called 
Charles  to  him  one  day  in  the  playground,  and  told  him  that  he 
might  purchase  a  respite  from  persecution,  if  he  chose  to  "  come 
down  "  liberally  for  the  bedroom  feasts. 

"  I  know,"  he  said,  *'  that  you  have  lots  of  tin,  and  if  you  like  to 
fork  out,  I  will  persuade  the  other  fellows  in  the  room  to  let  yoa 
alone." 

Charles  said  he  would  gladly  agree  to  the  terms,  but  that  he  had 
spent  all  his  money. 

"  Well,  then,"  replied  the  other,    "  you  can  write  home  for 
more." 

Charles  explained  that  his  guardian  hadgiyen  him  £6  for  the  half- 
year,  and  had  made  his  mother  promise  not  to  send  him  a  further 
supply,  thinking  that  sum  ample  for  his  age. 

Armstrong  hereupon  suggested  that,  though  this  might  preclude 
his  mother  from  giying  him  more  pocket-money,  it  would  not  preyent 
her  from  sending  the  necessary  school  subscriptions  required  from 
him,  as,  for  instance,  his  quota  to  the  cricket  club,  the  fiyes'  club, 
the  football  club,  &c. 

Charles  remarked  that  he  had  neyer  heard  of  these  clubs  ;  to  which 
Armstrong  replied — 
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"  I  snppose  not,  nor  yoor  mother  either  ;  bat  that's  just  the  rea- 
son for  not  telling  her.  She  won't  know  what  the  school  requires. 
And  I'll  give  yon  the  names  of  as  many  non-existent  dabs  as  will  snf- 
fice  to  extract  the  tin  we  want." 

Charles  at  first  declared  that  he  could  not  deceiye  his  mother  in 
that  way ;  but  at  last  he  suffered  himself  to  be  conrinced  by  the 
argnment  with  which  his  persecutor  summed  up  his  exhortation  as 
he  tamed  away,  viz.,  "  That  his  mother  would  probably  rather  send 
few  more  tips  than  suffer  him  to  lead  the  dog's  life  he  would  have 
of  it  if  the  tin  were  not  forked  out." 

Excusing  himself  to  his  conscience  by  this  plausible  consideration, 
he  wrote  the  desired  letter,  begging  his  mother  to  send  him  ten  shil- 
lings, which  was  required  from  every  boy  in  his  class  for  the  cricket 
dub.  In  a  few  days  the  money  came,  and  furnished  the  means  for  a 
supper  of  unusual  splendour  in  bedroom  No.  2,  including  a  lobster 
and  some  mince  pies,  the  latter  of  which  were  heated  by  an  ingenious 
contrivance,  upon  a  tin  plate,  suspended  over  the  flame  of  six  tapers. 
Charles  was  not  invited  to  partake  of  these  delicacies,  but  he  hctd 
the  comfort  of  sleeping  undisturbed  while  they  were  discussed,  and 
for  a  week  afterwards.  But  at  the  end  of  that  time  his  tyrant  had 
a  new  demand  upon  him  with  the  same  result.  On  this  occasion  the 
subseription  was  demanded  for  a  "  football  association  ;"  and 
Charles's  heart  smote  him  when  the  desired  ten  shillings  came  again 
by  return  post,  accompanied  by  an  affectionate  and  confiding  letter 
from  his  mother. 

Another  week  passed,  and  once  more  the  screw  was  put  on  by 
Armstrong,  and  yielded  to  by  Charles.  It  happened  when  the  epis- 
tle containing  this  third  demand  reached  Penry,  uncle  Henry  was 
paying  one  of  his  flying  visits  to  his  sister-in-law,  who  was  making 
breakfast  for  him  when  the  post  arrived.  She  broke  open  her  dar- 
ling's letter,  and  when  she  had  read,  exclaimed,  unsuspectingly — 

**  Well,  this  is  quite  an  expensive  time  of  year  at  Lyngford,  I 
declare.  Why,  this  is  third  subscription  poor  Charles  has  had  to 
pay  within  the  month,  and  this  time  it  is  for  a  school  reading-room. 
I  really  think  that  Mr.  Pringle  ought  to  supply  the  school  with  that, 
if  it  is  wanting. 

Her  brother  asked  to  look  at  the  letter,  and  then  cross-examined 
her  as  to  the  two  previous  demands.    He  looked  suspicious,  and  at 

2* 
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last  observed  that  he  hoped  it  was  all  right,  but  that  he  coald  not 
help  fearing  that  Master  Charley  was  fleecing  his  mamma  nnder  false 
pretences.  It  was  highly  improbable  that  thirty  shillings  should  be 
reqaire(f  from  a  boy  so  low  in  the  school  within  so  short  a  time  ; 
besides,  if  the  subscriptions  were  demanded,  how  came  they  not  to 
be  asked  for  at  the  beginning  of  the  half-year  ?  and  how  unlikely 
that  a  subscription  to  the  cricket  club  should  be  wanted  just  when 
the  cricketing  season  for  the  year  was  over. 

Mrs.  Bampton  kept  interposing  deprecatory  remarks,  expressions 
of  confidence  in  her  boy's  honour  and  veracity,  asseverations  that  she 
had  never  known  him  tell  a  lie,  &c.,  &c.  But  the  barrister  was 
unmoved  by  the  maternal  eloquence.  He  said  that  he  should  write 
at  once  to  inquire  mto  the  truth  of  the  matter. 

"Oh  no  !  Oh  I  he  would  not  be  so  cruel.  He  would  not  take 
adT«ntage  of  the  confidence  she  had  shown  him.  How  she  wished 
she  had  said  nothing  about  it."  In  vain.  He  said  he  felt  it  a  duty, 
as  the  boy's  guardian,  to  ascertain.  That,  if  he  had  been  guilty  of 
deceit,  it  might  be  the  saving  of  him  to  be  punished  for  it.  At  the 
same  time  he  promised  to  find  out  the  truth  in  such  a  way  as  not  to 
appear  to  be  casting  any  suspicion  on  Charles's  integrity  until  he 
should  be  proved  a  liar. 

At  this  disgusting  word,  Mrs.  Bampton  burst  into  tears,  and, 
exclaiming  that  her  brother-in-law  would  never  have  used  it 
had  he  known  a  mother's  feelings,  she  Idft  the  room.  Whereupon 
the  Recorder  sat  down  at  the  writing-desk,  and  wrote  a  letter 
to  a  friend  of  his,  who  had  a  son  m  the  same  form  with  Charles 
at  school,  begging  to  know  whether  any  (and,  if  any,  what)  sub- 
scriptions were  required  from  his  son  to  the  clubs  and  associations 
mentioned  by  Charles,  which  he  specified.  He  knew  his  friend  to  be 
a  poor  man,  and  he  was  certain,  therefore,  that  he  would  not  supply 
his  son  with  pocket-money  enough  to  pay  such  subscriptions  ;  and, 
consequently,  that  if  the  subscriptions  were  paid  at  all,  it  must 
be  with  the  father's  cognizance.  By  return  of  post  Mr.  Bampton 
received  his  friend's  reply,  assuring  him  that  no  such  payments  were 
required  from  his  son,  who  had  only  an  allowance  of  sixpence 
arweek,  and  ten  shillings  at  the  beginning  of  the  half-year. 

Uncle  Henry  immediately  wrote  two  letters  to  Lyngford.  One 
to  Mr.  Pringle,  explaining  his  nephew's  fault,  and  begging  that  he 
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might  be  severely  flogged  ;  the  other  to  Charles  himself,  eontaining 
a  contemptaoQS  reprimand  for  his  meanness,  and  telling  him  that  his 
schoolmaster  was  informed  of  it  by  the  same  post ;  bnt  at  the  same 
time  enclosing  him  the  half-sovereign  he  had  asked  for,  in  order  that 
he  might  be  able  to  pay  the  disgraceful  debts  which  the  writer  sup- 
posed him  to  have  contracted.  Not  till  after  the  post  had  gone  out 
conTeying  these  despatches  to  their  destination  did  Mr.  Henry  Hamp- 
ton conmiunicate  the  resnlt  of  his  investigations  to  his  sister-in-law. 
For  he  wisely  thought  that  if  she  knew  what  he  had  written  before 
post-time,  she  would  not  only  have  tried  to  move  him  from  his  pur- 
pose by  .troublesome  expostulations,  bnt  would  also  have  written  to 
Lyngford  to  soften  the  effect  of  his  epistle. 

Meanwhile  Bampton  had  been  both  surprised  and  alarmed  by  the 
silence  with  which  his  last  communication  had  been  met.  Three 
days  had  passed  since  he  ought  to  have  got  an  am^wer,  and  Arm- 
strong was  beginning  to  threaten.  Sapper,  to  whom  Charles  had 
confided  his  uneasiness,  earnestly  entreated  him  to  write  home  and 
confess  his  falsehood.  Charles  longed  to  take  his  advice,  but  he 
could  not  resolve  upon  a  step  so  humiliating  and  painful.  He  had 
previously  been  urged  by  Sapper  to  complain  to  the  master  of  the 
persecution  he  underwent  ;  but,  in  the  first  place,  such  a  complaint 
would  have  violated  the  rules  of  school  honour,  and,  secondly,  it 
wonld  probably  have  been  disregarded  by  the  head-master,  with 
whom  Armstrong  was  a  si>ecial  favourite.  Indeed,  the  success  of 
Pringle  was  in  great  measure  owing  to  the  patronage  of  Armstrong's 
father,  who  was  a  popular  preacher  of  great  influence  among  his 
party. 

The  post-time  of  the  fourth  day  was  now  arrived.  The  boys  were 
JQst  .seated  at  breakfast,  and  John  was  making  his  usual  deliberate 
circuit  round  the  long  table  with  the  letter-basket  in  his  hand.  For 
a  moment  Charles  thought  he  had  passed  him — bnt  no,  he  turned 
again,  tapped  hun  on  the  shoulder,  and  handed  him  a  letter.  Charles 
started  and  turned  pale  on  seeing  the  direction.  It  was  not  in  his 
mother's  delicate  and  sinuous  penmanship,  but  in  the  firm  black 
strokes  of  his  uncle.  He  opened  it,  and  cast  a  hurried  glance  over 
its  contents,  then  thrust  it  into  his  pocket  and  rushed  out  of  the 
room,  on  pretence  that  his  nose  was  bleeding.  His  absence  was  not 
noticed,  for  Armstrong^  who  would  naturally  haye  beeq  on  the  look- 
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oat  for  his  letter,  happened  to  be  reading  one  of  his  own,  and  the 
rest  were  too  busy  about  their  breakfast  to  observe  Bampton's  agi- 
tated exit. 

Soon  afterwards  the  bell  rang,  and  they  all  assembled  as  nsaal  in 
the  schooboom.  No  sooner  were  they  settled  in  their  places  than 
Mr.  Pringle's  voice  resounded  through  the  hall.  ''  Hampton,  stand 
out  for  punishment/'  were  his  words  ;  but  no  Bampton  appeared, 
and  there  was  no  reply.  The  command  was  repeated,  and  then  the 
head  boy  of  Bampton's  form,  after  looking  round,  stated  that  he 
was  absent.  An  usher  was  immediately  sent  to  the  playground  and 
bedrooms  to  look  for  him,  but  returned  in  a  few  minutes  with  the 
report  that  he  was  not  anywhere  to  be  found. 

Then  Mr.  Pringle's  wrath  found  vent  in  words.  Addressing  the 
school,  he  said  that  no  doubt  Bampton  had  learnt  the  detection  of 
his  grievous  offence,  and  had  once  more  attempted  to  run  away  as 
he  had  done  before.  *'  Observe,"  he  added,  ^'  the  consequence  of 
yielding  to  a  rebellious  spirit.  This  bad  boy  told  me,  when  I  exam- 
ined him  as  to  his  motives  for  absconding  a  month  ago,  that  he  felt 
he  could  never  be  happy  at  Lyngford  School.  He  shrank  from 
bearing  the  punishment  which  his  fault  had  drawn  upon  him.  I 
told  him  at  the  time  that,  with  such  feelings,  he  must  inevitably  go 
on  from  bad  to  worse,  till  he  became  a  disgrace  to  his  family  and  to 
the  school ;  and  how  soon  have  my  words  been  verified  by  Uie 
event.  I  have  this  momiug  received  a  letter  from  his  guardian, 
informing  me  that  Bampton  has  been  detected  in  endeavouring  to 
extort  money  from  his  own  mother  by  false  pretences.  Yes,  boys, 
he  has  acted  as  a  swindler  and  a  liar,  and,  what  is  worst  of  all,  he 
has  traduced  the  character  of  Lyngford  School,  by  falsely  represent- 
ing that  large  subscriptions  were  extorted  from  all  you  boys  for  all 
sorts  of  objects,  none  of  which  had  any  foundation  in  fact.  And 
now  he  has  had  the  cowardly  meanness  to  abscond  a  second  time, 
notwithstanding  the  warning  he  so  lately  received  of  the  utter  use- 
lessness  of  such  an  attempt." 

So  saying,  Mr.  Pringle  sat  down,  and  was  calling  up  the  sixth 
form  to  their  lesson,  when  Sapper  approached  the  magisterial  throne, 
and  begged  permission  to  speak.  Leave  being  granted,  though  in 
a  stern  and  ungracious  manner.  Sapper  said  that  his  conscience 
obliged  him  to  tell  about  Bampton  before  he  was  punished.    He 
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could  not  feel  it  right  to  see  him  flogged  without  speaking  out. 
He  doubted  whether  he  ought  to  have  gone  on  for  so  long  saying 
nothing  of  the  bullying  in  the  bedroom  ;  but  he  did  not  like  being 
a  tell-tale,  and  he  would  rather  bear  his  own  burden  than  complain, 
if  it  only  concerned  himself.  But  now,  when  Hampton  was  to  be 
pablicly  punished  as  a  swindler  and  liar,  he  must  no  longer  keep 
silence.  He  then  gave  a  short  and  clear  account  of  the  way  in 
which  Bampton  had  been  compelled  by  Armstrong's  threats  to  com- 
mit the  offence  of  which  he  was  now  charged. 

Had  Sapper  begun  his  story  by  attacking  Armstrong,  it  is  poss^ 
ble  that  Mr.  Pringle  might  have  silenced  him,  and  refused  to  hear 
more  ;  but,  as  it  was,  he  had  got  so  far  into  the  details  before  Ann- 
strong's  name  was  mentioned,  that  the  master  did  not  see  exactly 
how  he  could  stop  him,  especially  as  the  sixth  form  was  now  assem- 
bled round  the  desk,  and  had  heard  Sapper's  preliminary  statement. 
The  story  was  therefore  listened  to  throughout,  though  not  without 
some  snubbing  cross-examination.  When  it  was  coucluded,  the 
bead-master  said  that  he  could  not  decide  upon  a  grave  accusation 
of  this  nature  upon  an  er  parte  statement ;  but  that  he  must  exam- 
ine the  other  boys  who  slept  in  the  same  bedroom,  which  he  should 
do  at  noon,  when  school  was  over.  Meanwhile,  Bampton  must  be 
looked  for,  and  brought  in  to  be  confronted  with  the  rest.  Sapper 
was  ordered  back  to  his  place,  with  a  threat  of  the  severest  punish- 
ment if  he  should  be  found  guilty  of  the  least  exaggeration  or  inac- 
coracy. 

In  the  interim,  John  and  his  subordinates,  consisting  of  the  school 
porter  and  the  junior  boot-cleaner,  were  despatched  in  all  directions 
to  arrest  the  steps  of  the  fugiiive.  They  inquired  in  vain  at  the  two 
coach-offices  in  Lyngford,  nor  could  they  find  any  one  who  had  met 
a  boy  answering  the  description  they  gave.  John  was  then  ordered 
to  take  his  master's  horse  and  ride  briskly  along  the  three  great 
roads  which  diverged  from  Lyngford,  and  not  to  omit  a  rapid  recon- 
naissance of  the  adjoining  lanes.  He  had  consumed  nearly  two 
hours  in  this  way,  and  was  returning  unsuccessful,  when  he  was  met 
by  the  porter,  whose  face  of  horror  showed  that  something  important 
had  occurred.  He  held  up  a  hat  for  John's  inspection,  which  was 
marked  (as  the  footman  saw  at  once)  with  the  name  of  "  0.  Bamp- 
ton.'* 
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"  What !  you've  catched  'an,  then  f  Siud  John,  with  a  crest- 
fallen air ;  for  Pringle  had  promised  a  reward  of  half*<5rown  for 
the  arrest  of  the  trnant. 

"  Not  I,"  rejomed  the  other,  "  nor  no  one  else  will  never  catch 
the  poor  young  gent,  alive,  it's  my  thinking." 

"  Why,  then,  where  did  you  find  his  hat  V 

"  On  the  border  of  the  river  yonder,  by  the  gas  works,  just  above 
the  lock.  Measter  had  sent  me  an  errand  to  the  gas  works,  so  I 
went  that  way  for  short ;  and,  law  bless  me  !  what  should  I  see  but 
a  new  hat,  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  water,  close  to  the  brink.  So 
I  stooped  over  and  picked  'un  out,  not  thinking  of  nothing.  But 
when  so  be  as  I  see'd  the  big  C  and  B  upon  the  lining,  I  felt  queer 
like  ;  so  I  made  shift  to  spell  out  the  whull  name,  and  then  I  knew 
how  it  was." 

The  sensation  excited  in  the  school  by  this  discovery  may  be  easily 
imagined.  The  porter  came  into  the  schoolroom,  with  the  hat  in  his 
hand,  just  before  twelve  o'clock.  The  other  boys  belonging  to  bed- 
room No.  2  had  just  been  called  to  the  master's  desk  to  be  confronted 
with  Sapper.  All  but  Armstrong  showed  signs  of  horror  when  they 
heard  the  porter's  story,  and  especially  when  Sapper  sobbed  out 
•  "  That's  just  what  he  said  he  should  do,  poor  fellow  !  It  was  only 
yesterday  he  told  me  he  wished  he  was  dead,  and  that  he  thought 
he  should  throw  himself  into  the  river." 

John  now  came  in  from  the  dining-hall,  bringing  an  open  letter  in 
his  haud,  directed  to  Bampton.  On  examination,  Mr.  Pringle  found 
that  it  was  the  letter  from  Charles's  uncle,  which  he  must  have 
dropped  in  his  hurry  when  he  left  the  breakfast  table.  Its  contents 
supplied  a  motive  for  the  fearful  deed  of  which  the  porter's  discovery 
gave  evidence. 

Mr.  Pringle  (to  do  him  justice)  felt  real  grief,  not  merely  for  the 
injury  which  such  a  tragedy  must  do  his  school,  but  on  more  disin- 
terested grounds  of  charity  and  pity.  He  could  not  help  perceiving 
that  he  was  himself  partly  to  blame  for  suffering  the  opportunity  for 
such  oppression  to  exist  in  the  school  under  his  care,  and  he  resolved 
that  in  future  a  more  vigilant  superintendence  should  be  exercised 
over  the  bedrooms. 

The  truth  of  Sapper's  story  was  now  not  denied  by  any  of  the 
parties  concerned.     Armstrong,  indeed,  made  a  faint  attempt  to  say 
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that  the  charge  against  him  rested  on  mere  hearsay  evidence,  bnt 
the  confession  of  his  accomplices  instantly  cat  away  this  ground  of 
cavil.  His  goilt  was  so  clearly  proved,  and  of  so  aggravated  a 
nature,  that,  considering  his  age  and  standing,  no  punishment  but 
expulsion  was  admissible. 

Mr.  Pringle  deeply  regretted  this,  as  he  feared  the  vindictive  tem- 
per of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  well  knew  the  exasperation 
which  the  parent  would  feel  at  the  disgrace  of  his  cleverest  son. 
Yet,  under  the  circumstances,  it  was  not  possible  to  hesitate. 
Sentence  of  expulsion  was  accordingly  pronounced,  and  Armstrong, 
under  the  custody  of  the  school  porter,  was  at  once  sent  off.  The 
chaise  in  which  he  was  conveyed  arrived  that  night  at  the  suburban 
residence  of  his  father,  just  as  that  gentleman  was  entertaining 
a  select  circle  of  his  admirers  at  a  tea  party  ;  and  it  may  be  imagined 
that  the  unexpected  entrance  of  young  Armstrong  in  custody  created 
some  confusion  to  the  host,  and  caused  some  scandal  among  the 
guests. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that,  as  soon  as  the  discovery  of  Bampton's 
hat  was  announced  to  the  master,  no  time  was  lost  in  taking  the 
necessary  measures  for  dragging  the  river.  But,  in  spite  of  a  very 
careful  and  long  continued  search,  the  body  could  not  be  found. 
The  spot  where  the  hat  had  been  discovered  was  just  above  a  lock  ; 
for  the  Lyng  at  this  point  required  the  appliances  of  a  canal  to  make 
it  navigable.  Through  this  lock  barges  were  continually  passing, 
and  it  was  supposed  that  the  body,  having  sunk  close  to  the  flood- 
gates, had  been  sucked  under  when  they  were  opened,  and  had  been 
carried  down  the  stream  of  the  river  below.  A  little  further  down 
there  was  a  hole  too  deep  for  dragging,  and  here  it  seemed  most 
probable  that  poor  Charles  had  found  his  final  resting  place. 

Such,  at  least,  was  the  conclusion  at  which  his  uncle  arrived  about 
a  week  after,  at  the  close  of  a  careful  investigation  which  he  made 
upon  the  spot ;  for  he  had  hurried  to  Lyngford  upon  the  intelligence 
of  Charles's  disappearance,  and  had  at  first  refused  to  acquiesce  in 
the  hypothesis  of  his  suicide.  He  had  ascertained,  as  far  as  possible, 
the  names  of  all  the  barges  that  had  passed  Lyngford  on  the  day  of 
his  disappearance,  and  had  caused  inquiries  to  be  made  of  the  barge- 
men employed  upon  them.  But  no  one  had  seen  anything  of  the 
miaang  boy.     And  at  last,  when  day  after  day  passed  without  infor- 
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mation  of  him,  Mr.  Bampton  was  compelled  to  assent  to  the  popular 
belief.  He  left  LjDgford  in  deep  affliction,  for  although  he  could 
not  reasonably  blame  himself  for  the  terrible  accident  which  had 
occurred,  yet  it  is  impossible  eren  for  the  firmest  of  mankind  not  to 
suffer  his  self-judgment  to  be  influenced  by  results  which  may  have 
followed  upon  his  acts ;  and  the  uncle  felt  that  in  this  instance  the 
consequence  of  his  well-meant  interference  had  been  the  destruction 
of  his  nephew. 

Thus  Mr.  Bampton  abandoned  his  ineffectual  researches  with 
a  feeling  akin  to  self-reproach — ^nay,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Bampton,  he 
expressed  this  feeling,  or  something  so  like  it,  that  when  the  truth 
afterwards  came  out  he  could  neyer  bear  to  remember  the  terms  in 
which  he  had  written,  or  the  degree  in  which  he  had  been  outwitted. 
For,  after  all,  Charles  was  no  suicide,  but  only  a  truant. 

On  the  receipt  of  hift  uncle's  terrible  letter,  he  had  escaped  out  of 
the  school  dining^hall,  and  had  succeeded  in  gaining  his  bedroom 
undiscovered.  There  he  had  seized  upon  his  hat,  and  rushed  down 
again  through  the  empty  schoolroom  to  the  playground.  This  was 
a  large,  square  piece  of  ground,  surrounded  by  houses,  except  on  one 
side,  where  it  was  bounded  by  railings,  considered  high  enough  to 
keep  in  the  boys.  There  was  a  comer,  however,  where  notches  had 
been  secretly  made,  by  the  help  of  which  an  enterprising  climber  like 
Charles  could  easily  get  over  the  palisade. 

The  others  being  still  at  breakfast,  the  play-ground  was  empty,  so 
that  Charles  crossed  the  barrier  unobserved.  An  unfrequented  lane 
led  from  this  point  to  the  river ;  and  down  this  Charles  ran,  without 
stopping  to  think  of  further  proceedings,  for  hitherto  his  escape  had 
been  a  mere  matter  of  instinctive  impulse.  But  the  river  stopped 
his  further  progress  in  this  direction,  and  he  was  just  about  to  make 
for  a  bridge  which  led  to  a  pathway  through  the  fields,  where  he 
thought  he  might  hide  himself,  when  he  descried  a  barge  turning  the 
corner  of  the  nearest  reach  of  the  river,  and  approaching  him. 

He  ran  towards  it,  and,  offering  the  bargeman  a  shilling,  begged 
for  a  ride  as  far  as  Mudcote,  a  village  about  seven  miles  distant. 
The  man  willingly  assenting,  Charles  jumped  on  board,  and 
ensconced  himself  in  the  little  cabin  ;  but  before  he  reached  the 
barge,  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  place  his  hat  in  the  water, 
floating  close  to  the  bank,  among  some  water-lilies,  whose  broad 
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leaves  would  secare  it  from  displacement.  He  had  a  Scotch  cap  in 
hia  pocketp  which  he  donned  before  accosting  the  boatman,  remem- 
bering the  melancholy  consequences  of  his  bare-headed  condition  in 
his  last  attempt  at  flight. 

In  the  cabin  of  the  barge  Charles  lay  snugly  hidden  for  the  next 
two  hours,  till  the  boat  that  bore  CsBsar  and  his  fortunes  arriyed  at 
Mudcote.  There  the  bargee  halted,  and  summoned  his  passenger  to 
disembark.  But  Charles  was  well  aware  of  the  search  that  would 
be  made  for  him  ;  and,  observing  the  good-natured  countenance  of 
the  navigator,  he  decided  that  it  would  be  safer  to  trust  him  with 
his  whole  secret,  than  to  risk  the  chances  of  detection  by  leaving  the 
boat.  Accordingly,  he  described  to  him,  with  many  pathetic  adju- 
rations, his  miserable  condition  ;  and  added  that  he  was  determined 
to  drown  himself  rather  than  submit  to  capture. 

The  bargeman  was  a  kind-hearted  soul,  and  had  an  only  child,  of 
the  same  age  and  stature  as  Charles — a  circumstance  which  inclined 
him  to  lend  a  more  favourable  ear  to  his  tale.  He  was  soon  per- 
suaded to  promise  secresy,  and  to  carry  his  passenger  as  far  as  he 
should  think  fit  to  go  along  the  canal,  which  left  the  river  Lyng  at 
Mudcote,  and,  after  traversing  the  breadth  of  England  for  about  a 
hundred  miles,  had  its  terminus  at  Birmingham. 

Charles  asked  how  long  the  barge  would  take  to  reach  the  last- 
named  town,  and  was  told  that  the  journey  would  be  accomplished 
in  three  days.  The  direction  was  exactly  that  in  which  he  wished 
to  go,  and  the  mode  of  travelling  was  the  most  secret  and  secure 
which  he  could  adopt.  For  a  shilling  a-day  the  bargeman  promised 
to  supply  him  with  as  much  bread  and  cheese  as  he  could  eat,  and 
to  allow  him  the  use  of  the  cabin.  The  bargain  was  struck,  and 
Charles  found  no  reason  to  repent  of  it.  It  is  true  that  the  nights 
were  cold,  for  it  was  now  November ;  and  he  had  nothing  to  cover 
him,  except  an  old  tarpaulin  which  the  skipper  good-naturedly  lent 
him ;  but  the  rapid  circulation  of  boyhood  supplies  the  place  of 
blankets,  and  the  torments  of  his  school  bedroom  made  the  cabin 
seem  a  paradise  of  repose. 

During  the  first  two  days  he  never  quitted  his  little  den  ;  but  on 
the  third,  when  assured  that  they  were  now  sixty  miles  from  Lyng- 
ford,  he  ventured  to  emerge,  and  joyfully  stretched  his  cramped 
limbs  by  pacing  backwards  and  forwards  among  the  packages  upon 
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the  deck.  At  length,  emboldened  by  impunity,  be  sometimes  got 
out  of  the  barge  altogether,  and  walked  alongside  upon  the  towing- 
path,  or  even  climbed  np  the  banks  into  the  adjacent  copses,  or 
diverged  across  a  hill  round  which  the  canal  was  winding.  They 
were  now  passing  through  the  pretty  scenery  npon  the  confines  of 
Derbyshire  and  Staffordshire,  and  the  last  red  leaves  of  autumn  were 
gilded  by  the  fading  brightness  of  the  Martinmas  summer.  This 
was  the  pleasantest  portion  of  the  voyage. 

The  next  day,  when  he  peeped  out  from  his  hole,  he  found  that 
hills  and  woods  had  vanished,  and  nothing  could  be  seen  from  deck 
but  a  landscape  of  the  dreariest  monotony.  Moreover,  the  sky  was 
lowering,  and  the  wind  chill  with  damp,  and  soon  a  soaking  rain 
drove  him  back  to  the  shelter  of  his  cabin.  As  night  fell,  however, 
the  gloom  was  enlivened  by  what  he  first  took  for  an  extraordinary 
display  of  fireworks.  When  he  peeped  out  from  the  cabin  door,  he 
saw  the  sky  illuminated  in  every  direction  by  jets  of  flame,  some 
blazing  fiercely  forth  from  the  red  furnace  mouths  on  the  brink  of 
the  canal,  others  colouring  the  stormy  clouds  with  vermilion,  even  to 
the  verge  of  the  horizon.  The  novelty  of  the  sight  stimulated  his 
fancy,  and  kept  him  from  wcarmess  or  impatience  during  the  remain- 
ing hours  of  the  journey;  till,  at  length,  shortly  after  midnight,  the 
barge  was  moored  -beside  the  wharf  at  Birmingham,  and  the  tired 
boy  rolled  huuself  once  more  in  his  tarpaulin,  and  fell  asleep. 

Next  morning  it  was  necessary  to  take  some  steps  as  to  his 
farther  progress.  He  had  now  only  six  shillings  of  his  uncle's  half- 
sovereign  left  in  his  purse,  and  he  was  aware  that  this  was  not  suffi- 
cient to  carry  him  to  Cornwall.  It  might  have  been  supposed  that 
his  natural  coarse  would  have  been  to  write  to  his  mother,  telling 
her  his  situation ;  but  children  never  take  the  natural  coarse  on 
such  occasions — they  are  so  timid  and  distrnstful,  and  so  ignorant  of 
their  real  power  over  their  parents'  hearts.  Besides,  Charles  believed 
his  uncle  to  be  still  at  Penry,  and  thought  that,  if  he  were  to  give 
any  clue  to  his  whereabouts,  that  rathless  guardian  would  immedi- 
ately pounce  upon  him,  and  take  him  back  forthwith  to  school. 
Hence  he  resolved  to  keep  silence  till  he  could  obtain  a  personal 
interview  with  his  mother,  for  he  felt  sure  that,  if  once  he  could 
throw  himself  into  her  arms,  and  tell  her  all  his  troubles,  everything 
would  be  set  right.    It  is  true  that  his  hecut  reproached  him  with 
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leaTing  her  bo  long  uncertain  as  to  his  fate,  bnt  he  did  not  at  all 
realise  the  suffering  which  this  wonld  cause  her. 

On  such  grounds  he  determined  to  attempt  to  reach  home  upon 
his  present  resources.  His  friend,  the  skipper,  did  him  a  last  act  of 
idndness,  by  making  a  bargain  for  him  with  another  bargeman,  who 
was  proceeding  that  afternoon  to  Bristol  by  canal,  that  he  should 
convey  the  young  traveller  upon  the  same  terms  as  before.  Charles 
did  not  venture  to  gratify  his  curiosity  by  any  excursion  into  the 
town,  but  dawdled  away  the  weary  hours  as  best  he  might  among 
the  barges,  till  his  new  vessel  was  under  way.  Before  the  following 
evening,  his  eyes  were  charmed  by  the  mountain  outline  of  the  Mal- 
verns,  looming  against  the  sky  with  that  purple  clearness  which  pro- 
phesies a  coming  storm.  Next  day,  the  rain  hid  from  him  both  the 
range  of  Cotswolde  upon  his  left,  and  the  towers  of  Gloucester  on 
his  right.  The  third  evening  was  far  advanced,  when,  after  a  cheer- 
less day,  he  knew  that  they  were  approaching  Bristol,  by  the  glim- 
mering of  the  gas-lit  terraces  of  Clifton,  whose  rays  pierced  the 
dense  canopy  of  rainy  smoke  that  wrapped  the  ancient  city  at  their 
feet. 

It  was  now  a  week  since  Charles  had  left  Lyngford,  and  he  had 
three  shillings  of  his  capital  remaining.  This  he  resolved  to  hus- 
band OS  carefnlly  as  he  could,  and  only  to  spend  it  when  compelled 
by  absolute  necessity.  He  fancied  that,  being  now  in  the  south- 
west, he  might  travel  the  remainder  of  his  way  on  foot.  He  had 
but  a  vague  notion  of  the  distance  to  Cornwall,  bnt  he  knew  that 
Exeter  was  one  of  the  stages  on  the  journey,  and  that  Wells  wos 
on  the  way  between  Exeter  and  Bristol.  To  Wells,  therefore,  in 
the  first  instance,  he  resolved  to  direct  his  steps.  He  did  this  the 
rather,  because,  on  going  ont  upon  a  voyage  of  discovery  from  the 
wharf  at  Bristol,  he  had  come  almost  immediately  upon  a  sign-post, 
which  pointed  ont  the  road  to  Wells. 

In  this  durection,  then,  he  started,  early  on  the  following  day, 
favoured  by  a  clear  sky  and  easterly  wind,  snd  was  soon  beyond  the 
imburbs  of  Bristol.  After  walking  about  five  miles,  he  stopped  at  a 
neat  farmhouse,  which  stood  a  little  off  the  road,  and  asked  for  a 
drink  of  milk,  which  the  housewife  cheerfully  bestowed.  While  eat- 
ing this  with  some  bread  which  he  had  saved  from  the  previous  day, 
he  was  questioned  by  his  hostess  upon  the  awkward  themes  of 
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"  whence  "  and  "  whither.''  After  a  little  hesitation,  he  saffered  her 
to  gather  that  he  was  a  traant  schoolboy,  bnt  led  her  to  belieye  that 
his  school  had  been  at  Bristol,  and  that  his  home  was  a  little  the 
other  side  of  Wells.  She  at  first  advised  him  to  go  back  to  his 
dnty  (as  she  expressed  it),  but,  finding  he  was  resolved  agamst  this, 
she  thought  the  next  best  thing  was  to  set  him  forward  on  his  jour- 
ney homeward.  She  therefore  directed  him  to  a  short  cut  across 
the  Mendip  hills,  and  gave  him  a  note  to  her  brother,  whose  farm 
lay  upon  their  southern  slope,  within  ten  miles  of  Wells.  This  saved 
Charles  both  time  and  shoe-leather,  and  gave  him  a  pleasant  walk 
over  the  crisp  turf  of  downy  hill-tops,  instead  of  plodding  along  the 
dreary  turnpike-road. 

The  note  insured  him  an  hospitable  welcome  from  Farmer  Thomp- 
son, whose  upland  pastures  lay  along  the  brink  of  one  of  those 
craggy  ravines  which  cut  the  southern  declivity  of  the  Mendips  into 
a  succession  of  miniature  Simplons.  The  farmer  was  himself  going 
to  Wells  early  next  morning,  with  a  cargo  of  his  Cheddar  cheeses, 
and  he  ofifered  a  seat  in  his  cart  to  the  light-hearted  boy,  whose 
spirits  had  risen  with  his  fortunes.  Charles  left  his  hospitable 
entertainer,  with  many  thanks,  in  the  market-place  at  Wells,  and 
by  nightfall  had  got  halfway  from  thence  to  Bridgewater.  He 
halted  at  a  village  among  the  marshes  ;  and  found  food  and  lodging 
for  the  night  at  a  small  pot-house,  for  which  he  was  obliged  to  pay 
eighteenpence,  being  half  of  his  remaming  capital. 

Next  day  he  spent  his  last  farthing  at  Bridgewater,  a  town 
which  he  reached  not  without  difficulty  ;  for  his  feet  were  blistered 
with  walking,  and  a  heavy  southwester  from  the  Channel  drove  the 
ram  into  his  face,  and  seemed  almost  as  if  it  would  blow  him  back- 
wards along  the  road. 

His  heart  now  began  to  fail  him.  The  short-lived  beauty  of  the 
Martinmas  summer  was  departed  ;  and  henceforth  he  wa«  compelled 
to  struggle  through  miry  ways  under  the  dispiriting  influence  of 
murky  skies.  He  no  longer  walked  with  the  brisk  and  cheery  step 
with  which  he  had  left  Bristol ;  bnt  crawled  languidly  onward, 
dragging  his  bleedmg  feet  ode  after  the  other  with  a  shuffling  and 
tardy  progress.  Moreover,  his  appearance  was  already  altered  for 
the  worse.  His  clothes  were  covered  with  mud,  his  cap  was  soiled 
and  weather-beaten,  and  one  shoe  had  worn  into  a  hole.    He  was 
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DO  longer  welcomed,  as  before,  into  the  farmhouses  which  he 
eoter^ ;  bnt  often  repulsed  as  a  tramping  yagabond  by  the  owners, 
and  sometimes  bitten  by  the  snrly  mastiffs  in  the  yard. 

He  had  now  literally  to  beg  his  bread  as  he  went  along ;  and  the 
sap  of  milk  and  the  cmst  bestowed  npon  him  were  eked  ont  by  raw 
turnips  which  he  plucked  out  of  the  fields  on  the  roadside.  At 
night  he  sometimes  contrived  to  crawl  unperceived  into  an  empty 
barn ;  sometimes  he  was  compelled  to  content  himself  with  the  lee- 
side  of  a  haystack. 

This  unwonted  exposure  to  the  wet  night  air,  added  to  an  insuffi- 
ciency of  food,  told  seriously  on  his  health.  He  became  daily 
feebler,  and  sometimes  would  sit  down  for  hours  under  the  shelter 
of  a  hedge  by  the  roadside,  feeling  unable  to  move  another  step. 
Bitter  were  the  contrasts  which  his  imagination  presented  to  him  at 
fflich  moments.  He  fancied  the  employment  of  his  family  at  Penry 
at  the  same  instant  that  he  was  sitting  thus  in  desolation  and 
despair.  Now  they  were  at  dinner,  gathered  round  the  well-spread 
board,  while  he  would  gladly  eat  the  husks  that  fell  from  their 
table.  Now,  again,  they  were  in  the  pretty  drawing-room,  on  snug 
sofas  beside  the  blazing  fire,  or  enjoying  theur  delicious  tea.  And 
oh  !  were  they  talking  or  thinking  of  him,  the  wanderer  and  out- 
cast? 

At  first  such  imaginations  would  rouse  him  to  march  on  with 
renewed  rigour,  as  he  thought  that  every  step  diminished  the  dis- 
tance from  the  home  he  longed  to  reach  ;  but  as  he  grew  Weaker 
they  oflener  ended  in  hopeless  apathy  or  a  fit  of  drowsy  and  long 
coadnned  stupor. 

Yet  BtiH  he  dragged  himself  on,  until,  the  sixth  day  after  leaving 
Bridgewater,  a  turn  in  the  road  at  last  revealed  to  his  wistful  eyes 
the  massive  Norman  towers  of  Exeter  Cathedral,  crowning  a  low 
hill  before  him.  For  a  moment  the  sight  restored  his  flagging 
energy  ;  for  those  towers  were  associated  with  happy  memories  of 
his  early  childhood,  when  toys  and  buns  had  been  bought  for  him 
beneath  their  shadow.  But  this  momentary  stunulus  was  exhausted 
long  before  he  had  traversed  the  three  miles  of  red  mud  which  still 
separated  him  from  the  city.  At  last  he  climbed  the  last  weary  hill, 
and,  scarcely  conscious  of  what  he  did,  crawled  on  through  the 
High-street,  and  turned  into  the  Cathedral-close. 
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The  bells  were  ringing  for  afternoon  service  ;  and  Charles,  after 
gazing  for  a  moment  with  a  yacant  stare  at  the  rich  imagery  of  the 
western  front,  was  tempted  by  the  open  door  to  enter  the  building. 
He  seated  himself,  as  much  screened  from  observation  as  he  could, 
upon  the  base  of  one  of  the  pillars  which  divide  the  nave  from  the 
aisles,  and  leaned  his  head  against  the  clustered  shafts,  which  con- 
cealed him  from  the  worshippers  who  were  pouring  in  along  the 
nave,  though  he  was  visible  to  those  who  entered  through  the  aisle, 
upon  the  side  towards  which  he  sat. 

At  Exeter  the  service  is  preluded  by  an  octave  of  silvery  bells, 
which,  daring  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour,  continue  to  ring  out  their 
DOf  r«,  mij  fa,  sol,  la,  «,  do^  with  a  mellifluous  iteration  that  charms 
the  ear  and  soul.  As  Charles  leant  against  the  pillar,  while  the  soft 
musical  cadences  dropped  note  by  note  upon  his  ear,  he  seemed 
rapt  into  a  soothing  trance.  His  eyes  wandered  along  the  vista 
of  Gothic  arches  above  his  head  to  the  glories  of  the  western 
window,  whose  panes  of  red  and  purple  were  pierced  by  the  last 
rays  of  the  November  sun,  as  it  struggled  through  the  stormy  clouds 
that  had  veiled  it  during  the  day.  All  around  him  seemed  some 
heavenly  vision  of  ideal  beauty  ;  and,  as  he  gazed  and  listened,  a 
vague  feeling  of  dreamy  languor  took  possession  of  him,  in  which 
pain,  and  weariness,  and  hanger  had  vanished  away. 

While  thus  absorbed  he  attracted  the  attention  of  Dr.  Smith,  a 
benevolent  physician,  who  was  passing  up  the  aisle  to  attend  the 
service ;  an  enjoyment  which  he  never  missed  when  his  professional 
engagements  allowed  him  to  be  present.  The  doctor  was  rather 
late,  and  had  not  time  to  give  more  than  a  passing  glance  to  the 
little  beggar  boy  who  sat  beneath  the  pillar  ;  but  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  upward  gaze  of  those  haggard  features  which  struck  his 
practised  observation.  He  could  not  help  thinking  of  it  during  the 
prayers,  with  regret  that  he  had  not  paused  to  question  the  child, 
and  a  hope  that  he  might  still  be  there  when  service  shonld  be  over. 

Meanwhile  the  organ  pealed  forth  its  flood  of  sweetness,  and  the 
chanted  psalms  fell  upon  Charles's  heart  like  the  voices  of  the  an- 
gels. The  weakness  of  starvation  had  given  an  unnatural  sensitive- 
ness to  his  nerves,  while  it  enfeebled  the  controlling  power  of  the 
understanding  and  the  will.  He  fell  into  a  state  which  might  be 
called  either  ecstasy  or  delirium.     He  was  no  longer  the  wayworn 
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wanderer  crouching  upon  the  cold  pavement  of  the  cathedral  ;  he 
was  no  longer  the  fagitive  schoolboy — ^nay,  he  was  no  longer  a  den- 
izen of  earth  :  he  was  translated  to  the  seventh  heaven — a  com- 
panion of  the  spirits  of  the  ble&sed,  listening  to  the  celestial  harp- 
ings  and  the  songs  of  the  seraphim.  And  now  again  the  music 
ceases,  and  is  succeeded  by  mnrmnred  prayers,  which  die  away  along 
the  aerial  arches  and  vaulted  roof,  seeming  to  the  boy's  fevered  brain 
as  the  whispered  intercessions  of  departed  samts.  At  last  the  vision 
Is  broken  by  the  noisy  footsteps  of  the  retiring  crowd,  as  they  hurry 
past  him  along  the  pavement. 

Charles  was  aroused  from  his  ecstatic  dream,  and,  starting  up, 
tried  vainly  to  collect  his  thoughts  ;  when  he  felt  himself  lightly 
toached  upon  the  shoulder,  and  a  kind  voice  addressed  him  with  in- 
quiries whether  he  did  not  feel  ill,  and  whether  he  was  not  hungry. 
Overcome  with  the  unexpected  sympathy,  Charles  burst  into  hyster- 
ical weeping  as  he  attempted  to  reply  ;  but  the  few  words  he  spoke, 
the  parity  of  his  tone  and  accent,  and  the  delicacy  of  his  aspect,  at 
once  convinced  the  experienced  questioner  that  he  was  not  the  beg- 
gar's child  he  seemed. 

At  the  same  tune  the  physician's  professional  sagacity  perceived 
that  there  were  symptoms  of  alarming  illness  in  those  wild  and  star- 
ing eyes  and  those  attenuated  features.  He  took  the  boy  by  the 
band  and  led  him  to  his  home  ;  where  he  caused  him  immediately  to 
be  put  to  bed  and  supplied  with  light  and  wholesome  nourishment ; 
then,  after  allowing  him  sufficient  time  to  rest,  he  came  to  the  bed- 
side, and  extracted  by  gentle  questioning  the  essential  particulars  of 
his  story,  in  time  to  write  to  his  mother  by  that  evening's  post. 

But  this  friendly  succour  had  well-nigh  come  too  late.  Exhaus- 
tion and  excitement  had  already  done  their  work  ;  and,  notwith- 
standing the  judicious  care  of  the  physician,  his  patient  was  at- 
tacked that  night  by  a  malignant  fever,  and  was  delirious  before  the 
morning.  When  Mrs.  Bampton  arrived  two  days  afterwards,  he  was 
incapable  of  recognizing  her  ;  and  the  little  firmness  which  she 
})05se88ed  utterly  forsook  her  as  she  listened  to  bis  ravings,  and 
learned  from  his  delirious  words  the  cruelties  to  which  he  had  been 
subjected  and  the  su£ferings  which  had  followed. 

At  last  this  painful  ordeal  was  over  ;  the  disease  had  reached  its 
crisis ;  and,  after  a  terrible  day  of  uncertainty,  Dr.  Smith  allowed 
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the  mother  to  hope  that  her  chOd's  life  and  reason  wonld  be  spared. 
After  an  unbroken  sleep  of  many  hours,  Charles  woke  healed  and 
in  his  right  mind ;  and  as  he  opened  his  languid  eyelids,  he  saw 
that  it  was  his  mother  who  sat  beside  him.  In  the  midst  of  caresses 
and  endearments,  she  whispered  assurances  that  all  was  forgotten 
and  forgiven,  and  that  he  should  never  more  return  to  Ljngford  ; 
and  this  promise,  the  early  administration  of  which  had  been  a  pre- 
scription of  the  doctor's,  did  more  than  all  his  other  cordials  to  pro- 
mote the  rapid  recovery  of  his  patient. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE   GEBlfAN  TEACHEB. 

Chablbs's  recoyery  was  slower  than  its  commencement  seemed  to 
promise.  He  had  seyeral  relapses,  and  it  was  erident  that  his  con- 
stitution, originally  delicate,  had  been  seriously  shaken  by  the  hard- 
ships he  had  undergone.  It  was  a  month  before  he  could  be  re- 
moTed  from  Exeter,  and  he  was  then  only  able  to  travel  home  by 
short  and  easy  stages.  Soon  after  his  retnm  to  Cornwall,  he  canght 
a  severe  cold,  which  settled  on  his  chest,  and  seemed  at  first  likely  to 
end  in  decline.  He  was  confined  to  the  house,  and  for  the  most 
part  to  his  own  room,  till  the  end  of  winter  ;  nor  was  he  again  per- 
mitted to  venture  out,  till  May  had  brought  back  green  leaves  and 
summer  sunshine. 

When  at  last  he  was  able  to  quit  the  house,  feeling  once  more 
the  power  of  reviving  life  in  every  limb,  enhanced  by  the  delicious 
certamty  that  all  the  loveliness  around  him  might  be  enjoyed  in 
safety,  with  no  fear  of  being  snatched  away  from  it  to  the  miseries 
of  school,  his  happiness  was  almost  greater  than  he  could  bear.  He 
sauntered  about  the  grounds  of  Penry,  or  rambled  along  the  sea- 
shore, in  the  listless  mood  of  perfect  self-abandonment  to  the  present 
sense  of  joy  ;  and  often  gave  utterance  to  hia  ecstasy  by  spouting 
with  great  fervour  those  pretty  lines  of  Gray,  which  seemed  to  him 
precisely  applicable  to  his  case  : — 

"  Sec  the  wretch  who  long  has  toasM 

On  the  thorny  bed  of  pain. 

At  length  repair  his  vigour  lost, 

And  breathe  and  walk  again. 

**  The  meanest  floweret  of  the  Tale, 
The  simplest  note  that  swells  the  gale, 
The  common  snn,  the  air,  the  skies, 
To  him  are  opening  paradise.** 
8 
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He  would  often  lie  for  hours  upon  the  soft  sand  which  was  blowo 
up  by  the  storms  above  the  beach  of  his  farourite  cove,  enjoying 
without  stint  the  sweet  delights  of  idleness.  As  he  lay  on  his  back, 
he  would  fix  his  eyes  dreamily  on  the  infinite  blue  of  the  zenith  ;  or 
else  shut  them  while  he  bathed  his  face  in  the  blessed  warmth  of  the 
mid-day  sun.  Thus  he  drank  in  daily  new  health  and  vigour  from 
the  salt  sea  breezes  during  the  golden  weeks  oi  June  ;  while  the 
sunny  skies,  the  trees  and  flowers,  and  the  fragrance  exhaling  from 
garden,  shore,  and  field,  made  the  mere  sense  of  animal  existence  a 
perpetual  feast. 

Before  dismissing  his  patient,  Dr.  Smith  had  most  peremptorily 
impressed  on  Mrs.  Bampton  the  necessity  that  his  mind  should  be 
kept  from  all  painful  causes  of  disturbance.  He  strongly  advised 
not  merely  that  Charles  should  be  delivered  from  the  fear  of  a  return 
to  Lyngford  (which  was  at  once  agreed  to  by  his  guardians),  but 
that  he  should  be  kept  at  home  altogether  for  the  next  year  or  two, 
till  his  constitution  should  have  time  fully  to  recover  from  the  shock 
which  it  had  received.  Uncle  Henry  assented  to  this  plan  not  with- 
out  some  reluctance.  His  opposition  to  it,  however,  was  much 
softened  by  a  scheme  which  he  had  hit  upon,  whereby  he  secured 
the  advantage  of  a  good  private  tutor  for  Charles  at  a  very  trifling 
expense. 

The  preceptor  in  question  was  discovered  by  a  legal  friend  of  Mr.. 
H.  Bampton's,  a  certain  Mr.  Freeman  Redrip,  who,  not  being  over- 
burdened with  briefs,  bestowed  some  of  his  leisure  hours  in  fostering 
the  cause  of  revolution  on  the  continent,  and  cultivated  a  teardrink- 
ing  intercourse  with  those  fierce  and  bearded  exiles  whose  exploits, 
in  assassinating  prime  ministers  and  8ta1)bing  policemen,  have  made 
them  illustrious  throughout  Europe.  Our  amateur  republican  was  an 
honorary  member  of  the  Stiletto  Club,  that  philanthropic  associa- 
tion formed  by  the  fugitive  Italian  patriots  ;  to  which  foreigners  of 
all  nations  are  admitted,  on  professing  their  readiness  to  imitate 
Harmodius  and  Aristogiton.  He  thus  became  acquainted  with  those 
magnanimous  heroes,  whose  hands  were  still  reeking  with  the  blood 
of  Rossi ;  with  some  of  their  followers,  who  talked  of  daggers  but 
used  none ;  and  with  many  of  their  honest  dupes,  who  had  shared 
the  exile  without  sharing  the  booty  of  their  leaders. 

Amongst  the  latter  was  one  Gottlieb  Schrecklich,  a  licentiate  in 
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theology,  who  had  gone  tlirough  his  curriculum  in  the  university  of 
GOttingen  with  much  credit,  but  had  subsequently  been  hurried  on, 
by  youthful  ardour,  to  take  t(  o  prominent  a  part  in  some  revolu- 
tionary attempt  which  had  proved  a  failure.  He  had  thus  no  alter- 
native but  imprisonment  or  flight ;  and  was  compelled  to  renounce 
his  hopes  of  a  possible  professorship,  and  to  exchange  the  character 
of  a  privat'doctrU  in  Germany  for  that  of  a  starving  exile  in  Lon- 
don. The  only  career  that  seemed  open  to  him  in  England  was 
that  of  a  German  master  ;  and  he  found  so  many  competitors  in 
this  field  of  labour,  that  there  appeared  little  probability  of  his 
earning  his  bread  by  its  cultivation. 

Under  these  circumstances  he  was  introduced  to  Redrip,  who  dis- 
covered, aft^r  a  little  conversation  with  him,  that  he  was  a  very 
well-informed  man.  In  fact,  Schrecklich  was  a  sound  scholar, 
and  knew  thoroughly  all  which  he  pretended  to  know.  In  this  he 
was  like  other  Germans,  and  very  superior  to  many  Englishmen  ;  for 
smattering  pretenders  to  knowledge  are  rare  in  Germany.  The 
Tentonic  mind  seems  determined  to  master  the  subject  which  it  at- 
tacks with  an  honest  and  laborious  perseverance  almost  unknown  in 
England.  It  is  strange  that  a  people  so  helpless  in  all  matters  of 
practical  life,  and  so  easily  bewildered  in  the  misty  labyrinth  of  meta- 
physics, should  yet,  by  the  dogged  determination  of  their  intellectual 
will,  conquer  difficulties  that  no  other  nation  can  overcome,  and  be 
the  teachers  of  accurate  knowledge  to  the  world.  One  reason  of 
thh*,  no  doubt,  is  to  be  found  in  the  fact  that  the  German  literati 
almost  entirely  abstain  from  society,  and  from  all  indulgence  in  the 
amenities  of  life. 

"  How  is  it,"  said  some  one  to  the  great  English  critic  Elmsley, 
"bow  is  it  that  the  Germans  are  so  much  better  scholars  than 
we  are?'' 

"  Because  they  never  go  out  to  tea,"  was  the  philologist's  reply. 

He  might  have  added  that  they  never  go  out  to  ride,  and  that 
thoy  also  save  much  time  daily  by  letting  their  beards  grow  long, 
and  cutting  their  ablutions  short.  In  all  these  points  Schrecklich 
was  a  typical  specimen  of  his  race  and  order — awkward  and  un- 
couth in  manner,  shabby  in  dress,  dirty  in  face  and  hands,  with 
cUin  and  throat  buried  in  a  mane  of  rusty  red  ;  but  acute  in 
undcrstandmg,  thoroughly  conversant  with  classical  philology,  pro- 
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foandly  learned  in   the  oriental  languages,   and  not  withoat  a 
tincture  of  some  of  the  natural  sciences. 

The  day  before  his  first  interview  with  this  German  student, 
Redrip  had  been  asked  by  Mr.  Bampton  whether  he  could  find 
for  him  among  his  foreign  prot4gis  a  cheap  priyate  tutor  for  his 
nephew ;  for  he  had  been  horrified  by  finding,  upon  his  inquiries 
at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  that  no  decently  qualified  man  could 
be  obtained  from  thence  who  would  come  to  live  as  tutor  in  a 
private  gentleman's  house  for  less  than  £400  a-year.  Redrip  men- 
tioned this  to  Schrecklich,  and  found  that  the  German  would 
consider  a  salary  of  i£50  munificent.  He  therefore  lost  no  time 
in  sending  him  to  his  friend ;  who,  though  a  little  startled  at 
Schrecklich's  appearance,  was  so  pleased  with  his  terms  that  he 
engaged  him  at  once ;  only  stipulating  that  Charles  Bampton  must 
not  be  made  either  a  republican  or  an  atheist,  on  which  two  points 
the  tutor  pledged  himself  to  be  cautious. 

The  week  after,  Schrecklich  made  his  appearance  at  Penry.  He 
came  by  coach,  and  descended  at  the  lodge-gates  on  a  dusty  day  in 
summer.  The  Bampton  family  were  sitting  out  upon  the  lawn,  en- 
joying the  beauty  of  the  evening,  when  they  saw  his  strange  figure 
approaching  them  on  his  way  to  the  house.  He  was  accoutred  in  a 
cap  of  faded  red  velvet,  a  loose  blue  blouse,  and  green  trousers  ;  be- 
tween the  latter  and  his  shoes  there  was  an  hiatus  filled  up  by 
worsted  stockings  ;  no  shirt  was  visible,  but  where  it  ought  to  have 
been  was  a  greasy  stock,  which  cut,  in  sharp  outline,  against  the  red 
beard  above,  and  sent  down  voluminous  folds  of  black  silk  over  the 
region  where  the  breast  of  a  shirt  might  charitably  be  supposed  to 
lie  concealed. 

The  party  on  the  lawn  kept  their  countenances  with  difficulty 
when  they  beheld  the  expected  tutor  under  this  unexpected  aspect. 
Mrs.  Bampton,  however,  who  was  never  wanting  in  the  outward  ob- 
servances of  politeness,  welcomed  the  stranger  gracefully,  and  intro- 
duced him  to  his  pupil.  His  shyness  and  awkwardness  at  once  set 
Charles  at  ease  ;  he  felt  instinctively  that  he  had  not  much  to  fear 
from  this  uncouth  and  timid  stranger.  Indeed,  at  first  sight,  coo- 
tempt  was  the  uppermost  feeling  in  his  mind.  But  a  little  experi- 
ence sufficed  to  show  him  that  such  a  feeling  was  out  of  place.  He 
had  sense  enough  to  discover  that  his  new  tutor's  style  of  teaching 
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was  far  saperioT  to  anj  wfaereanto  he  had  preyionsly  been  snbjected. 
For  SchreckKch  combined  a  masterly  grasp  of  his  knowledge  with  a 
dearness  and  ease  in  commanicating  it.  Under  snch  instmction 
Charles,  who  was  natorallj  quick  and  intelligent,  soon  became  fond 
of  his  lessons ;  an^he  gradaallj  acquired  a  liking  for  the  good- 
natnred  German,  whose  apparently  boundless  store  of  information 
exGiled  his  reverence. 

The  lady  of  the  manor  was  at  first  scandalised  at  the  extraordi- 
nary appearance  and  manners  of  the  tutor.  But  she  looked  upon 
his  presence  as  a  more  agreeable  alternative  than  that  of  sending 
Charles  to  school,  and  soon  reconciled  herself  to  his  oddities.  Not 
80  her  eldest  daughter,  whose  lore  for  her  brother  was  not  of  so  en- 
grossing a  character  as  to  enable  her  tolerate  the  intrusion  into  their 
family  circle  of  an  outlandish  and  unfashionable  object.  For  Emily 
was  a  weak,  proud  girl,  and  exceedingly  sensitive  of  appearances. 
She  could  not  bear  to  have  it  said  by  her  neighbours  that  the 
Bamptons  had  hired  a  cheap  and  nasty  pedagogue,  because  they 
coald  not  afford  a  better.  She  was  also  genuinely  fastidious  as  to 
the  niceties  and  proprieties  of  life,  and  their  perpetual  violation  by 
Scbrecklich  was  really  painful  to  her. 

At  last  she  ))ethought  herself  of  an  expedient  for  educating  this 
rotary  of  the  Muses  in  the  teaching  of  the  Graces.  She  persuaded 
Charles  to  imitate  those  acts  of  Schrecklieh  which  most  offended 
her,  and  then  denounced  his  crime  in  a  manner  which  she  hoped 
would  strike  shame  into  the  original  offender.  Thus,  for  instance  : 
the  tutor  excruciated  her  nerves  by  his  horrid  habit  of  sucking  up 
his  soup  at  dinner  with  the  noise  of  a  roaring  torrent  as  it  passed 
through  the  floodgates  of  his  month  ;  this  trick  she  caused  her 
brother  to  counterfeit,  and  when  he  did  so  she  called  out  to  him 
across  the  table,  "  Charles,  let  me  never  hear  yon  do  that  again,  it 
18  a  most  nngentlemanly  and  disgusting  habit."  In  the  same  way 
she  tried  to  cure  Schrecklieh  of  eating  peas  with  his  knife,  of  mixing 
ham  and  jam  upon  his  plate  at  breakfast,  of  spreading  butter  on  his 
bread  with  his  thumb,  and  other  similar  enormities. 

But  it  was  aU  in  vain.  The  tutor  went  on  devouring  his  meal  in 
happy  unconsciousness  of  her  rebukes ;  his  brain  filled  with  the 
nuflts  of  some  cloud-built  speculation,  which  he  had  been  elaborating 
out  of  the  fcunes  of  his  matutinal  meerschaum.    At  length,  finding 
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her  efforts  for  his  reformation  fruitless,  Miss  Bampton  desisted  from 
the  attempt,  and  contented  herself  with  haughty  silence  and  wither- 
ing looks  of  scorn,  which  fell  harmless  upon  the  unobserring 
criminal. 

Thus  passed  the  quiet  days  at  Penry,  with  little  to  break  their 
monotonous  and  peaceful  current,  during  eighteen  months  that 
followed  Charles's  flight  from  Lyngford.  He,  meantime,  was  making 
rapid  progress  in  his  studies,  under  Schrecklich's  tuition ;  and  was 
already  an  excellent  scholar  for  his  age,  knowing  accurately  and 
understanding  intelligently  all  that  he  had  learnt. 

He  was  now  just  fourteen  and  had  reached  the  critical  period  at 
which  life  takes  a  new  beginning,  whence  (as  the  Pythagoreans 
taught)  two  roads  invite  the  opening  mind  towards  destinies  of 
infinite  divergence.  When  the  understanding  is  lively  and  the 
temper  speculative,  it  often  happens  that  at  this  epoch  a  spirit  of 
inquiry  is  aroused ;  the  youth  begins  to  question  those  old  beliefs 
and  traditional  principles  his  fathers  have  asserted  ;  he  desires  a 
reason  for  his  faith,  and  must  sift  all  things  for  himself.  It  would 
have  been  happy  for  Charles  if,  at  such  a  time,  he  had  possessed  a 
Christian  teacher  who  could  have  sympathised  with  his  diflSculties 
and  yet  satisfied  them  ;  who  could  have  answered  the  doubts  to 
which  an  answer  can  be  given,  and  could  also  have  taught  him  tho 
limits  of  human  inquiry  and  the  mysteries  which  shroud  the  founda- 
tion of  all  our  surest  knowledge. 

This,  liowever,  was  a  task  beyond  the  power  of  Schrecklich,  who 
had  himself  been  robbed  of  his  childhood's  faith  by  the  instructors 
of  his  youth.  His  creed,  so  far  as  he  had  any,  was  the  Pantheism 
of  Hegel,  and  he  was  of  course  unable  to  confirm  Charles  in  the 
doctrine  of  the  Gospel.  Yet  he  was  true  to  his  promise  that  he 
would  not  initiate  his  pupil  into  his  own  unbelief ;  but  his  answers 
to  religious  questionings  were  necessarily  of  the  vaguest  and  most 
unsatisfactory  character.  Nor  could  Charles  fail  to  perceive  that 
the  light  of  revelation  was  not  the  guiding  star  of  his  tutor's  moral 
being.  The  result  of  such  conversations  left  the  boy  in  a  state  of 
mystification  and  incipient  scepticism. 

His  doubts,  however,  were  stifled  for  the  time  by  the  perusal  of 
Faley's  Evidences,  which  he  found  in  the  library  of  the  Manor 
House ;  and  his  thoughts  were  turned  into  a  new  channel  about 
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this  time,  bj  an  oocarrence  which  was  destined  to  exercise  a 
coDtrolling  inflaence  on  his  after  life. 

This  was  the  return  to  her  home  of  his  twin  sister  Clara,  who  had 
BO  long  been  living  with  her  aunt  at  Bath.  At  six  years  old,  she 
had  been  removed  from  Cornwall,  a  little  crippled  invalid,  with  very 
faint  hope  that  her  life  coold  be  preserved.  But  either  the  change 
of  climate  or  the  waters  of  King  Bladud  had  renovated  her  consti- 
tution, and  she  now  returned  in  good  health  and  spirits,  though  still 
delicate,  and  bearing  traces,  in  a  curvature  of  the  spine,  of  the 
malady  which  had  so  nearly  been  fatal  to  her  infancy. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  this  deformity,  she  was  a  singularly  pretty  girl, 
DOW  rapidly  developing  into  a  woman ;  for  though  only  fourteen 
years  of  age,  she  was  in  character,  in  manner,  and  even  in  personal 
appearance,  at  least  two  years  older. 

The  long  illness  of  her  childhood  had  not  been  without  influence 
npon  her  disposition.  A  sick  child  must  be  necessarily  treated  with 
almost  unlimited  indulgence  ;  and  of  this  Clara  had  received  from 
her  ktnd-hearted  aunt  the  fullest  measure.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
malady  to  which,  during  her  earlier  childhood,  she  had  been  a 
victim,  was  perpetually  thwarting  her  inclinations.  The  current  of 
self-will  which  flowed  without  check  in  one  direction,  was  rudely 
thwarted  in  another  by  barriers  not  of  man's  creating,  against 
which  it  boiled  and  foamed  with  fruitless  impetuosity.  She  had 
never  been  taught  to  look  on  her  sickness  as  a  divine  discipline ; 
she  viewed  it  only  under  its  natural  aspect,  as  a  malignant  fate  to 
which  she  was  the  destined  slave.  Hence,  instead  of  receiving  her 
sufferings  as  the  medicine  given  her  by  a  Heavenly  Father,  and, 
therefore,  necessarily  given  in  love,  she  repelled  the  cup  which  she 
was  constrained  to  drink  as  though  it  had  been  poison  forced  upon 
her  by  a  demon. 

Thus  the  original  eagerness  and  impetuosity  of  her  character  was 
aggravated  by  the  perpetual  irritation  of  a  strife  against  the 
inevitable.  She  could  enjoy  and  she  could  abhor,  but  she  could 
not  acquiesce.  Patience  was  a  quality  utterly  unknown  to  her. 
She  was  passionately  fond  of  music  and  of  books,  and  so  long 
as  she  could  read  or  play  she  was  happy  ;  but  if  an  attack 
of  illness  suspended  her  favourite  employments  and  forced  her 
to  Inactivity,  she  was  reduced  to  utter  despair.    She  could  not 
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He  still  in  peacefU  resignation  ;  bat  would  spend  her  day  in  riolent 
lamentations  over  her  lot ;  comparisons  between  her  miserable 
sickliness,  and  the  good  health  of  her  friends  ;  or  inarticulate 
moaningSy  which  the  tenderness  of  her  aunt  could  not  hush  into 
stillness. 

The  same  temperament  displayed  itself  in  a  nervous  irritability 
which  could  not  tolerate  even  the  necessary  noises  of  a  well-ordered 
establishment ;  and  which  rendered  the  play,  or,  still  worse,  the 
fidgeting,  of  chOdren  unbearable.  Tet  the  impetuosity  oi  nature 
which  made  Clara  so  disagreeable  to  herself  and  others  wh^n  she 
was  ill,  was  moulded,  when  no  disturbing  forces  interfered,  into  a 
piquant  viTacity  and  graceful  eagerness ;  and,  as  she  grew  older 
and  threw  off  her  bad  health,  there  was  a  charm  in  her  quick  man- 
ner and  animated  gestures,  and  a  prettiness  in  her  yery  impatience, 
which  rivetted  the  admiration  won  by  the  beauty  of  her  features. 

It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  Charles  and  Clara  were  predisposed 
to  swear  an  eternal  friendship.  Their  two  characters  were  exactly 
calculated  to  fit  each  other.  The  weakness  of  his  will  was 
counterbalanced  by  the  strength  of  hers.  Her  impulsive  nature 
seemed  made  to  rouse  his  soft  and  dreamy  temper  into  action. 
Moreover,  the  long  absence  had  made  them  almost  strangers  to  each 
other,  for  they  had  only  met  at  rare  intervals,  and  for  short  flying 
visits  ;  so  that  there  was  a  mutual  coyness  to  overcome,  which  gave 
a  loverlike  sest  and  flavour  to  their  intercourse,  not  usually  belong- 
ing to  the  cahn  and  unceremonious  friendship  of  brother  and  sis- 
ter. 

Thus  a  whole  world  of  new  emotions  was  opened  to  Charles  by 
Clara's  return.  She  read  poetry  with  him,  she  taught  him  music, 
she  sang  to  him,  and  she  made  Mr.  Schrecklich  teach  them  German, 
that  she  might  share  his  lessons.  They  rode  together  over  the 
moors,  or  lay  rocking  side  by  side  in  the  family  boat,  under  the  sha- 
dow of  the  cliffs  in  the  quiet  land-locked  inlet  of  the  cove  ;  and  they 
would  spend  hours  in  repeating  to  each  other  her  favourite  passages 
of  Wordsworth,  Shelley,  or  Coleridge,  which  she  had  challenged 
Charles  to  learn. 

Sometimes  they  made  longer  excursions,  both  landward  and  sea- 
ward. Saturday  was  always  claimed  by  Charles  from  Mr.  Schreck- 
lich as  a  whole  holiday,  and  Clara's  governess,  who  never  refused  her 
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aajthiBgy  cbnsented  to  make  the  same  rule  in  her  schoolroom.  On 
these  weekly  festivals  Charles  would  often  take  his  sister  to  a  rivalet 
which  flowed  within  half  a  mile  of  them,  upon  which  he  had  set  up 
a  canoe  of  his  own.  It  was,  in  fact,  little  better  than  a  basket  of 
wicker-work,  covered  with  tarred  leather,  and  denominated  a  coracle, 
hke  the  boats  of  the  ancient  Britons.    In  this  tiny  craft — 

"They  glided  winding  under  ranks 
Of  Iris  and  the  golden  reed  ;*' 

while  Charles  lazily  threw  his  fly  into  the  stream,  but  seldom  got  a 
Uont  to  rise  ;  and  Clara  fetched  the  rocks  and  trees  as  they  floated 
past 

At  other  times  the  brother  and  sister  would  ramble  along  the 
flbore  to  their  own  island  of  Penry  Scaur,  which  the  low  tide  converted 
twice  a  day  into  a  peninsula.  The  isthmus  was  above  water  for  two 
hours  out  of  the  twelve,  between  ebb  and  flow.  The  way  led  first 
over  the  sands  of  the  cove,  and  then  round  a  projecting  point,  which 
could  be  passed  at  half-tide,  to  the  shelf  of  rock  from  which  the 
isthmus  stretched.  Those  who  crossed  over  to  the  island  required  a 
steady  step  to  keep  them  from  falling  ;  for  they  must  spring  from 
stone  to  stone  among  rocks  slippery  with  wei  sea-weed,  and  if  they 
ket  their  footing,  they  were  inevitably  plunged  up  to  the  ankle  in 
one  of  the  innumerable  pools  left  by  the  retreating  tide. 

On  a  summer  evening,  not  long  after  Clara's  arrival,  Charles  had 
taken  her  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  to  Penry  Scaur.  They  had 
climbed  the  steep  shelving  ledge  which  formed  its  northern  escarp- 
ment, and  after  enjoying  the  seaward  prospect  from  the  summit, 
they  had  descended  to  a  favourite  cavern  at  the  back  of  the  island. 
The  cave  had  been  scooped  out  of  the  cliff  by  the  action  of  the  land- 
springs,  and  was  overarched  by  a  harder  stratum  of  the  rock.  Stalac- 
tites adorned  the  roof  above  their  head,  and  beneath  their  feet  were 
pools  fringed  with  a  border  of  sea-anemones,  whose  open  flowers 
with  their  radiated  petals  looked  more  star-like  than  the  star-fish, 
their  geometrical  fellow-citizens. 

After  they  had  sat  some  time  enjoying  the  delicious  coolness  of 
their  retreat,  and  amusing  themselves  by  feeding  the  polypi  with 
shell-fi&hy  Charles  rose  from  his  rocky  couch  and  said  they  ought  to 

8* 
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be  moYiDg  homewards,  as  the  tide  must  be  coming  ap.  Just  as  they 
were  turning  away,  Clara's  eye  was  caaght  by  something  bright 
sparkling  in  a  comer  of  the  cavern.  She  sprang  to  examine  it,  and 
found  it  was  a  piece  of  crystal  imbedded  in  the  rock,  from  which  it 
partly  projected.  She  insisted  on  getting  it  out  before  they  left,  and 
would  not  listen  to  Charles's  fears  that  they  might  be  too  late. 
From  the  back  of  the  island  where  they  stood,  they  could  not  see 
the  isthmus  which  connected  it  with  the  land  ;  and  neither  of 
them  had  a  watch,  so  that  Charles  could  only  judge  of  the  time  from 
the  height  of  the  sun  in  the  sky ;  but  he  knew  that  they  had  not 
more  than  two  hours  to  spend  upon  the  island,  to  which  they  had 
crossed  just  as  the  tide  left  the  bar,  and  he  was  aware  that  the  flow 
would  cover  it  again  an  hour  before  sunset. 

Nevertheless  he  could  not  resist  Clara's  request  that  he  would  get 
out  the  crystal  for  her,  and  he  selected  the  sharpest  stone  he  could 
find  upon  the  beach,  and  hammered  away  at  the  rock  which  sur- 
rounded the  sparkling  gem.  But  the  hammer  sufifered  more  than  it 
inflicted  in  this  collision  ;  and  at  last  Clara  impatiently  pulled  out 
a  scissors  which  she  happened  to  have  in  her  reticule,  and  declared 
that  she  would  sacrifice  it  in  the  cause,  and  that  Charles  must  use  it 
as  a  chisel.  With  this  assistance  the  crystal,  which  was  really  a 
pretty  one,  being  a  pyramid  of  green  prismatic  felspar,  was  at  length 
extracted  with  the  loss  of  only  one  leg  of  the  scissors.  But  much 
time  had  been  consumed  by  this  mineralogical  adventure,  and  when 
the  brother  and  sister,  after  a  rapid  climb,  reached  the  ridge  of  the 
island,  they  saw  to  their  horror  that  the  waters  had  already  met 
over  the  isthmus. 

For  an  instant  they  stopped  aghast.  But  if  they  could  not  get 
through  it  at  once,  they  must  spend  the  night  upon  the  bare  rocks  ; 
and  Clara,  only  thinking  of  the  scolding  she  should  get  from  her 
mother  for  such  an  imprudence,  dashed  down  full  speed  over  the 
slope  towards  the  narrowest  portion  of  the  channel.  In  vain  Charles 
screamed  to  her  to  stop,  and  besought  her  not  to  risk  her  life.  She 
gave  no  heed  to  him,  but  ran  impetuously  on,  and  plunged  at  once 
into  the  tide. 

There  seemed  but  a  span  from  where  she  took  the  water  to  the 
opposite  shore,  and  the  tide  was  perfectly  calm,  stealing  over  the 
pebbly  bank  with  scarcely  a  ripple,  and  reflecting  the  glow  of  the 
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western  clonds  with  the  surface  of  a  mirror.  Bat  she  had  not 
advanced  three  steps  into  the  sea  before  she  fonnd  that  there  was 
treachery  in  that  placid  smoothness.  The  tide  was  flowing  with  the 
force  and  rapidity  of  a  millstream ;  and  the  current  over  the  bar 
was  so  powerful  that  she  could  hardly  stem  it  even  while  it  was 
barely  above  her  ankles.  She  tried  to  steady  herself  by  using  her 
parasol  as  a  walking-stick,  but  the  ground  beneath  her  feet  was  slip- 
pery, and  she  could  not  see  clearly  through  the  water  whether  she 
were  stepping  on  a  rock  or  into  a  pool.  Just  as  she  had  reached 
the  middle  of  the  channel  she  slipped  over  a  seaweed-covered  shelf 
into  a  hole  beyond  it ;  and  before  she  could  recover  her  footing  was 
swept  down  by  the  current. 

At  that  moment  Charles  had  overtaken  her,  but  too  late  to  seize 
her  till  she  was  already  carried  into  the  deeper  water  which  extended 
on  either  side  of  the  bar.  Of  course  he  instantly  plunged  after  her, 
and  succeeded  in  catching  her  frock  before  he  was  out  of  his  depth. 
But  it  was  not  without  the  greatest  difficulty  and  risk  that  he 
dragged  her  up  with  him  through  the  deepening  waters,  which 
seemed  to  lift  him  off  his  legs  at  every  step  he  took. 

The  set  of  the  current  was  towards  the  shore  of  the  Scaur  ;  so 
that  Clara  had  been  drifted  backwards  against  the  island,  and  it 
was  vain  to  think  now  of  struggling  through  to  the  further  shore. 
Charles  supported  his  half-drowned  sister  up  the  shingly  bank,  to  the 
rocks  above  high-water  mark,  and  there  laid  her  down  and  chafed 
her  hands  and  feet.  Breathless  with  fright  and  agitation,  she  had 
not  lost  her  consciousness.  And  now  her  chief  distress  was  the 
thought  of  her  mother's  anger  ;  for  Mrs.  Bampton,  while  she  did  her 
best  to  spoil  her  son  by  over-indulgence,  and  treated  her  elder  daugh- 
ters with  kindness,  subjected  Clara  to  a  rule  of  harshness  and  con- 
straint. 

Charles  was  more  frightened  at  the  risk  to  Clara's  health  ;  and 
trembled  at  the  consequence  of  her  being  exposed,  in  her  dripping  gar- 
ments, to  the  night  air,  even  though  it  were  the  air  of  summer.  Yet 
what  could  be  done  to  prevent  it  ?  The  sun's  disk  was  already  touching 
the  horizon,  and  even  in  broad  daylight  there  was  little  chance  that 
bis  signals  should  be  seen  ;  for  the  cliffs  of  the  bay  before  hun  were 
tenanted  only  by  shags  and  sea-mews.  All  he  could  do  was  to  tie 
lib  handkerchief  to  the  end  of  his  stick,  and  wave  it  violently  back- 
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wards  and  forwards,  while  he  shouted  oat  at  the  top  of  his  Toice. 
Bat  no  one  was  to  be  seen  upon  the  shore,  and  the  twilight  began  to 
deepen  rapidly.  The  worst  of  it  was,  that  he  had  told  no  one  at 
home  where  they  were  going  ;  so  that  there  was  no  probability  of 
relief  being  sent  oat  to  them. 

At  last,  when  Charles  had  resigned  himself  to  despair,  and  Clara's 
teeth  were  chattering  with  cold,  they  saw  a  Penry  fishing-boat 
roandmg  the  farther  end  of  the  Scaar,  and  standing  in  towards  the 
land.  Charles  ran  to  the  nearest  point  of  the  island,  shooting  and 
waving  ;  and  laekily  he  was  seen  and  heard. 

The  boat  pat  in,  and  took  the  yoang  sqnire  and  his  sister  on 
board  ;  and  half-an-hoar  after,  Clara  was  safe  in  bed  at  the  manor 
hoase,  and  Charles  was  recoanting  their  mishap  to  his  mother  and 
sisters  at  the  tea-table. 

This  adventare  gave  new  strength  and  tenderness  to  the  Mend- 
ship  between  the  twins.  Clara  felt  and  loadly  proclaimed  that 
Charles  had  sared  her  life  at  the  risk  of  his  own  ;  and  Charles's 
heart  was  toached  by  her  enthusiastic  gratitude,  while  he  felt  his 
love  enhanced  by  the  proud  thought  that  she  clung  to  him  for  pro- 
tection. 

On  Mrs.  Bampton  the  effect  of  these  circumstances  was  less  amia- 
ble. She  had  less  love  for  Clara  than  for  the  rest  of  her  family. 
Her  sickly  infancy  had  made  her  troublesome,  and  her  deformity  had 
rendered  her  a  painful  object.  Moreover,  eight  years  of  separation 
had  well-nigh  extinguished  the  last  sparks  of  parental  affection ; 
and  thenceforward  she  looked  upon  her  rather  as  the  daughter  of 
her  sister-in-law  at  Bath  than  as  her  own.  She  treated  her  from 
the  time  of  her  return  with  the  coldness  of  a  stepmother.  But  when 
she  saw  how  rapidly  the  new-found  sister  became  all  in  all  to 
Charles,  and  perceived  that  her  own  place,  as  his  amfidaiUe  and 
chosen  friend,  was  filled  by  a  younger  companion,  a  painful  jealousy 
took  possession  of  her  soul.  She  now  felt  Clara  not  merely  a  step- 
child, but  a  rival.  She  threw  all  the  impediments  she  could  in  the 
way  of  her  intercourse  with  Charles,  under  pretence  of  the  necessity 
of  attending  to  her  education  and  keeping  up  her  accomplishments. 
Yet  she  could  not  hinder  the  daily  rides  which  the  brother  and  sis- 
ter took  together  ;  for  Clara  had  been  ordered  horse  exercise  by  the 
doctors.    And  when  she  tried  to  put  a  stop  to  the  Saturday  excar- 
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Bions,  Charles  treated  her  to  each  a  fit  of  snlkiness,  that  she  was 
obliged  to  retract  the  prohibitioii.  She  had  long  ago  persuaded  her- 
self that  contradiction  was  so  bad  for  her  darling's  health,  that  she 
always  yielded  every  p(Hnt  on  which  he  had  set  his  heart ;  and  if  he 
got  into  an  agitation  abont  the  denial  of  his  sister's  company,  who 
coqjd  say  whether  it  might  not  bring  on  a  heart  complaint,  or  even 
a  pahnonary  attack  7  So  he  must  have  his  own  way  while  the  whim 
lasted.  For  the  same  reasoa  Mrs.  Bampton  abstained  from  all  open 
acts  of  unkindness  towards  Clara  in  Charles's  presence  ;  bnt  behind 
his  back  ^e  persecnted  and  teased  her  with  those  perpetual  pin-stabs 
which  women  know  so  well  how  to  inflict  upon  one  another. 

The  elder  girls  were  silly  and  commonplace,  with  very  little  amia- 
bility, and  jost  character  enoi^^h  to  be  jealons  of  their  sister's  supe- 
riority. So  they  fell  m  with  their  mother's  tone  of  treating  her,  and 
took  a  cruel  pleasure  in  proToking  her  irritable  temper,  and  then 
laaghingnat  its  manifestation. 

All  this  would  have  made  Clara'^  life  wretched,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  good-nature  of  the  governess — who  shielded  her  as  far  as 
possible — ^and  the  love  of  her  darling  brother.  This  last  was  a 
fountain  of  new  life  to  her  heart,  and  its  healing  waters  proved  an 
anodyne  to  the  bitterness  of  wounded  feeling  excited  by  the  rest  of 
her  family. 

The  twins  seemed  to  have  bnt  one  soul  between  them  :  all  their 
interests  and  pursuits  were  shared.  Clara  learnt  botany  and  concho- 
logy  from  Charles,  to  whom  Mr.  Schrecklich  had  communicated  a 
smattering  of  these  sciences,  to  give  interest  to  his  rambles.  Charles 
learnt  Italian  with  Clara,  and  music  from  her.  On  wet  days  they 
played  battledore  and  shuttlecock  in  the  hall  ;  at  night  he  sat  up  in 
her  room  long  after  the  rest  were  gone  to  bed.  These  were  the 
hoars  of  their  most  serene  and  unclouded  happiness.  Sometimes 
they  lingered  over  the  romantic  pages  of  Undine  or  Sintram,  till 
Charles  was  almost  afraid  to  go  to  bed,  lest  he  should  meet  some 
enchanted  water-nymph  or  ghastly  death's  head  in  the  long  dark 
passage  that  led  to  his  room.  Sometimes  they  told  stories  to  each 
other.  Often  they  chatted  over  their  schemes  of  future  life,  and 
boilt  castles  in  the  air  for  their  joint  occupation  in  copartnership. 

Thus  twelve  months  passed  happily  away  ;  and  now  the  morning 
dawned  on  which  Charles  was  to  enter  his  sixteenth  year.  His  elder 
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sisters  called  it  his  fifteenth  birthday,  but  this  term  he  iudignantly 
repudiated,  and  told  them  that  they  might  as  well  say  that  the  pre- 
sent was  the  eighteenth  century.  The  day  was  to  be  kept  with 
rather  more  than  usual  festiyities,  for  it  happened  that  some  distant 
relatives  of  the  family,  an  Irish  peer  and  his  wife  and  daughter,  had 
proposed  themselves  for  a  visit,  and  were  to  reach  Penry  that  after- 
noon. 

Charles  inwardly  congratulated  himself  that  they  had  not  come 
before,  for  this  happy  morning  arrived  a  parcel  from  his  London 
tailor,  containing  (oh,  blissful  vision  I)  his  first  tailed-coat.  "Had 
my  cousins,"  he  thought,  "  come  even  a  day  sooner,  they  must  have 
seen  me  dressed  like  a  mere  child,  in  a  jacket ;  but  now  I  shall  have 
assumed  the  toga  virilis  in  time  to  welcome  them  as  a  young  man. 
Everybody  says  I  am  tall  enough  for  seventeen,  and  they  will  not 
know  that  I  am  younger."  Exulting  in  such  anticipations  he  dressed 
himself  in  the  manly  garment  and  went  down  to  breakfast ;  where 
he  was  welcomed  by  the  embraces  and  ''happy  returns"  of  his 
mother  and  sisters. 

Their  kinsfolk  arrived  in  time  for  luncheon  ;  and  after  that  meal 
Charles  was  permitted  to  take  out  the  stupid  baroness  and  her  pret- 
ty daughter  for  a  drive.  Being  a  very  fair  charioteer,  be  acquitted 
himself  of  this  duty  with  much  credit,  and  maintained  (he  flattered 
himself)  his  character  of  a  youth  of  seventeen.  He  took  particular 
care  to  make  the  tails  of  his  new  coat  visible,  by  pulling  them  oat 
from  under  him  on  the  driving  seat ;  and  as  he  glanced  fondly  down 
upon  them  from  time  to  time,  he  felt  that  he  had  now  indeed  at- 
tained the  epoch  of  adolescence,  and  could  look  back  npon  his 
childhood  as  a  dream  that  had  departed. 

At  dinner  he  took  the  bottom  of  the  table,  as  master  of  the 
house  ;  a  privilege  which  his  mother  had  consented  to  allow  him  up- 
on condition  that  Herr  Schrecklich  should  sit  beside  him  and  preside 
over  the  carving.  For  the  worthy  licentiate,  notwithstanding  his 
metaphysical  abstraction  and  cloud-built  speculations,  was  not  one 
of  those  who  feed  upon  air,  except  in  a  transcendental  sense.  On 
the  contrary,  he  was  an  eager  gastronome,  did  the  amplest  justice 
to  good  cheer,  and  was  an  excellent  carver.  This  last  accomplish- 
ment he  had  acquired  at  the  tahk  d'hote  of  the  Rheinhaus  hotel  at 
Mentz,  where  he  had  served  as  a  waiter,  after  quitting  his  gym- 
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Baffiom,  till  be  had  earned  enough  to  paj  his  fees  at  a  German 
aniyersity. 

Thus  Scbrecklich  relieved  his  pupil  of  the  heavier  labonrs  of  his 
situation  ;  while  Charles  sustained,  as  gracefully  as  he  knew  how, 
the  part  of  host  and  entertainer.  He  pressed  the  dishes  upon  his 
relatives  with  very  needless  frequency,  and  nearly  destroyed  their 
gravity  by  informing  them,  before  the  meat  was  o£f  the  table,  that 
there  was  claret  on  the  sideboard  if  they  preferred  it  to  champagne. 
Of  the  latter  liquor  he  partook  copiously  himself,  in  order  to  over- 
come the  bashfulncBS  which  at  first  embarrassed  him.  Mrs.  Bampton 
occasionally  stole  a  warning  look  at  her  son  as  he  successively  chal- 
lenged every  one  at  table  to  take  "  a  glass  of  champagne  ;"  but  she 
did  not  mortify  him  by  remonstrance,  and  her  admonitory  glances 
were  utterly  disregarded. 

The  efiFect  of  these  unaccustomed  libations  might  have  been  dis- 
tressing, had  not  the  dinner  session  been  prematurely  terminated  by 
on  adjournment. 

The  beauty  of  the  summer  evening,  as  it  shone  in  upon  them 
through  the  western  window  of  the  dining-room,  tempted  the  younger 
members  of  the  party  from  the  table. 

"  Don't  let  us  waste  this  lovely  evening  upon  the  dessert,"  cried 
Charles's  Irish  cousin,  *'  let  us  run  down  to  the  shore  and  see  the  sun 
net  over  the  bay." 

Charles  warmly  seconded  the  proposal,  which  was  carried  un- 
animously by  the  juniors  ;  and  the  young  party,  leaving  their  two 
elder  relatives  to  Mrs.  Bampton's  care,  at  once  ran  out  across  the 
lawn,  and  down  the  ravme  to  Penry  Cove. 

Schrecklich  accompanied  them  to  the  beach.  He  was  in  a  state 
of  great  exhilaration  and  excitement,  to  which,  doubtless,  cham- 
pagne had  contributed  ;  and  could  he  but  find  opportunity,  he  felt 
his  courage  equal  to  risk  his  fiite  in  a  bold  attempt,  on  which  he  had 
long  resolved,  but  from  which  secret  misgivings  had  hitherto  with- 
held him. 

He  had  for  months  past  been  deluding  himself  into  the  belief  that 
Lucy  Bampton  looked  upon  him  with  favouring  eyes.  She  was  a 
jrirl  of  gentler  spirit  than  her  sister,  and  had  felt  for  the  poor  tutor 
when  Emily  snubbed  him.  At  such  moments  he  had  sometimes 
caught  her  compassionate  looks  fixed  upon  him,  and  had  built  there- 
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on  a  very  baseless  Tision  of  romantic  attraction,  spiritaal  gravitar 
tion,  and  stars  shooting  from  their  celestical  orbits  to  irradiate  the 
darkness  of  the  nether  sphere. 

Shortly  after  they  reached  the  shore,  Lucy,  who  had  been  boast- 
ing to  her  cousin  of  the  beautiful  shells  found  on  their  coast,  left  the 
rest  to  look  at  the  sunset,  and  went  round  some  projecting  rocks  to 
a  sandy  cove  where  the  best  specimens  were  generally  thrown  up. 
While  eagerly  turning  over  the  sand  and  searching  every  nock,  she 
suddenly  saw  Schrecklich's  well-known  awkward  figure  making  to- 
wards her  round  a  huge  boulder  of  rock.  In  another  moment  ho 
had  Qung  himself  on  his  knees  before  her.  Her  first  thought  was 
that  the  man  had  gone  mad  ;  and  she  was  turning  away  in  alarm, 
when  he  seized  her  dress  and  in  an  excited  manner  began,  to  Lucy's 
horror,  to  tell  her  of  his  devoted  attachment  to  her — ^his  certainty 
that  she  could  never  reject  the  faithful  heart  of  a  true  man — ^that 
he  had  read  her  looks — ^that  her  heart  spoke  the  same  language  as 
bis — and  that  "  their  two  souls  were  ready,  like  two  dewdrops,  to 
rush  into  one." 

Lucy  did  not  wait  to  hear  more,  but  with  an  emphatic  '^  Silence, 
sir  I — I  wonder  at  your  impertinence  I"  pronounced  in  a  tone  which 
even  the  obtuse  Schrecklich  could  not  mistake,  she  wrenched  her 
dress  hastily  from  his  grasp,  thereby  causing  the  unfortunate  man  to 
fall  face  downwards  on  the  sand  ;  and  before  he  could  recover  him- 
self she  had  got  to  the  other  side  of  the  projecting  rock  which  hid 
them  from  the  rest  of  the  party,  whom  she  quickly  rejoined. 

The  tutor  rose  crestfallen.  His  cherished  visions  of  a  rich  English 
wife  (for  the  fortunes  of  the  Misses  Bampton,  translated  into  foreign 
money,  appeared  to  him  princely)  were  all  overthrown.  His  heart, 
too,  was  suffering,  for  in  his  misty  way  he  had  truly  fancied  himself 
in  love  with  Lucy,  and  her  with  him.  He  did  not  venture  to.  show 
his  face  in  the  drawing-room  at  tea,  but  wandered  about  the  shore 
till  bedtime ;  and  then,  without  going  near  the  family,  he  went 
straight  up  to  his  own  room.  There,  on  his  dressing-table,  he  found 
the  following  missive  from  Mrs.  Bampton  : — 

"  Sir, — As  I  understand  from  my  daughter  that  you  have  entirely 
forgotten  your  position  in  my  family,  I  think  it  will  most  conduce  to 
the  comfort  of  all  parties  if  I  enclose  you  a  cheque  for  your  services 
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and  request  yoa  to  resign  jonr  tutorship  of  mj  son  Charles.  The 
gig  will  be  at  your  disposal  to-morrow  morning,  and  will  take  jon 
to  meet  the  Exeter  coach. 

"  I  remain,  with  thanks  for  the  care  yon  haye  giyen  to  my  son's 
edncation, 

"Yours  faithfully, 

*'  Geobgina  Bampton." 

So  ended  Schrecklich's  career  at  Penry.  Charles,  who  really 
liked  him  in  spite  of  faults  and  peculiarities,  accompanied  him  to  the 
coach  on  the  following  morning,  to  see  the  last  of  his  good-natured 
tutor  \  who  departed  with  a  heary  heart,  cursing  the  prejudices  of 
caste,  the  barriers  of  feudalism,  and  the  soulless  conyentionallties  of 
English  aristocracy. 

Such  was  the  tragi-comic  conclusion  of  this  festive  birthday;  and 
hence,  also,  followed  the  termination  g(  Charles's  life  at  home  ;  for 
his  uncle  Henry,  who  had  for  some  time  murmured  at  his  ward's 
continuing  what  he  deemed  an  effeminate  existence,  now  that  his 
health  was  so  fully  restored,  took  this  opportunity  of  insisting  upon 
a  change.  Charles's  age,  it  is  true,  would,  according  to  strict  rule, 
have  excluded  him  from  the  great  public  schools,  where,  in  theory  at 
least,  no  boys  are  admissible  after  fourteen.  But  Mr.  H.  Bampton 
had  a  cousin  an  Eton  master,  who  consented  to  receiTc  his  young 
relative  into  his  boarding-house.  It  was  therefore  settled  that 
Charles  should  be  sent  off  to  Eton  without  delay;  since,  now  that 
hiri  tutor  was  gone,  there  could  be  no  use  in  his  remaining  idle  at 
home.  Mrs.  Bampton  assented  to  this  plan  more  easily  than  she 
would  have  done  before  Clara's  return ;  for  she  felt  that  she  no 
longer  held  the  first  place  in  Charles's  love,  and  she  hoped  that  the 
sister's  influence  might  be  broken  by  the  companionship  of  school. 

Thus  all  arrangements  were  speedily  brought  to  a  conclusion  ; 
and  in  less  than  a  fortnight  after  poor  Schrecklich's  departure, 
Charles  was  once  more  on  board  the  Falmouth  steamer.  Before  the 
close  of  the  following  day,  he  was  a  member  of  the  greatest  and 
roost  splendid  among  the  public  schools  of  England. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HOTHER  AND  DAU6HTKB. 

It  may  easilj  be  supposed  that  Charles's  departure  was  a  heavy 
blow  to  Clara.  In  him  she  lost  the  only  person  who  had  sympa- 
thised with  her  pnrsoits,  and  given  her  that  affection  which  her 
nature  craved.  There  was  no  one  now  to  be  the  companion  of  her 
rides  and  walks,  no  one  to  read  to  her  while  she  sketched,  or  listen 
to  her  while  she  sang,  no  one  whose  love  could  be  her  refage  against 
the  coldness  of  her  sisters,  and  shield  her  from  the  injustice  of  her 
mother. 

For  Mrs.  Bampton  was  not  satisfied  with  the  effect  produced  by 
Charles's  absence.  Clara's  influence  over  him  was  not  shaken  by  the 
new  scenes  and  companionships  of  Eton.  He  still  wrote  her  a  long 
weekly  letter,  containing  a  minute  account  of  his  deeds,  words,  and 
thoughts  ;  and  filled  with  important  secrets,  romantic  imaginations, 
poetical  effusions,  and  eternal  constancy.  The  charm  of  this  corre- 
spondence, however,  was  soon  broken,  by  Mrs.  Bampton's  inspection 
of  it.  She  insisted  on  reading  every  letter  which  her  daughters 
received  or  wrote  ;  and  would  make  no  exception  to  this  rigid  rule 
in  favour  of  Clara's  communications  with  her  brother.  The  letter- 
bag  was  minutely  examined  by  her  on  its  arrival  and  before  its 
departure.  The  second  time  that  Clara  wrote,  she  had  slipped  her 
letter  into  the  bag  without  previously  bringing  it  to  her  mother  for 
approval ;  whereby  she  only  brought  upon  herself  the  mortification 
of  seeing  it  opened  and  read  by  Mrs.  Bampton,  with  contemptuous 
comments  on  its  ^'  sentimentality  and  nonsense." 

After  this,  Clara  at  first  passionately  determined  that  she  would 
write  no  more  ;  yet  she  could  not  bear  to  give  up  the  chief  pleasure 
of  her  week  without  a  struggle.  But  (she  asked  herself)  was  it  any 
pleasure  to  write  what  her  mother  must  read?     Could  she  and 
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Charles  go  od  telling  one  another  all  they  felt  under  snch  conditions  ? 
No,  it  was  impossible.  But  yet,  after  all,  why  should  she  submit  to 
this  absurd  tyranny  ?  She  would  find  some  way  of  corresponding 
which  should  be  free  from  her  mother's  superrision.  Yes,  she  knew 
how  she  might  manage  it.  She  would  go  to  Mrs.  Brown'^y  and 
write  her  letters  there  ;  and  she  would  tell  Charles  to  address  hers 
under  coyer  to  Mrs.  Brown,  who  would  be  sure  to  consent  to  the 
plan. 

No  sooner  had  this  idea  occurred  to  her  than  she  hastened  to  put 
it  into  execution.  The  woman  on  whose  assistance  she  reckoned  had 
nursed  Clara  in  her  childhood,  and  was  married  to  a  farmer  on  the 
estate.  She  was  still  devoted  to  her  young  lady,  who  often  Tisited 
her,  listened  to  all  her  gossip,  and  petted  her  children.  She  easily 
agreed  to  Clara's  proposal  that  she  should  be  the  channel  of  the 
correspondence  between  her  brother  and  herself.  Clara  sent  a  letter 
from  the  farmhouse,  communicating  the  scheme  to  Charles,  who 
entered  into  it  with  great  zest,  and  thus  the  maternal  scrutiny  was 
eluded.  But,  to  avert  suspicion,  a  short  and  formal  letter  was 
exchanged  publicly  once  a  fortm'ght ;  while  Mrs.  Bampton  supposed 
that  the  alteration  in  the  tone  and  frequency  of  the  communications 
was  caused  by  her  insisting  upon  her  rule. 

Things  went  on  in  this  way  for  some  months  without  any  interrup- 
tion, except  that  which  arose  from  Charles's  return  for  his  first  holi- 
days— a  short  interval  of  bliss  for  Clara,  which  passed  too  rapidly 
away.  After  he  had  gone  back  to  school,  the  clandestine  corres- 
pondence was  resumed  as  before.  Clara's  weekly  visits  to  Mrs. 
Brown  excited  no  remark,  for  their  attachment  to  each  other  was  a 
matter  of  old  standing,  so  that  there  seemed  no  chance  of  any  sus- 
picion being  aroused. 

It  happened,  however,  one  unlucky  day,  that,  as  Clara  was  taking 
a  store  of  letter-paper  to  the  farmhouse  to  replace  that  which  she 
had  just  exhausted,  her  mother  met  her  on  the  road. 

"What  have  you  got  there,  in  that  basket,  Clara?"  was  the 
inquiry  by  which  she  was  assailed ;  an  inquiry  partly  provoked  by 
licr  own  ill-judged  attempt  to  conceal  the  basket  behind  her  as  she 
parsed  her  mother.  She  had,  of  course,  nothing  to  do  but  to  open 
the  parcel,  and  show  its  contents. 

*'  Where  are  you  taking  all  this  paper,  child  I'' 
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''  To  Mrs.  Brown,  mamma." 

"  What  does  Mtb.  Brown  want  with  it  ?  She  cannot  write  above 
a  letter  a  month,  I  am  sore.  And  what  biifiiness  have  yon  to  fnmish 
her  with  letter-paper  ?" 

No  answer  from  Clara. 

''Why,  it  is  the  best  hot^ressed,  wire-wove  paper,  I  declare. 
She  never  would  write  on  snch  paper  as  that.  She  conld  not  pos- 
sibly have  wanted  it." 

Still  no  answer. 

''  Why  don't  yon  speak,  child  ?  Tell  me  this  instant  why  yon 
were  taking  that  paper  to  Mrs.  Brown's  V 

A  dogged  silence  was  again  the  only  reply. 

"  Very  well,  Clara  ;  if  yon  won't  answer  me,  I  mnst  find  out  for 
myself.  Go  home  with  that  paper  immediately,  and  I  shall  go  to 
Mrs.  Brown's." 

Poor  Clara !  it  was  her  day  of  hearing  ihrom  Charles,  and  she 
knew  that  there  was  a  letter  waiting  for  her  at  the  farmhouse.  But 
there  was  no  help  for  it ;  back  she  mnst  go,  and  wait  in  gloomy 
suspense  for  the  issue  of  the  adventure. 

Mrs.  Bampton  meanwhile  proceeded  leisurely  to  Brown's  farm, 
and  there  found  the  good  housewife  helping  her  maid  to  clear  away 
the  things  after  the  men's  dinner.  She  gave  a  visible  start  on  see- 
ing "  Madam "  enter ;  but  came  forward  curtseying  and  smiling, 
and  begged  her  visitor  to  be  pleased  to  step  into  the  little  parlour. 
There  she  placed  a  chair  for  Mrs.  Bampton,  and,  as  she  bustled 
about  with  the  apparent  purpose  of  dusting  the  t^ble,  she  contrived, 
while  she  fancied  she  was  unobserved,  to  slip  a  plate  over  the  letter 
which  was  lying  on  the  table — a  movement  which  was  not  lost  on 
Mrs.  Bampton. 

Relieved  by  this  manoBuvre,  Mrs.  Brown  recovered  presence  of 
mind  enough  for  the  duties  of  hospitality. 

"  I'm  sure,  ma'am,  it's  very  kind  in  you  to  call  in  at  my  poor 
place.  And  I  hope  Miss  Clara  is  well,  ma'am,  and  the  other  young 
ladies.  And  how  was  Master  Charles  when  you  heard  from  him  last, 
ma'am  ?  And  I  hope,  ma'am,  you'll  be  pleased  to  take  a  taste  of  our 
gooseberry  wine,  that  dear  Master  Charles  was  always  so  fond  of  T' 

To  the  former  questions  Mrs.  B.'s  replies  were  cold  and  brief.  To 
the  last  she  answered,  "  Not  now,  I  thank  you,  Mrs.  Brown ;  I 
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haye  something  of  importance  aboat  which  I  wish  to  speak  to  70a. 
Why  was  Miss  Clara  bringmg  70a  a  ream  of  letter  paper  to-day  7" 

"  Paper  to  me,  ma'am  f    Well,  ma'am,  I  can't  rightl7  sa7." 

"  Nonsense,  Mrs,  Brown  I  70U  must  know  perfectl7  well.  I  see 
plainl7  there  is  something  hidden  gcnng  on  here.  Now,  Mrs.  Brown, 
70a  know  I  have  alwa7S  pnt  great  tmst  in  7on,  and  I  don't  think 
70a  can  sa7  7on  haye  received  an7thing  bnt  kindness  from  me.  I 
should  be  sony  to  belieye,  as  a  return,  70U  were  going  to  help  m7 
chOdren  to  deceive  me." 

*'  I'm  sure,  ma'am,  70U  never  had  reason  to  think  I  could  go  to  do 
such  a  thing.  I'm  sure  70U  never  said  an7thing  so  hard  to  me  all 
the  time  I  was  in  7our  service,  ma'am."  And  here  Mrs.  Brown  tried 
to  sob. 

"  You  can't  blind  me  in  that  way,  Mrs.  Brown.  I  am  sure  there 
Tb  something  going  on.  Yon  cannot  suspect  me  of  having  an7  object 
bat  m7  children's  own  good  ;  and  70U  must  know  that  if  the7  wish 
to  hide  an7thing  the7  do  from  me,  it  is  because  it  is  wrong." 

"  Well,  ma'am,  all  I  can  sa7  Ls,  I  don't  know  of  anything  they  are 
doing  which  you  would  not  wish  them  to  do." 

"  Well,  but  about  this  paper,  Mrs.  Brown  ;  what  was  Clara  bring- 
ing it  here  for,  and  why  did  not  she  answer  when  I  asked  her  about 
it  ?  I  suppose  you  don't  wish  me  to  think  that  you  hav^  persuaded 
Miss  Clara  to  rob  ray  house  of  letter  paper  to  supply  you  I" 

"  Oh  I  Mrs.  Bampton,  ma'am,  I'm  sure  you  would  not  go  for  to 
ruin  an  honest  woman  by  such  an  accusation  as  that,  ma'am." 

"  As  to  that,  Mrs.  Brown,  I  shall  form  my  own  opinion  according 
to  the  exphination  you  may  give  me  of  the  circumstance.  And  if 
70a  cannot  explain  it,  I  shall  feel  it  m7  dut7  to  write  to  m7  son's 
guardians  on  the  subject,  for  70ur  husband  is  onl7  a  tenant  at  wHl, 
yon  know." 

Mrs.  Brown  was  a  good  deal  frightened  at  this  threat,  and  showed 
signs  of  hesitation. 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  she  said,  "  70U  see  it  was  onl7  an  innocent  frolic 
of  Miss  Clara's.  She  fancied,  ma'am,  just  for  the  variet7  of  the 
thing,  that  it  would  be  more  amusing  writing  some  of  the  letters 
down  here  in  m7  parlour  than  up  at  the  hall,  ma'am." 

"  Oh  I  she  did,  did  she  ?"  said  Mrs.  Bampton.  "  And  perhaps 
she  thought  it  amusing  to  receive  her  letters  here  too,  Mrs.  Brown  f" 
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"  Well,  ma'am,  I  can't  say,  I'm  sure,  ma'am.  Perhaps  once  or 
twice,  maybe,  she  has  done  such  a  thing." 

"  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Brown,  it  is  no  use  prevaricating.  Just  let 
me  see  the  letter  which  you  have  put  under  that  plate." 

"  Oh  I  please,  ma'am  ;  oh  I  pray  don't  make  me  show  it  you, 
ma'am.     Oh,  poor  dear  Miss  Clara,  she  will  never  forgive  me." 

"  Very  well,  Mrs.  Brown  ;  now  you  have  acknowledged  that  there 
is  a  letter  for  Miss  Clara  there,  so  I  insist  upon  seeing  it  instantly. 
There,  give  it  me  at  once,  or  you  must  take  the  consequences  ;  and 
I  suppose  you  can  guess  what  Mr.  Henry  Bampton  would  do  if  he 
were  to  find  out  that  your  husband  had  been  helping  Misa  Clara  to 
carry  on  a  clandestine  correspondence  ?" 

"  Oh,  please  ma'am,  don't  talk  in  that  way,  ma'am,"  said  the 
farmer's  wife,  while  at  the  same  time  she  handed  over  the  letter 
from  its  hiding-place.  "  Why,  ma'am,  it's  only  a  letter  from  dear 
Master  Charles,  ma'am  ;  and  I  knew  for  sure  you  couldn't  object 
to  my  young  lady  writing  to  her  brother,  ma'am." 

Mrs.  Bampton  took  up  the  letter,  which  had  been  enclosed  in  an 
envelope  directed  to  Mrs.  Brown ;  and  after  glancing  at  the  ad- 
dress, "  to  Miss  Clara  Bampton,"  she  rose  majestically  from  her  seat, 
and  swept  out  of  the  room,  without  deigning  to  bestow  any  further 
notice  on  her  terrified  hostess. 

On  her  return  to  the  hall,  she  first  locked  herself  up  in  her 
boudoir  and  read  Charles's  letter,  which  was  far  from  soothing  to 
her  feelings  ;  for  it  was  a  sympathizing  reply  to  some  complaints  of 
Clara's  about  her  mother's  behaviour.  Moreover,  the  allusions  in 
this  epistle  revealed  the  fact  of  the  weekly  correspondence,  and 
stimulated  Mrs.  Bampton's  curiosity  to  see  the  whole  of  the  letters 
that  had  passed,  which  she  felt  sure  were  carefully  preserved  by 
Clara.  She  therefore  proceeded  to  the  schoolroom,  where  she  found 
her  daughter  pacing  up  and  down  in  restless  and  impatient  suspense. 

*'  Come  with  me  to  your  bedroom,  Clara,"  was  the  order  she  gave, 
which  was  obeyed  in  silence. 

"  Now  get  out  your  writing-desk  and  follow  me. 

This  was  done,  and  mother  and  daughter  descended  to  the  draw- 
ing-room, where  they  found  the  two  elder  Miss  Bamptons,  wboBe 
assistance,  their  mother  thought,  might  be  useful  m  case  Clara 
should  prove  refractory. 
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"  Now,  Clara,  put  down  yoar  desk  on  the  table,  and  tell  me  how 
many  clandestine  letters  from  Charles  yon  have  got  in  it." 

"  I  don't  know  what  yon  mean,  ma'am,  by  clandestine  letters." 

"Nonsense,  Clara,  there  is  no  nse  in  equivocating  with  me. 
Look  here  1  This  is  Charles's  letter  to  you  to-day.  I  have  read  it 
through,  and  I  know  everything  from  Mrs.  Brown.  Come,  take 
out  your  key,  and  unlock  your  desk  immediately,  and  give  me  all  the 
letters." 

*'  Listen  to  me,  manmia,"  cried  Clara,  pale  with  suppressed  anger 
and  determination,  "  Charles  has  written  these  letters  to  me  relying 
on' my  honour  that  I  would  not  show  them  to  any  one.  I  cannot 
and  will  not  give  them  up  to  you." 

"  Then,  Clara,  I  shall  take  them  myself ;  and  in  case  you  refuse 
to  give  up  the  key,  I  shall  have  the  desk  broken  open." 

Clara  sprang  up  and  placed  herself  before  her  mother,  with  her 
hands  tightly  clasped  together.  "Mamma,"  she  said,  "yon  know 
Charles  as  well  as  I  do.  You  know  how  he  is  likely  to  feel  when 
he  hears,  as  he  must  and  shall  hear,  that  you  have  acted  as  yon 
propose." 

"  I  will  not  be  threatened,  Clara.  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
Charles's  feelings,  and  I  shall  take  care  that  he  hears  no  improper 
account  of  my  actions.  I  must  do  my  duty  by  my  rebellious  daugh- 
ter.    I  shall  ring  and  have  the  desk  broke  open  at  once." 

So  saying,  Mrs.  Bampton  walked  towards  the  bell,  but  just  as  she 
had  her  hand  upon  it,  the  drawing-room  door  was  flung  open,  and 
the  footman  announced — 

"  Sir  George  and  Lady  Smithson." 

Mrs.  Bampton  at  once  composed  her  features  to  their  usual  ex- 
pression of  sweetness,  and  advanced  with  graceful  politeness  to  do 
the  honours  to  her  visitors.  No  one  who  watched  her  look  and 
manner  and  those  of  her  two  eldest  daughters,  would  have  im- 
^ined  that  the  new-comers  had  interrupted  a  family  quarrel.  But 
had  they  noticed  Clara,  her  countenance  would  have  told  a  different 
story.  With  eyes  sparkling,  cheeks  deadly  pale,  and  limbs  trem- 
bling with  agitation,  she  could  scarcely  command  herself  to  return 
the  necessary  answers  to  the  salutations  of  the  guests.  Meanwhile 
the  commonplaces  of  conversation  went  on,  and  Clara  seated  herself 
on  a  sofa  apart  from  the  rest,  close  to  the  table  on  which  her  desk 
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was  placed.  In  another  minute  her  resolution  was  taken.  She 
drew  the  desk  towards  her,  unlocked  it,  and  extracted  from  its  in- 
most compartment  the  treasured  packet  of  Charles's  letters. 
Hitherto  her  movements  had  been  unobserred,  but  when  she  rose  and 
began  to  move  towards  the  fire  at  the  further  end  of  the  apart- 
ment, her  mother's  eye  followed  her,  and  detected  her  purpose. 

"  Clara,  my  love,"  she  exclaimed  in  her  softest  tones,  "  Sir 
George  was  just  asking  me  which  were  our  prettiest  rides.  I  think 
you  can  answer  that  question  better  than  I  can.  Come  here,  and 
and  tell  him  about  it,  my  child." 

But  Clara,  affecting  not  to  hear  her  mother's  summons,  passed 
quickly  on  to  the  fire-place,  then  threw  the  letters  on  the  fire,  and 
then,  takingjap  the  poker,  pushed  them  into  the  midst  of  the  glow- 
ing mass  of  coal.  For  an  instant  she  watched  the  packet,  till  it 
was  fairly  in  flames,  then  turned  quickly  round  and  left  the  room. 
She  rushed  up  stairs  to  her  own  bed-room,  and  there  gave  way  to  a 
burst  of  the  most  uncontrolled  passion  that  she  had  indulged  since 
the  days  when  she  used  to  stamp  and  scream  round  the  nursery  at 
five  years  old.  She  flung  herself  upon  the  bed  and  buried  her  face  in 
the  pillow,  lest  she  should  shriek  aloud  ;  then  sprang  up,  and  walked 
backwards  and  forwards  wringing  her  hands,  as  if  she  would  thns 
get  rid  of  the  agonizing  excitement  that  thrilled  through  every  nerve. 

Far  more  tranquil  and  decorous  was  the  scene  which  followed  her 
exit  from  the  drawing-room.  Even  Mrs.  Bampton's  well-trained 
tone  and  manner  betrayed  indeed  a  momentary  shade  of  anger  and 
embarrassment.  But  the  undisceming  visitors  referred  this  simply 
to  her  natural  annoyance  at  the  brusqiurie  of  her  gaucks  daughter, 
for  whose  absence  of  mind  she  gracefully  apologised. 

*'  Dear  Clara  is  so  absorbed  in  her  studies,  she  really  hardly  hears 
what  is  said  to  her  ;  and  I  fancy  that  she  thinks  she  has  nothing  to 
do  with  social  duties  at  present." 

The  guests  replied  by  some  commonplaces  on  the  evils  of  forcing 
girls  into  society  too  early,  the  precociously  formed  manners  of 
young  people  in  the  present  day,  and  so  forth.  Soon  after  they 
took  their  leave,  and  congratulated  one  another  as  they  rode  home, 
that  none  of  their  girls  were  so  odd  and  awkward  as  that  ungainly 
schoolgirl. 

"  Well,  mamma,"  exclaimed  Emily,  with  a  laugh,  as  soon  as  the 
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door  was  shut  again  ;  '*  what  do  yoa  think  of  Clara's  stroke  of  gen* 
eralship  ?     Upon  my  word,  she  has  determination  enongh  I" 

Mrs.  Bampton  drew  herself  up.  "  No/'  she  said,  "  I  cannot  treat 
this  as  a  laughing  matter,  Emily;  I  am  deeply  pained.  I  hare 
nerer  thought  well  of  Clara,  bnt  I  did  not  suppose  she  could  be 
guilty  of  such  an  audacious  violation  of  all  duty  and  all  decency. 
I  must  take  some  step  to  bring  her  to  a  sense  of  the  enormity  of  her 
conduct,  and  to  humble  this  rebellious  spirit  of  hers.  I  shall  write 
her  word  of  her  punishment  immediately,  and  give  yon  the  note  to 
take  to  her." 

So  saying  Mrs.  Bampton  seated  herself  at  her  writing-table  and 
indited  the  following  letter  : — 

*'  Clara, — It  is  my  painful  duty  to  announce  to  you  the  punish- 
ment which  I  feel  bound  to  impose  upon  your  dreadful  fault.  It  is 
needless  for  me  to  enlarge  on  its  enormity.  You  must  be  yourself 
aware  that  yon  have  fragrantly  violated  the  fifth  commandment  in 
its  letter,  and  all  the  rest  in  their  spirit.  Ton  have,  moreover,  de- 
ceived your  affectionate  mother,  to  whom  yon  are  bound  to  commu- 
nicate your  every  thought  as  it  rises,  nay,  if  possible,  even  before  it 
rises  in  your  breast. 

**  Under  these  drcumstanoes  I  cannot  at  present  receive  yon  into 
our  family  circle.  You  will  confine  yourself  to  your  own  apartment 
with  no  other  book  hut  your  Bible,  for  the  next  week.  At  the  end 
of  that  tune,  if  yon  can  sincerely  assure  me  of  your  repentance,  and 
also  promise  that  you  will  never  again  enter  into  any  communication 
with  Charles  without  my  knowledge,  I  shall  be  ready  once  more 
to  receive  you  as  my  child.  But  nothing  short  of  this  full  and  hum- 
ble submission  can  restore  you  to  the  place  you  have  forfeited. — 
Your  mother,  "  G.  B." 

Having  written  this,  she  folded  the  note  and  handed  it  to  Emily 
with  a  deep  sigh,  which  concealed  from  herself  rather  than  from  her 
daughter  the  fact  that  it  was  not  grief  but  anger  which  dictated  her 
resoIntioiL  At  the  same  time  she  desired  Emily  to  remove  all  books 
except  the  Bible  from  Clara's  shelves. 

Meanwhile  the  first  burst  of  Clara's  passion  had  spent  itself,  and 
Kmily  found  her  seated  on  a  stool  at  the  foot  of  her  bed  looking  calm 
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and  collected,  as  if  she  had  prepared  herself  for  the  worst.  She 
read  her  mother's  note  without  making  any  remark  ;  while  her  sister 
collected  the  books  from  yarioos  shelves  and  tables,  and  swept  them 
all  into  a  basket. 

"  Well,  Clara,"  she  asked  when  she  had  finished,  "  any  message 
for  mamma  ?" 

**  No,"  said  Clara,  ''  I  don't  send  my  messages  to  mamma  by  yon. 
Bnt  if  I  am  to  haye  nothing  to  read  except  the  Bible,  I  onght  not 
to  keep  this  letter,"  and  with  these  words  she  tore  her  mother's  let- 
ter in  half  and  flnng  it  into  Emily's  basket. 

The  following  days  passed  drearily  for  Clara.  She  was  not 
troubled  with  any  feeling  of  remorse  ;  for  she  resolutely  turned 
away  from  the  thought  that  she  had  violated  her  duty  to  her  mother, 
and  regarded  herself  as  the  martyr  of  honour,  and  the  yictiM  of 
unparalleled  persecution.  But  she  suffered  intolerably  from  the 
want  of  employment :  robbed  of  her  books,  her  drawing  and  her 
music,  she  was  left  a  hopeless  prey  to  low  spirits  and  enwti. 

It  is  true  that  in  the  single  volume  which  was  left  her  she  might 
have  found  an  abundant  compensation,  had  she  known  how  to  use  it. 
But,  unhappily  for  herself,  she  had  never  been  taught  to  seek  in  that 
treasury  for  the  medicine  which  her  ill-governed  temper  and  unchast- 
ened  will  so  sorely  needed.  She  took  up  the  Bible  now  and  then  to 
pass  the  time,  and  read  with  some  pleasure  the  poetical  passages  of 
Isaiah  and  Ezekiel,  or  the  narrative  of  Acts.  But  she  soon  exhausted 
this  resource,  and  laid  aside  the  book  with  the  feeling  that  she  had 
heard  it  in  church  every  Sunday,  and  knew  it  all  by  heart  already. 
Then  she  tried  to  amuse  herself  with  her  pencil,  and  as  she  had  no 
paper  she  made  sketches  from  memory  or  imagination  upon  the  wall 
of  her  room.  Occasionally  she  consoled  herself  by  writing  (in  her 
head)  long  letters  to  Charles  ;  describing  her  sufferings  for  lus  sake, 
and  her  fidelity  to  their  friendship  ;  and  vowing  unalterable  firm- 
ness. But  there  was  no  chance  that  she  should  inscribe  these  com- 
positions on  any  material  but  her  own  brain,  for  she  was  not  per- 
mitted to  see  any  one  except  her  mother's  maid — ^the  sourest  and 
least  sympathising  of  abigails — who  brought  in  her  meals  thrice  a 
day. 

Her  principal  consolation  was  in  walking  up  and  down,  making 
stories  to  herself :  of  these  she  yras,  of  course,  the  heroine,  and  her 
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brother  the  hero  ;  and  both  were  represented  as  possessing  eyery 
charm  and  virtae  ;  which  were  called  into  play  bj  the  adyentnres 
through  which  they  passed.  In  these  self-deceiving  day-dreams  she 
spent  honrs  upon  hoars. 

At  length  the  week  of  solitary  imprisonment  to  which  she  had 
been  sentenced  came  to  a  close.  But  she  was  not  yet  at  liberty  ;  for 
it  will  be  remembered  that  Mrs.  Bampton's  letter  made  her  pardon 
conditional  upon  her  offering  an  humble  apology,  and  promising 
never  to  repeat  the  offence. 

With  this  condition  Clara  was  firmly  resolved  never  to  comply. 
"  No,"  she  thought,  "  I  have  done  no  wrong  ;  and  I  had  rather  be 
imprisoned  here  for  life  than  say  I  am  sorry  for  what  I  glory  in. 
Besides,  I  am  a  woman,  and  I  won't  be  treated  like  a  child.  Mam- 
ma had  better  take  care  what  she  is  about ;  she  may  drive  me  to 
make  my  escape,  and  appeal  to  aunt  Helen.  Oh,  if  I  could  but  fly 
out  of  this  window  to  Bath  !" 

As  she  was  brooding  over  such  thoughts  upon  the  seventh  morn- 
ing of  her  confinement,  her  sister  Emily  entered  the  room. 

"  Mamma  has  sent  me,  Clara,"  she  said,  "  to  tell  you  that,  as  a 
week  is  over,  she  is  ready  to  receive  your  humble  apology  ;  and  you 
may  come  to  her  boudoir  now  and  make  it." 

Clara  turned  roand  and  looked  earnestly  into  Emily's  face,  to  see 
if  there  was  trace  of  sympathy  to  be  found  there  ;  had  she  seen  a 
shadow  of  it,  her  proud  reserve  would  have  given  way,  and  she 
would  have  sobbed  out  all  her  wounded  pride  and  pent-up  grief  up- 
on her  sister's  basom.  But  Emily  looked  coldly  and  disdainfully,  as 
ofinal,  upon  the  child  whom  she  honoured  with  her  communication  ; 
and  with  equal  coldness  and  disdain  Clara  replied  to  her — 

*'  I  am  much  obliged,  Emily,  for  the  trouble  you  have  taken  in 
coming  here,  but  as  I  do  not  feel  I  have  done  wrong,  you  may  tell 
mamma  that  an  apology  from  me  is  impossible." 

'*  Do  you  mean  that  this  is  really  the  message  you  wish  me  to 
take,  Clara  ?"  said  Emily. 

"  I  have  none  other  to  give,"  said  Clara,  as  she  turned  away  to 
the  window.  A  moment  more,  and  the  door  had  closed  on  the 
?^ulsed  ambassadress  ;  and  when  it  was  safely  locked,  Clara  gave 
way  to  a  burst  of  passionate  tears,  which  she  had  with  difficulty 
restrained  till  then.      "They  none  of  them  care  for  me,"  she 
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exclaimed,  "  and  why  should  I  care  for  them  ?  Oh,  if  any  one  loved 
me  how  different  it  would  be  I  Oh,  Charles,  Charles  !  why  are  you 
not  here  ?" 

Clara  persisted  steadfastly  in  her  resolution,  and  allowed  three 
more  days  to  pass  without  makmg  any  sign  of  surrender.  On  the 
fourth  day  she  was  startled  by  seeing  the  doctor's  carriage  drive  up 
to  the  door.  She  had  not  heard  of  any  illness  in  the  house,  and 
now  she  could  learn  nothing  till  her  mother's  maid  should  bring  her 
dinner.  At  one  o'clock  the  abigail  entered,  punctual  and  sour  as 
usual. 

"  Who  is  Ul,  Sarah  ?"  exclaimed  Clara,  eagerly. 

"  Why,  your  mamma  is  ill,  miss,  of  course,"  was  the  reply 

"  Mamma  ill  I     What  is  the  matter  with  her  ?"  asked  Clara. 

"  Matter  enough,  miss,  I  think  1  She  has  had  another  of  her 
spasms  in  the  heart — ^poor,  dear  lady  I  and  no  wonder,  as  she  says." 

Clara  was  much  shocked  at  this  news ;  for  Mrs.  Bampton  was 
subject  to  heart  complaint ;  and,  as  her  father  had  died  of  it,  every 
such  attack  was  alarming  to  her  family,  although  in  reality  there 
was  not  much  ground  for  present  apprehension. 

Sarah  continued — "  Yes,  miss,  no  doubt  you  are  shocked  ;  poor 
missis  I  she  said  to  the  doctor  as  how  she  had  been  suffering  a  good 
deal  in  her  mind  for  the  last  week." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Sarah  ?"  said  Clara. 

"  Why,  miss,  I  can't  say  exactly  ;  but  when  the  doctor  was  gone, 
nussis  said  to  Miss  Emily,  says  she,  *  I  once  hoped  that  Clara  loved 
me,'  and  then  she  sighed." 

"That  will  do,  Sarah,"  said  Clara.  ''I  cannot  listen  to  any 
impertinence  I  You  may  go  now."  And  so  the  abigail  was  dis- 
missed. 

But,  nevertheless,  her  words  had  sunk  deeply  into  Clara's  heart. 
She  knew  that  the  doctor  had  always  said  that  nothing  was  worse 
for  these  heart  attacks  than  excitement  or  worry  of  mind.  A  horri- 
ble dread  came  over  her,  lest,  if  she  persisted  in  her  resistance,  she 
might  cause  her  mother's  death.  Yet  how  could  she  humble  herself 
now,  and  unsay  all  she  had  said  to  Emily,  and  promise  to  write  no 
more  to  Charles  ?  Oh,  surely  it  was  impossible  I  But  then,  if  she 
should  be  her  mother's  murderer  ?  Was  it  not  better  to  suffer  aaj 
mortification,  rather  than  risk  such  a  fearful  possibility  ? 
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When  thas  she  had  once  admitted  the  idea  of  yielding,  she  found 
it  easy  to  convince  herself  that  she  had  been  much  to  blame  ;  that 
she  ought  to  have  been  more  obedient ;  that  she  ought  not  to  hare 
deceived  her  parent ;  that,  if  she  had  been  less  cold  and  haughty, 
she  might  have  softened  her  mother's  heart.  With  such  reflections 
she  came  to  a  final  determination  to  give  up  the  struggle,  after 
having  spent  all  the  afternoon  in  anxious  consideration  of  the  ques- 
tion. 

When  the  servant  brought  in  her  tea,  she  sent  to  beg  Miss  Bamp- 
ton  to  come  and  see  her.  On  Emily's  appearance,  she  begged  her 
to  take  a  message  to  her  mother,  explaining  that  she  yielded  to  the 
conditions  which  Mrs.  Hampton  had  demanded.  Emily  told  her 
that  the  doctor's  orders  were  strict  that  no  excitement  must  be 
allowed  ;  but  that,  as  she  knew  her  mother's  mind  would  be  relieved 
from  it8  principal  cause  of  vexation  by  Clara's  message,  she  would 
take  an  oj»portunity  of  delivering  it  quietly  that  evening.  In  point 
of  fact,  the  danger  of  the  attack  had  now  passed  off ;  so  that  Mrs. 
Bamptou  was  able  to  receive  the  message  with  a  triumphant  feeling 
that  she  had  crushed  a  dangerous  rebellion.  She  was  also  very 
glad  to  put  an  end  to  Clara's  imprisonment ;  for  she  feared  that  its 
longer  continuance  might  cause  serious  illness  to  so  delicate  a  girl. 
But  she  gave  a  languid  answer  to  Emily  when  she  made  the  commu- 
nication :  only  saying  that  Clara  might  now  be  allowed  to  rejom 
the  family,  and  that  she  must  next  morning  send  upstairs  her  letter 
of  apology,  with  the  required  pledge  against  further  correspondence. 

Clara  spent  a  mortifying  evening  with  her  sisters  ;  for  she  could 
not  bat  suffer  under  the  painful  consciousness  that  she  had  placed 
herself  in  a  humiliating  position.  They  did  not,  indeed,  taunt  her 
openly,  but  their  glances  at  each  other  testified  to  their  feeling  a 
little  malicious  amusement  at  this  unexpected  submission. 

Clara  did  not  stay  long  in  the  drawing-room  after  tea,  but  retired 
early  to  her  room,  where  she  employed  herself  before  she  went  to 
bed  in  composing  the  required  letter  of  apology  to  her  mother. 
After  several  sheets  had  been  begun  and  torn  up,  the  composition 
was  at  length  completed  as  follows  : 

"  My  dear  Mamma, — I  feel  convinced  that  it  is  my  duty  to  obey 
your  commands,  and  therefore  I  now  write  to  apologise  to  yoa  for 
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my  disobedience.  I  also  promise  not  to  correspond  in  future  with 
Charles  without  your  knowledge.  I  hope  you  will  forgive  me  for 
any  offence  I  have  giyen  you,  and  oh  I  dear  manmia,  if  you  could 
only  love  me,  I  should  be  so  different.  I  know  I  have  often  been 
repulsive  and  disagreeable  in  my  manner  to  you,  but  if  you  could 
but  love  me,  I  would  never  offend  in  that  way  again.  It  does  make 
me  so  unhappy,  to  think  of  not  having  your  love. — ^I  remain  your 
affectionate  and  sorrowful 

"Clara." 

Next  morning  she  sent  up  this  epistle  to  Mrs.  Bampton,  and 
waited  for  the  result  in  trembling  expectation — full  of  hope  that 
her  appeal  would  touch  an  answering  chord  in  her  mother's  heart. 
Presently  the  maid  came  down  with  a  message,  beggmg  Miss  Clara 
would  come  to  the  boudoir.  She  went  accordingly,  and  found 
Mrs.  Bampton  reclining  on  the  sofa,  in  her  graceful  dressing-gown 
of  white  muslin,  with  its  delicate  lilac  trimmiag.^,  and  a  pretty  little 
invalid  cap  of  plam  tulle,  with  half-mourning  ribbons  to  match  those 
on  the  dressing-gown  ;  for  Mrs.  Bampton  never  suffered  herself  to 
violate  the  decorums  of  widowhood  in  her  toilette. 

-Clara  came  eagerly  forward,  threw  her  arms  round  her  mother's 
neck,  and  kissed  her,  saying — **  Oh,  dear  mamma  !  I  am  so  unhappy 
that  you  have  been  so  ill." 

"  That  will  do,  Clara,"  was  the  reply.  "  Take  care,  child,  you 
will  disarrange  my  pillows." 

The  cold  and  languid  tone  struck  a  mortal  chill  into  Clara's  heart, 
but  she  made  one  more  effort — **  Oh  I  mamma,  have  not  you  for- 
given me  ?  and  won't  you  love  me  ?" 

"  I  have  already  forgiven  you,  Clara,  in  accepting  your  apology  ; 
and  as  to  loving  you,  that  is  a  very  silly  question— of  course  a 
mother  must  love  her  daughter.  I  only  hope  you  wiU  not  force  me 
in  future  to  show  my  love  by  chastisement.  But  now,  my  dear,  I 
cannot  bear  to  be  disturbed  any  longer,  so  you  had  better  go." 

Clara  withdrew  in  sickness  of  heart.  Her  last  hope  had  fiadled 
her,  and  a  black  doud  seemed  to  descend  upon  her  future. 
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About  ax  monthfl  after  the  events  last  mentioned,  Miss  Bampton, 
who,  in  spite  of  her  good  looks,  had  attained  the  age  of  six-and- 
twenty  unwedded,  became  the  wife  of  a  Mr.  Smejthe.  The  bride- 
groom was  the  son  and  partner  of  a  wealthy  mannfactnrer,  who 
had  changed  his  real  name  of  Smith  to  Smeythe  at  the  entreaty  of 
his  children.  The  son  had  come  from  his  native  town  of  Cotton- 
ham,  where  the  father's  mills  were  situated,  on  a  commercial  visit 
to  Falmonth,  when  he  became  acquainted  with  Miss  Bampton.  So 
Enuly  departed,  and  Lucy  (who  was  two  years  younger  than  her  sis- 
ter) reigned  in  her  stead. 

The  happy  pair  had  not  been  gone  a  week  before  the  joyous  fes- 
tivities of  the  wedding  were  sadly  overclouded.  A  typhus  fever  of 
a  moat  malignant  type  broke  out  at  Penry,  and  raged  destructively 
in  the  village,  especially  (as  is  the  wont  of  such  epidemics)  among 
the  children  of  the  cottagers.  Coffin  after  coffin  was  borne  to  the 
churchyard  under  the  fading  triumphal  arches  through  which  the 
bridal  procession  had  so  lately  passed  ;  and  the  little  fingers  which 
had  intertwined  those  leaves  and  flowers,  were  too  many  of  them 
still  in  death,  before  their  short-lived  handiwork  had  withered. 

As  the  virulence  of  the  fever  increased,  Mrs.  Bampton  grew  much 
alarmed.  She  was  extremely  nervous  about  infection,  and  shunned 
all  contact  of  disease  with  a  Levitical  scrupulosity.  Still,  so  long  as 
the  malady  was  confined  to  the  village,  she  felt  at  a  tolerably  safe 
distance  from  it ;  and  only  feared  lest  any  of  her  household  might 
import  the  plague  by  visiting  the  cottagers.  But  when  it  invaded 
the  sacred  precincts  of  her  own  park,  and  attacked  the  children  of 
tiie  lodge-keeper,  she  felt  that  no  quarantine  she  could  establish 
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would  ayftil  to  save  her  from  dangerous  proximitj  to  the  coDtagious 
atmosphere. 

That  yery  day  she  wrote  off  to  Miss  Helen  Bampton  proposing  an 
immediate  visit.  But  she  was  too  wise  to  mention  the  true  ground 
of  her  proposal.  She  only  said  that  her  two  dear  remaining  child- 
ren were  sadly  moped  by  the  loss  of  their  sister,  and  she  hoped  the 
change  of  air  would  do  them  good  ;  and  no  air  would  suit  dear 
Clara  so  well  as  that  of  Bath.  She  begged  her  sister-in-law  to  send 
an  answer  to  Exeter  ;  and  next  morning,  herself,  with  her  two 
daughters  and  her  maid,  set  off  on  the  way  towards  that  ancient 
city.  There,  in  due  course  of  post.  Miss  Bampton's  answer  met 
them,  cordially  accepting  the  proposed  visit ;  and  they  were  soon 
after  comfortably  installed  in  her  snug  house  in  Gay  street.  What 
befel  them  there  will  be  best  explained  by  the  following  letters  from 
Miss  Helen  Bampton  to  her  brother  Henry  : — 

From  Mist  H.  B.  to  Henry  Bampton^  Esq, 

"My  Dbab  Henrt: — Our  sweet  sister-in-law,  Georgina,  has 
come  'to  inflict,'  as  she  says,  'quite  a  Tisitation'  upon  me ;  and 
very  sweet,  in  truth,  she  is,  as  far  as  manner  goes  ;  in  fact,  a  little 
too  sweet  to  my  taste/  and  vergmg  on  the  mawkish.  She  has  only 
been  three  days  yet,  but  I  am  already  weary  of  hearing  her  always 
saying  what  she  thinks  the  right  thing  to  the  right  person.  How- 
ever, it  must  be  confessed  that  if  she  had  as  much  sense  as  she  has 
grace,  she  would  be  a  very  charming  woman.  Her  beauty  has  not 
yet  quite  faded,  and  her  manner  is  peculiarly  winning  to  those  whom 
she  thinks  it  worth  while  to  win.  Then  she  dresses  so  well,  too, 
with  her  black  ribbed  silk,  and  a  becoming  drapery  of  black  lace 
falling  about  her  shoulders,  and  her  pretty  pufl^  frills  of  tulle  about 
neck  and  face ;  but  these  details  are  all  thrown  away  on  your 
unworthy  sex,  though  the  general  effect  would  not  fail  to  captivate 
you.  Indeed,  I  observe  Georgina  almost  always  takes  with  the 
men  Who  call,  and  they  never  fail  to  tell  me,  when  she  is  out  of  the 
room,  what  a  fascinating  sister-in-law  I  have. 

"  The  women,  I  think,  are  less  violently  smitten  with  her  ;  in  fact, 
thisy  see  through  the  little  arts  and  stage  effects  which  succeed  with 
vom  (mtres,  on  the  principle  (you  will  say)  of  set  a  thief  to  6atch  a 
thief.    Even  the  men  are  sometimes  a  little  startled  by  the  dlliness 
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she  cannot  quite  conceal.  For  instance,  what  do  yon  think  she  said 
to  Mr.  O'Rory,  the  popular  vicar  of  St.  Patrick's,  the  other  day  ? 
He  called  here  to  receive  my  subscription  to  the  district  clothing 
clab,  and  began  talking  abont  a  sick  woman,  whom  he  is  attending, 
and  described  her  calmness  and  resignation  nnder  very  severe  suffer- 
ing. Mrs.  Bampton,  to  whom  he  chiefly  addressed  his  conversation, 
showed  the  greatest  interest,  by  tone  and  manner,  in  his  narrative  ; 
aud  when  he  gave  a  tonching  account  of  the  way  in  which  his 
patient  underwent  an  operation,  she  observed,  *  How  very  sweet  1 
The  sight  of  so  much  excellence  must  indeed  be  a  satisfaction  to  a 
gentleman  of  your  cloth  ; — or  indeed  of  any  cloth.'  The  last  quali- 
fying clause  she  added  rather  hastily  ;  from  observing,  I  fancy,  the 
passing  look  of  astonishment  and  disgust  which  clouded  Mr.  O'Ro- 
ry's  handsome  countenance. 

"  I  particularly  envy  and  admire  Georgina's  wonderful  memory  for 
names  and  faces.  You  know  how  bad  I  am  in  this  way  myself. 
Well,  she  has  not  been  to  Bath  for  the  last  two  years  ;  but  yet  she 
remembers  every  one  of  my  visitors,  and  seems  to  have  got  by  heart 
the  names  and  number,  age  and  sex,  of  their  respective  children, 
after  whom  she  never  fails  to  inquire,  with  an  appearance  of  interest 
most  winning  to  the  heart?  of  their  mothers.  I  confess  I  was  spite- 
ful enough  to  feel  gratified  yesterday,  when,  for  the  first  time,  she 
made  a  trip  in  the  exercise  of  this  pleasing  faculty,  by  asking  Lady 
Dashwood,  with  peculiar  unction,  after  *  her  dear  boy  Frederick,'  and 
receiving  for  answer,  '  I  have  no  boy,  only  a  little  girl  !' 

"  But  even  then  she  recovered  herself  instantly — *  Oh,  of  course, 
what  was  I  thinking  of  ?  Your  sweet  Anastasia,  I  meant.  She  was 
ahrays  such  a  special  favourite  of  mine,  you  know.' 

"  1  only  wish  that  Oeorgina  would  keep  a  little  of  this  superfluous 
amiability  for  her  daughters,  or  at  least  for  my  own  poor  Clara  ;  for 
she  treats  Lucy  well  enough.  But  I  see  plainly  that  Clara  is  snubbed 
when  I  am  out  of  hearing  ;  and  once  or  twice  already  I  have  come 
in  unexpectedly  and  interrupted  a  scene  of  the  kind.  Her  mother's 
manner  to  her  is  never  maternal,  always  chilling  and  repulsive  ;  and 
I  am  sure  the  poor  girl  feels  it  bitterij^  and  pines  for  more  love  than 
she  gets.  But  she  is  shy  of  speaking  openly  to  me  about  it ;  and  in 
fact  I  do  not  encourage  her,  for  with  her  impatient  character  it  is 
much  better  that  she  should  learn  to  bear  in  silence.     I  pity  her 

4* 


82  PERVERSION. 

exceedingly,  and  long  to  show  her  mj  sympathy  more  openly  than 
would  be  good  for  her,  or  right  in  itself,  considermg  that  the  offender 
is  her  mother.  But  I  know  yon  wiU  think  this  all  nonsense,  and 
only  tell  me  to  '  make  haste  and  find  Clara  a  good  husband/  that 
being,  in  your  opinion,  the  soTereign  and  sufficient  cure  for  all  the 
woes  of  women.    So  good  night  to  you. 

**  Tour  affectionate  sister, 

"Helen  Bampton.'' 

Fh»m  the  tame  to  the  tamem 

"  My  Dear  Hbnrt  : — ^When  I  wrote  to  you  a  week  ago,  I  little 
thought  what  was  hanging  over  us.  The  typhus  fever  has  broken 
out  in  the  house,  and  has  attacked  Lucy.  She  was  ailing  for  a  cou- 
ple of  days,  and  at  last  got  so  unwell  that  we  sent  for  the  doctor. 
He  at  once  pronounced  her  complaint  to  be  typhus.  Gkorgina  was 
dreadfully  alarmed,  not  so  much  about  Lucy,  for  she  does  not  think 
it  dangerous  for  young  people  of  her  age,  unless  they  are  very  poor, 
but  at  the  risk  that  she  should  herself  take  the  infection.  She  easily 
made  the  doctor  forbid  her  to  go  into  Lucy's  sick  room.  In  the  state 
of  her  heart,  as  she  described  it  to  him,  he  declared  that  it  would 
be  madness  for  her  to  expose  lierself  to  the  fatigue  and  agitation  of 
nursing  a  delirious  patient. 

"Poor  Clara  was  eager  to  undertake  the  duty,  but  this  her 
mother  positively  forbade  ;  I  suppose  from  thinking  that  it  would 
make  her  own  selfish  timidity  more  glaring,  if  she  suffered  her 
daughter  to  be  exposed  to  danger  which  she  shunned  herself.  She 
tried  also  to  prevent  me  from  nursing  Lucy,  and  assured  me  that  a 
hired  nurse  from  the  hospital  was  far  the  most  useful  and  efficient 
attendant  on  such  occasions.  But  of  course  I  would  not  listen  to 
her,  nor  do  I  think  she  really  intended  to  deter  me  ;  I  believe  her 
persuasions  were  merely  a  sham,  meant  to  make  it  evident  that  my 
going  to  nurse  Lucy  was  all  my  own  fault,  and  no  doing  of  hers. 

''  I  begin  to  have  a  worse  opinion  of  her  than  ever.  Her  heart  is 
as  selfish  as  her  head  is  silly.  Only  think  of  her  audacious  falsenesB, 
too  !  After  the  typhus  was  declared,  she  kept  insinuating,  in  her 
soft,  silky,  cattish  way  (claws  in  velvet,  you  know),  that  they  had 
caught  the  typhus  owing  to  the  unhealthiness  of  my  house.    She 
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harped  npon  the  defectiye  drainage  of  this  part  of  Bath,  its  bad 
sitoation  under  the  hill,  its  dampness,  Ac.  It  really  made  me  Tery 
angry.  At  last  Clara  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  yesterday,  after 
a  speech  of  the  kind,  she  exclaimed  *  Oh,  mamma,  but  sorely  Lucy 
most  hare  brought  the  infection  with  her  Ifrom  Penry.'  Nonsense, 
child,  impossible  1  Why,  it's  a  fortni^t  since  we  left  home.'  '  Not 
quite  a  fortnight,  I  think,  mamma  ;  and  yon  know  how  badly  the 
children  at  the  lodge  had  the  fever  wheil  we  left ;  and  Lncy  had 
been  at  the  lodge  the  very  day  before  the  poor  baby  sickened.'  She 
said  this  very  fast,  all  in  a  breath,  and  her  mother  conld  not  stop 
her  ;  and  though  she  still  affected  to  pooh-pooh  the  idea  of  Lucy's 
haying  had  the  disease  so  long,  yet  it  was  plain  she  felt  herself  de- 
tected, and  I  have  heard  no  more  toniay  of  the  unhealthiness  of 
Oay-fitreet 

"But  wasn't  it  too  bad  of  her,  while  I  was  slaying  myself  to 
death  nursing  her  child,  to  try  and  shake  off  the  sense  of  obligation 
by  laying  the  misfortune  at  my  door  1  I  have  noticed  this  trait  in  her 
before.  She  is  willing  to  accept  any  amount  of  kindness  ;  but,  in- 
stead of  giying  you  a  cordial  and  generous  acknowledgment  in  re- 
turn, she  is  always  trying  to  ignore  and  conceal  the  fact  that  she 
has  been  obliged  at  all.  She  will  talk  to  you  by  the  hour  together 
in  the  most  gracious  and  ingratiating  manner,  but  when  you  are  not 
by,  she  will  insinuate  to  others  that  she  is  the  giyer,  and  you  the  re- 
ceiver, of  benefits. 

''  Then  I  am  so  sick  of  her  sham  sentiment  and  palaver,  with  her 
constant  parade  of  fine  feeling,  which  bears  no  fruit  in  practice. 
When  I  snatched  half-an-hour  yesterday  to  come  down  to  tea,  after 
epeuding  all  day  in  the  sick  room,  she  kept  on  boring  me  all  tea-time 
by  accounts  of  her  anxiety  for  dear  Lucy,  her  grief  that  the  doctor 
would  not  permit  her  to  be  nurse,  &c.,  and  assured  me  that  none  but 
a  mother's  heart  could  understand  a  mother's  feelings  under  such 
circumstances.  It  reminded  me  of  the  way  she  went  on  the  other 
day  about  her  chairman.  She  and  I  had  to  return  a  call  nearly  at 
the  top  of  Lansdovni  Hill.  We  ordered  a  chair  for  her,  and  I 
walked  beside  her.  As  we  toiled  up  the  steep  ascent,  she  kept  ex- 
pressing her  pity  for  the  chairman  who  dragged  her.  '  Oh,  my  dear 
Helen,  I  really  cannot  bear  to  give  so  much  fatigue  to  any  of  my 
fellow  creatures.    It  does  make  me  so  imcomfortable  to  see  (hat 
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poor  man  dragging  me  up,  he  does  look  so  hot  and  tired.  I  wonder 
how  people  can  get  accostomed  to  see  the  poor  fellows  without  pity- 
ing them.'  So  she  went  on  ;  till  at  last  I  said,  '  Well,  Georgina,  if 
yon  feel  it  so  much,  had  yon  not  better  get  out  and  walk  for  a  little 
while  ?  I  dare  say  it  would  do  you  good.'  '  Ah  1'  she  replied,  with 
a  sigh,  '  how  little  you  understand  me,  dear  Helen  ;  what  would  I 
give  if  I  could  !  but  in  the  state  of  my  health  I  dare  not  think  of  it.' 

"  Yet,  after  all,  I  don't  accuse  her  of  any  positiye  hypocrisy.  But 
she  has  got  such  a  habit  of  trying  on  all  occasions  to  say  what  is 
most  g^racefdl,  amiable,  and  becoming,  without  thinking  whether  she 
attaches  any  special  meaning  to  what  she  says,  that  words  hare  be- 
come to  her  a  mere  ornamental  appendage  to  her  general  manner.  I 
really  belieye  she  never  thinks  that  they  have  any  relation  to  deeds. 

**  Now,  good  night  I  I  must  go  upstairs  again,  and  relieve  guard, 
having  put  my  maid  on  duty  while  I  came  down  to  write  to  you,  by 
way  of  a  little  refreshment.  Tou  need  not  take  the  trouble  of 
scolding  me  for  exposing  myself  to  infection,  &c.,  &c.,  because  you 
see  the  mischief  (if  any)  is  done,  so  that  your  admonitions  would  be 
all  ex  post  f ado.  But  don't  alarm  yourself.  I  have  not  the  slightest 
fear  ;  and,  in  these  cases,  where  there  is  no  fear  there  is  no  risk,  if 
one  takes  the  ordinary  precautions  and  lives  well,  which  I  am  care- 
ful to  do.  I  tell  you  this  because,  though  your  heart  is  as  hard  and 
tough  for  the  most  part  as  the  vellum  of  your  law-books,  yet  I  be- 
lieve you  keep  one  soft  place  in  it  for  your  affectionate  sister, 

"KB." 

jPVom  the  same  to  the  iome, 

"  Mt  Dear  Bsotheb  : — ^Tour  affectionate  remonstrances  are 
doubly  too  late.  They  apply  no  longer  either  to  the  present  or  the 
future.  I  shall  never  nurse  poor  Lucy  agun.  She  died  last  night, 
or  rather  this  morning,  some  time  before  dawn. 

"  The  doctors  gave  her  up  yesterday,  and  told  Oeorgina  that 
the  case  was  hopeless.  She,  poor  thing,  was  dreadfully  over- 
come. After  all,  she  has  a  heart,  although  it  is  sadly  indurated  by 
having  been  so  long  enveloped  in  a  casmg  of  affectation.  Even  her 
dread  of  death  was  conquered  by  the  strength  of  maternal  instinct 
roused  within  her.  As  soon  as  the  doctors  left  her,  she  rushed  to 
Lucy's  room ;  and  astonished  me,  who  was  sitting  there,  by  her 
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unexpected  appearance  beside  the  bed.  Had  I  known  beforehand, 
1  should  have  tried  to  prevent  her  coming  ;  for  it  was  too  late  for 
her  to  be  of  any  comfort,  as  poor  Lacy  was  qnite  insensible.  And 
her  presence  was  (as  yon  may  oonceiye)  not  likely  to  be  osefol  or 
pleasurable  to  as  norses. 

''  Poor  woman,  she  began  sobbing  oat  expressions  of  her  love  to 
the  corpse-like  figure  which  lay  before  her  ;  and  when  she  perceiyed 
that  there  was  no  retam  of  look  or  word,  she  entreated  piteoosly  for 
an  answer.  '  Pray  do  speak  to  me,  dear,  dear  child.  Listen  to  me, 
dearest,  sweetest  Lacy.  It  was  not  my  fault  that  I  did  not  come  to 
nurse  you  before,  indeed  it  wasn't.  The  doctor  would  not  let  me. 
I  never  thought  you  were  so  ill,  or  I  would  have  come  without  mind- 
ing him.  Oh,  won't  you  say  one  word  to  your  poor  mother  ? — only 
one  word,  Lucy,  to  tell  me  that  you  believed  I  loved  you.  Oh,  what 
shall  I  do  ?  She  won't  speak  to  me  I  She  has  lost  her  senses  1 
She  does  not  see  me,  or  hear  me  I  I  shall  never  be  able  to  tell  her 
why  I  could  not  be  with  her  I  Oh,  I  cannot  bear  it — I  cannot  bear  it !' 
**  While  she  was  going  on  in  this  way,  Clara  (who  had  not  heard 
of  the  doctor's  fatal  sentence)  happened  to  pass  the  door,  which  was 
half  open.  Surprised  at  hearing  Oeorgina's  voice,  she  stopped  to 
listen  ;  and,  after  gathermg  the  truth  from  what  she  caught,  she 
stole  quietly  in,  evidently  with  the  intention  of  comforting  her 
mother.  Bat  it  would  have  been  useless  danger  to  allow  her  to  ap- 
proach the  infected  atmosphere  of  the  bed  ;  and  as  I  luckily  saw 
her  in  time,  I  sprang  forward  and  pushed  her  out  of  the  room  ;  and 
when  I  got  her  safely  into  the  passage,  I  explained  to  her  my  rea- 
sons, and  showed  her  that  she  could  be  of  no  use  so  long  as  her  sis- 
ter remained  insensible. 

"  Never  shall  I  forget  the  long  gloomy  hours  which  followed. 
There  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  sit  silently  watching  the  dying 
girl,  and  from  time  to  time  pour  into  her  parched  mouth  the  cor- 
dial which  was  prescribed,  no  longer  with  any  hope  of  saving  life, 
but  only  as  a  miserable  expedient  for  deferring  death.  Every  such 
occurrence  produced  a  new  fit  of  sobbing  from  Georgina,  accompa- 
nied with  exclamations  of  anguish  and  prayers  for  mercy.  But  even 
these  painful  bursts  of  impotent  distress  were  a  relief  to  the  dull 
monotony  of  grief  which  seemed  to  reign  over  the  room  except  when 
thofl  broken. 
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''As  I  sat  aud  gazed  at  the  chimney  tops  of  the  opposite  hooses, 
which  almost  hid  the  sky,  or  rather  the  murky  atmosphere  of  smoke 
and  fog  which  sapplied  the  place  of  sky,  I  could  not  help  feeling  that 
a  death-bed  in  a  town  has  a  doable  share  of  gloom.  In  the  coun- 
try there  is  the  clear  blue  heaven  above,  where  the  departing 
spirit  may  hope  to  rise ;  and  the  distant  horizon,  carrying  the 
thoughts  onwards  to  a  brighter  future  ;  and  the  lovely  face  of  nature, 
with  all  its  promises  of  hope  in  decay  and  life  in  death  ;  and  the  very 
birds  which  sing  below  the  windows  of  the  dying,  seem  by  their 
enjoyment  to  bear  witness  of  a  loving  Creator.  But  in  a  town  one 
is  cut  off  from  nature,  and  isolated  from  its  sympathies,  and  one 
almost  feels  as  if  God  himself  were  hidden  by  the  brick  wails  and 
dingy  vapours  which  bound  one's  prospect. 

*'  Such  were  the  fancies  which  dimly  floated  through  my  brain,  as 
I  listened  to  the  ticking  of  the  watch  before  me — ^the  only  sound  that 
broke  the  silence — and  counted  the  minutes  as  they  passed.  I  could 
not  persuade  Georgina  to  quit  the  room,  or  even  to  take  any  refresh- 
ment. She  seemed  eager  to  atone  for  her  former  negligence  by  self- 
sacrificing  devotion  at  the  last.  So  we  three  women  sat  helplessly  look- 
ing on,  as  the  current  of  the  ebbing  life  sank  lower  and  lower  ;  till  the 
twilight  faded  into  dark,  and  the  shaded  candle  was  lighted  to  shed 
its  downward  rays  upon  the  medicine  phials,  which  spoke  only  of 
abandoned  hope.  And  still  we  sat  waiting  in  miserable  expectation 
for  the  end,  and  hour  After  hour  passed  with  no  change,  except  that 
Lucy's  feeble  breath  grew  gradually  feebler.  At  last  the  increasing 
chilness  of  the  air  told  me  that  the  dawn  was  near  ;  and  I  knew  that 
this  was  the  hour  when  death  generally  comes  in  such  diseases. 
And  so  it  proved,  though  we  could  not  tell  the  exact  moment  when 
life  ceased  ;  but  after  three  o'clock  there  was  no  longer  any  pulse  to 
be  felt,  nor  could  we  detect  a  sign  of  breath  upon  the  mirror  which 
we  placed  before  her  lips.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  Greorgina,  fairly 
worn  out  with  unaccustomed  watching  and  grief,  suffered  me  to  lead 
her  to  her  room.  She  was  put  to  bed  like  a  child,  and  like  a  child, 
she  sobbed  herself  to  sleep. 

"  To-day  she  rose  late,  and  then  spent  some  time  alone  in  Lucy's 
room.  Afterwards  she  came  down  to  me,  and  it  seemed  to  comfort 
her  to  write  letters  of  announcement  to  her  various  fHends,  and  a 
notice  of  death  for  the  newspapers.    I  offered  to  take  all  this  trouble 
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off  her  hands,  bat  she  would  not  let  me.    She  wished,  she  said, 
to  show  all  the  respect  she  conld  to  Lucy's  memory  herself. 

''Meanwhile,  it  was  touching  to  see  Clara's  affectionate  atten- 
tions to  her  mother.  She  brought  shawls  to  ?nrap  her  in,  and  set 
the  writing-table  and  materials  in  the  most  convenient  order  for  her  ; 
and  now  and  then  she  stooped  over  to  kiss  her  forehead,  and  then 
she  brought  a  stool  and  sat  down  at  her  feet,  occasionally  taking 
Georgina's  hand  and  pressing  it  to  her  lips.  It  was  evident  that  she 
had  been  surprised  and  moved  by  the  outburst  of  genuine  affection 
which  she  had  witnessed  in  her  mother  yesterday,  perhaps  for  the 
first  time  in  her  life,  poor  dear  I  And  she  seemed  to  hope  that  a 
fountain  of  tenderer  emotions  had  been  opened  in  her  heart,  and 
that  she  herself  might  have  a  portion  in  its  stream. 

''  I  was  glad  to  see  that  Georgina  did  not  repulse  her,  although 
she  received  the  proofs  of  her  affection  pac^sively  and  seldom  made 
any  return.  Yet  once  or  twice  she  said  *  dear  child,'  and  passed 
her  hand  caressingly  over  her  face  ;  and  when  this  happened,  Clara's 
cheeks  flushed  with  pleasure,  and  her  eyes  filling  with  tears  showed 
how  deeply  she  felt  such  unwonted  signs  of  a  mother's  love. 

**  It  has  been  a  relief  to  me,  Henry,  to  write  all  these  details  to 
you,  for  my  heart  is  fuU,  and  I  have  no  one  here  to  whom  I  can 
speak  freely.  If  they  are  of  little  interest  to  you,  this  reason  will, 
I  know,  induce  you  to  forgive  their  tediousncss. 

"  Ever  your  affectionate 

"H.  B." 

Mrs.  Bampton  and  Clara  stayed  some  time  at  Bath  after  the 
melancholy  event  recorded  in  these  letters.  The  first  gush  of  natu- 
ral feeling  in  Mrs.  Bampton  soon  ran  dry,  and  the  old  habits  of 
affectation  and  unreality  returned.  But  still  Clara  was  never  again 
treated  by  her  mother  with  the  former  harshness.  They  did  not 
understand  each  other,  and  were  never  likely  to  do  so ;  but  they 
had  the  link  of  a  conunon  sorrow,  which  brought  them  more  closely 
together  than  they  had  been  before.  It  is  true  that  Mrs.  Bampton 
could  not  be  said  to  love  Clara,  as  was  clearly  proved  by  a  regret 
which  she  expressed  to  her  sister-in-law,  not  long  after  the  funeral. 

"  I  cannot  help  wishing,"  she  said,  ''  as  I  was  to  lose  one  of  my 
children,  that  dear  Clara  had  been  the  one  taken." 
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'*  How  can  yoa  yentnre  to  speak  in  that  way  ?"  exclaimed  Miss 
Bampton. 

"  Why,  you  see,  dear  Helen,  that  poor  Clara's  physical  defects 
and  her  awkwardness  of  temper  make  it  so  far  less  likely  that  she 
should  have  a  happy  life." 

"  Well,  my  dear  Georgina,"  replied  the  other,  "  that  is  only  the 
more  reason  why  you  should  strive  to  render  her  life  as  happy  as 
you  can  ;  and  I  am  sure  I  trust  you  will  do  so  ;  for,  living  together 
as  you  must,  yon  can  easily  make  each  other  miserable  if  you 
Uke." 

There  was  something  in  this  remark  which  Mrs.  Bampton  did  not 
relish,  and  she  dropped  the  subject ;  but  the  more  she  thought  of 
the  prospect  of  living  at  Peury  with  no  companion  but  Clara,  the 
less  she  liked  it.  Already  she  unconsciously  felt,  though  she  would 
not  have  acknowledged  it  to  herself,  the  superiority  of  Clara's  under- 
standing to  her  own  ;  and  she  feared  that  if  left  alone  with  her  she 
would  scarcely  be  able  to  help  falling  under  her  influence.  Besides 
this,  she  had  a  natural  repugnance  to  return  to  a  home  compara- 
tively lonely,  which  must  now  be  rendered  mournful  by  the  contrast 
of  the  present  with  the  past. 

After  thinking  over  the  matter  for  some  time,  she  consulted  with 
Miss  Helen  Bampton,  who  agreed  in  thinking  Penry  a  bad  residence 
both  for  mother  and  daughter  under  the  circumstances.  Thus 
encouraged,  Mrs.  Bampton  decided  on  promising  to  her  co-guardians 
that  the  manor-house  should  be  let  till  Charles's  coming  of  age. 
Meanwhile  she  would  establish  herself  at  Twaddleton,  a  fashionable 
watering-place,  the  air  of  which  she  had  formerly  found  very  bene- 
ficial to  her  health. 

Mr.  Henry  Bampton  gave  his  cordial  assent  to  this  scheme,  and 
his  co-operation  in  carrying  it  mto  effect.  Penry  Hall  was  to  be 
let  furnished,  so  that  there  was  little  trouble  in  the  moving.  Mrs. 
Bampton  and  Clara  went  thither  for  a  final  visit,  and  they  all  spent 
the  time  of  Charles's  next  holidays  there  together.  When  he 
returned  to  Eton,  his  mother  and  sister  accompanied  him  on  the 
earlier  portion  of  his  journey,  and  then  established  themselves  in 
furnished  lodgings  at  Twaddleton,  where  they  were  to  remain  till 
Mrs.  Bampton  should  succeed  in  meeting  with  a  house  which  would 
suit  her  as  a  permanent  residence. 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

UFE   IN   BABRACKS. 

OcTR  narratiTe  must  now  retmn  to  Armstrong,  who,  the  reader 
will  recollect,  was  expelled  from  Lyngford  School  on  the  day  of 
Charles  Bampton's  flight. 

His  reception  by  his  father  was,  as^  might  be  expected  under  the 
circmnstances,  the  reyerse  of  cordial.  It  was  indeed  yery  difficult  to 
know  what  to  do  with  him.  He  was  too  old  to  be  admitted  to  any 
public  school,  even  if  his  expulsion  had  not  excluded  him  from  those 
establishments.  To  priyate  schools  he  expressed  an  utter  aversion, 
and  it  was  tolerably  clear  that  if  sent  to  any  he  would  only  be 
again  returned  upon  his  father's  hands. 

He  himself  was  eager  to  go  into  the  army,  and,  on  the  whole,  it 
seemed  the  wisest  course  to  yield  to  his  wishes ;  for,  though  his 
abilities  had  inspired  his  father  with  the  hope  of  academic  laurels, 
yet  his  uncontrolled  temper  and  impetuous  will  were  likely  consider- 
ably to  diminish  his  chances  of  success  in  an  English  uniyersity. 
Accordingly,  Mr.  Armstrong  senior,  through  the  interest  of  a  mili- 
tary member  of  his  congregation,  got  his  son's  name  put  down  at 
the  Horse  Guards  for  a  commission  in  a  dragoon  regiment ;  and,  till 
a  vacancy  should  occur,  he  was  sent  tx>  a  military  tutor,  who  under- 
took to  prepare  him  for  the  necessary  examination,  and  otherwise  to 
instruct  him  in  such  studies  as  were  most  needful  for  his  new  profes- 
sion. 

No  further  difficulties  intervened,  and,  by  the  time  he  was  seven- 
teen, Armstrong  found  himself  gazetted  to  a  cometcy  in  her 
Majesty's  19th  Dragoons,  which  were  at  that  time  quartered  at 
Chester. 

It  was  a  clear  autumnal  evening  when  he  entered  that  ancient 
capital  of  the  Marches,  on  the  top  of  the  Birmingham  coach.    He 
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stopped  to  dine  at  the  hotel  where  he  alighted ;  for  he  preferred  not 
to  make  his  first  appearance  in  his  regiment  at  the  mess.  And  after 
dinner  he  desired  the  "  boots  "  to  show  him  to  the  barracks,  which 
are  in  the  old  castle  of  Chester,  on  a  site  which  has  perhaps  been  a 
military  station  ever  since  Castra  Devfle  was  a  Roman  encampment. 

Had  Armstrong  been  a  man  of  antiquarian  taste  or  imaginative 
temperament,  he  wonld  have  fonnd  food  for  musing  as  he  walked 
along  the  quaint  arcades  which  overhang  the  streets  of  that  singular 
town  ;  for  the  whole  history  of  England  was  embodied  in  the  objects 
which  successively  met  his  view,  sleeping  under  the  beams  of  the 
October  moon.  The  street  through  which  he  first  passed  was  the 
termination  of  that  great  Roman  road  which  traversed  Britain  from 
London  thither.  Those  mountains  faintly  seen  against  the  moonlit 
sky,  were  the  refuge  of  the  British  citizens  when  the  Saxons  con- 
quered Deva,  and  changed  its  name  to  Ceaster.  The  tower  of  the 
cathedral  recalled  the  time  when  Saxons  in  their  turn  gave  place  to 
Normans  ;  who  made  some  atonement  for  their  rapacity  and  their 
tyranny  by  those  magnificent  temples  which  they  reared  to  conse- 
crate their  conquests  in  all  places  of  their  dominion.  Finally,  he 
crossed  the  city  walls,  which,  in  their  still  unbroken  circuit,  carry 
down  the  mind  along  the  whole  course  of  the  middle  ages,  and  on  to 
the  hour  when  Charles  the  First  stood  upon  their  battlements  to 
watch  the  rout  of  almost  the  last  fragment  of  his  armies. 

But  Armstrong  cared  little  for  history,  and  nothing  for  poetical 
antiquarianism.  His  mind  was  absorbed  in  the  present,  and  the 
present  was  viewed  through  the  medium  of  his  own  individual  inte- 
rests. As  he  walked  rapidly  along  the  "  rows"  (so  they  call  those 
curious  arcades),  they  only  suggested  to  hun  ideas  of  a  convenient 
lounge  in  rainy  weather  ;  and,  of  the  general  aspect  of  the  town,  he 
merely  observed  that  it  seemed  an  old-fashioned  and  deserted  place. 
The  race-course,  which  his  guide  pointed  out,  was  far  more  interest- 
ing to  him  than  the  walls  beneath  which  it  stretched,  and  was, 
indeed,  the  only  object  on  his  way  which  excited  any  pleasurable 
emotion.  He  soon  reached  the  barracks,  where,  after  reporting  him- 
self to  the  commanding  officer,  he  went  up  at  once  to  his  own  room, 
and  locked  himself  in  for  the  night,  that  he  might  meditate  at  leisure 
on  his  new  position  and  prospects. 

In  character,,  the  young  comet  was  very  little  changed  from  the 
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Lyngford  schoolboy.  The  two  years  which  had  passed  over  his  head 
had  only  strengthened  and  matured  the  qualities  which  had  before 
distinguished  him  from  his  companions.  As  a  boy  of  fifteen,  both 
his  physical  and  intellectual  yigour  had  been  prematurely  developed, 
nor  were  they  less  precocious  now.  Though  only  in  his  eighteenth 
year,  he  was  a  powerful  and  athletic  man,  with  the  strong  passions 
of  manhood,  animal  as  well  as  mental.  He  had  defined  his  own 
designs  in  life  with  far  more  distinctness  than  is  usual  at  so  early  an 
age.  His  one  final  object  was  to  get  the  maximum  of  pleasure  and 
comfort  out  of  the  circumstances  which  surrounded  him.  This  end 
he  not  only  practically  pursued,  in  which  there  would  haye  been 
nothing  uncommon ;  but  he  theoretically  proposed  it  to  himself  and 
deliberately  adopted  it  as  his  sole  aun,  and  felt  a  contemptuous 
pity  for  all  who  acted,  or  wished  to  act,  on  higher  motives.  His 
creed  might  be  summed  up  in  the  conviction  that  most  men  were 
fools,  and  that  he,  as  a  clever  fellow,  had  a  right  to^ their  share  of 
the  good  things  of  this  world,  if  he  could  safely  get  it. 

He  had  chosen  the  army  as  his  profession,  because  he  Uked  a  life 
of  amusement,  and  expected  to  be  able  to  combine  this  with  oppor- 
tunities of  profit,  by  dint  of  billiards  and  cards,  at  both  of  which  he 
had  lately  made  himself  an  adept ;  and,  above  all,  because  he  fancied 
that  his  face  and  figure  in  a  handsome  uniform  would  be  irresistible, 
and  could  not  fail  in  the  long  run  to  win  an  heiress ;  while,  in  the 
mean  time,  the  same  fascinations  would  ensure  him  more  transient 
but  not  less  alluring  advantages  from  the  good  graces  of  chamber- 
maids and  milliners.  In  the  further  distance,  when  such  wild  oats 
should  be  sown,  he  pictured  himself  married  to  a  girl  with  iS50,000, 
and  enabled  to  enter  upon  the  career  of  public  life.  Full  scope  being 
thus  secured  to  his  abilities,  there  was  nothing  beyond  his  reach,  and 
the  vista  naturally  terminated  in  the  chair  of  a  Cabinet  Minister. 
As  a  preliminary  to  the  realisation  of  these  brilliant  visions,  he 
resolved  shortly  to  get  introductions  to  the  society  of  Liverpool  and 
Manchester  ;  both  being  towns  prolific  of  heiresses,  and  both  within 
ball-going  distance  of  Chester. 

Such  were  the  visions  which  flitted  through  his  brain  as  he 
undressed,  and  embodied  themselves  in  soothing  dreams  as  he  sank 
into  the  arms  of  Morpheus.  But  these  pleasing  slumbers  were  soon 
dispelled  by  a  rude  interruption.    A  tremendous  kicking  at  his  door 
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first  mingled  with  his  dreams,  and  altered  their  complexion.  He 
fancied  himself  expelled  the  house  bj  the  father  of  some  fair  and 
wealthy  scion  of  millocracy ;  then,  as  the  noise  increased,  he  was 
kicked  downstairs  ;  and,  at  last,  as  his  door  gaye  way  with  a  crash, 
his  dreams  represented  him  as  thrown  out  of  the  window.  With  the 
horror  of  the  shock  he  woke,  and  beheld  two  unknown  figures  in  pca^ 
coats  and  slippers,  one  of  them  armed  with  a  candle  and  the  other 
with  a  poker.  The  intruders  introduced  each  other  ceremoniously, 
the  elder  presenting  the  younger  to  Armatrong  as  Cornet  Grizer,  and 
the  younger  returning  the  compliment  by  introducing  Ldeutenant 
Rif^. 

These  two  worthies  had  been  indulging  in  potations  to  a  late  hour, 
when  they  were  informed  of  the  arrival  of  a  new  comrade  ;  and  fur- 
ther ascertained  that  he  had  dined  at  the  Royal  Hotel  instead  of 
coming  to  mess,  and  had  now  sneaked  up  to  his  room  without  making 
their  acquaintance.  They  were  indignant  at  the  news,  and  Rippe 
proposed  to  Grizer  to  "  unearth  the  fox."  This  was  quite  in  accord- 
ance with  the  laudable  customs  of  the  regiment,  whereby  all  new 
officers  were  subjected  to  a  course  of  practical  jokes,  unmannerly 
assaults,  insulting  language,  and  bullying  of  every  description,  until 
they  showed  what  stuff  they  were  made  of. 

Accordingly  the  two  companions  proceeded  to  the  room  of  the 
"  d — d  sulky  griffin"  (as  they  called  Armstrong),  and  broke  in  his 
door  as  above  described. 

But  they  soon  found  that  they  had  caught  a  tartar.  Armstrong 
instantly  sprang  out  of  bed,  wrested  the  poker  out  of  Rippe's  grasp, 
and  at  the  same  moment  gave  Grizer  a  black  eye  with  a  well-aimed 
left-hander.  In  the  scuffle  that  ensued,  the  candle  was  knocked  to 
the  ground,  and  the  damaged  Grizer  availed  himself  of  the  darkness 
to  beat  an  ignominious  retreat  through  the  doorway.  Armstrong 
then  closed  with  Rippe,  and  after  a  struggle  succeeded  in  ejecting 
him  also,  pushing  him  at  the  same  time  so  violently  towards  the 
staircase,  that  the  lieutenant  fell  down  half  the  flight  before  he  could 
stop  himself.  He  was  then  too  much  bruised  to  renew  the  combat, 
especially  as  his  partner  in  the  adventure  had  vanished ;  so  he 
decided  on  retiring  from  the  scene  of  action,  and  sought  his  room  in 
a  state  of  much  discomfort,  mental  and  bodily. 

The  victorious  Armstrong,  when  the  coast  was  clear,  barricaded 
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his  door  as  well  as  he  could,  by  setting  a  chest  of  drawers  before  it. 
He  returned  to  bed  in  some  trepidation  of  mind,  fearing  to  resign 
himself  to  sleep  lest  the  enemy  should  appear  in  greater  force.  Bnt 
his  slombers  were  not  again  disturbed  till  they  were  broken  by  the 
bogle-call  next  morning. 

On  descending  to  parade  he  was  introdoced  to  his  brother  officers 
by  the  colonel,  and  rec(^^nised  only  one  of  his  last  night's  acquaint- 
ance, for  Grizer  had  been  too  much  disfigured  by  the  encounter  to 
appear.  On  being  presented  to  Lieutenant  Rippe,  Armstrong 
thought  it  the  best  plan  to  claim  him  with  a  laugh  as  an  old  ac- 
quaintance, and  to  apologise  for  the  unceremonious  way  in  which  he 
had  treated  him  at  their  last  meeting.  Rippe  could  not  but  respond 
in  the  same  tone,  and  so  that  matter  blew  over ;  for  Rippe  told 
Grizer  that  if  he  were  to  notice  the  matter  further  he  would  only 
make  an  ass  of  himself,  and  expose  them  both  to  the  laughter  of  the 


The  incident,  howcTer,  got  wind,  and  gained  Armstrong  a  charac- 
ter which  secured  him  from  further  molestation  :  moreover,  he  soon 
made  himself  respected  in  the  regiment  by  his  quickness  in  learning 
the  nuiTiege,  his  excellent  horsemanship,  his  firstrrate  billiard  play- 
ing, and  the  "  good,"  though  far  from  proper,  songs  with  which  he 
enlirened  the  mess-table.  These  accomplishments  rapidly  raised  him 
above  the  rank  of  a  griffin  in  the  estimation  of  his  messmates, 
and  enabled  him  to  become  the  tormentor  (or  if  he  pleased  the 
protector)  of  other  griffins. 

Among  thf  latter  was  a  comet  of  the  name  of  Dulcimer,  who 
was  a  favourite  butt  of  his  messmates.  He  was  the  son  of  a 
Manchester  manufacturer,  and  had  been  brought  up  entirely  at 
home,  his  parents  being  Socinians,  and  not  liking  to  expose  their 
son  to  the  risk  of  conversion,  which  he  might  have  encountered 
at  the  orthodox  public  schools.  He  had  gone  into  the  Dragoons 
for  the  sake  of  the  uniform,  and  because  he  thought  it  an  "  aris- 
tocratic "  thing  to  belong  to  the  cavalry  ;  and  he  was  now  ashamed 
to  sell  ont,  and  confess  to  his  friends  how  miserable  he  was. 

In  truth  he  was  a  young  man  of  weak  intellect,  and  no  force  of 
character  ;  and  being,  from  the  circumstances  of  his  education, 
quite  ignorant  of  the  ways  of  other  men  of  his  age,  he  was  in- 
eTitably  stigmatised  as  "fresh,"  "green,"  and  "soft,"  and  fore- 
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doomed  to  the  quizzing  of  fast  youngsters  as  "  an  awful  spoon," 
and  "  a  miserable  muff."  He  was  plagued  in  a  thousand  ways  by 
the  overgrown  schoolboys  amongst  whom  his  fate  had  cast  him. 
His  window  was  smashed,  his  sabre  was  broken,  the  plume  of  his 
helmet  was  torn  out,  the  tail  of  his  horse  was  docked,  he  was  pulled 
out  of  bed  at  night,  and  suffered  other  indignities  too  numerous  for 
description. 

In  yaiji  he  reported  these  insults  to  his  superior  officers.  The  cap- 
tain told  him  in  plain  language  he  was  a  fool  for  complaining,  and 
that  if  his  complaints  were  forwarded  to  the  authorities,  he  would 
only  make  the  regiment  too  hot  to  hold  him.  And  when  at  last  he 
appealed  to  the  colonel,  the  latter,  though  with  more  circumlocu- 
tion, gave  him  the  same  advice  ;  telling  him  that  every  youDg  man 
had  these  things  to  bear  when  he  first  joined,  and  that  it  would  only 
make  things  worse  if  they  were  officially  rebuked. 

It  might  have  been  supposed  from  Armstrong's  antecedents  that 
he  would  have  been  one  of  the  most  eager  to  join  in  tormenting 
poor  Dulcimer  ;  but  he  had  learnt  discretion  with  advancing  years, 
and  in  this  instance  he  resolved  to  postpone  his  amusement  to  his 
interest.  If  he  made  Dulcimer  his  friend,  he  foresaw  a  ready  means 
of  introduction  to  the  wealthy  circles  whence  he  intended  to  select 
his  future  bride ;  and,  moreover,  it  would,  in  the  meanwhile,  be  a 
convenience  to  the  patron  of  a  wealthy  greenhorn  whose  money  he 
might  win  at  billiards  aijd  piquet.  He  resolved,  therefore,  not 
merely  to  abstain  from  teasing  Dulcimer,  but  to  protect  him  so 
eflfectually  as  to  establish  a  claim  upon  his  gratitude.    • 

Having  come  to  this  determination,  he  paid  a  visit  to  Dulcimer's 
room  one  afternoon,  after  ascertaining  that  he  was  within.  His 
knock  at  the  door  not  being  answered,  he  entered  and  found  the 
inmate  seated  at  his  piano,  too  much  absorbed  in  his  employment  to 
notice  the  interruption.  His  eyes  were  on  his  music  book  and  his 
fingers  were  moving  slowly  among  the  notes,  but,  to  Armstrong's 
surprise,  no  sound  was  to  be  heard,  although  he  seemed  to  be  play- 
fng  the  most  emphatic  chords,  and  was  executing  an  overture  from 
a  popular  opera,  if  the  music  before  liim  were  to  be  trusted.  Arm- 
strong coughed,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  attracting  his  attention. 
He  started  and  blushed  very  deeply  at  being  thus  caught  ;  but 
seemed  reassured  by  the  courteous  and  studiously  polite  manner  of 
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big  visitor,  who,  by  way  of  opening  the  conversation,  asked  him  how 
80  fine  looking  an  instrament  as  that  on  which  he  had  jost  been 
playing  happened  to  be  dnmb. 

''  Oh,''  said  Duldmer,  looking  confiised,  "  why  you  see,  I  did  not 
like  to  ^stnrb  my  brother  officers  by  my  practising,  so  I  have  had 
all  the  strings  taken  oat." 

" But  sorely,"  said  Armstrong,  "it  was  a  pity  to  injure  so  valo- 
able  an  instrament  merely  on  that  account ;  for,  yon  know,  the 
notes  of  a  piano  are  not  harsh  and  annoying,  like  those  of  a  bugle 
or  French  horn  ;  and  I  do  not  think  any  of  ns  would  have  been 
bothered  by  it,  especially  as  yon  seem  to  play  it  with  so  much  skill 
and  execntion." 

"  Well,  you  see,"  said  Dulcimer,  "  I  didn't  know  how  the  others 
might  have  taken  it,  and  I  was  afraid  that,  perhaps,  if  they  heard 
me  they  might  come  and  smash  the  piano.  Ton  see,  as  it  is,  they 
have  broken  the  mirror  over  my  chimney-piece." 

"  I  quite  understand  you,  my  dear  Dulcimer,"  cried  Armstrong, 
with  pretended  sympathy,  "you  have  been  and  are  continually 
exposed  to  the  most  shameful  outrages,  and  yet  the  laws  of  the 
service  won't  allow  you  to  challenge  your  persecutors.  It  is  dis- 
graceful to  the  colonel  that  he  winks  at  such  proceedings,  but  if 
you  would  take  my  advice,  I  think  I  could  put  you  in  the  way 
of  ending  this  persecution  once  for  all.  I  ought,  however,  to 
apologise  for  the  liberty  I  take  in  offering  you  any  suggestion  on 
the  subject  after  so  short  an  acquaintance  ;  but  I  have  been  in- 
dooed  to  do  so  by  the  indignation  I  cannot  help  feeling  when  I  see 
an  amiable,  good-hearted  fellow  like  you  so  shamefully  treated. 

Much  touched  by  the  friendliness  of  this  speech,  Dulcimer  cor- 
dially thanked  his  visitor,  and  begged  him  to  proceed. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Armstrong,  "if  I  were  you  I  would  never 
receive  any  annoyance  from  the  rest,  without  repaying  it  to  each  of 
them  in  full." 

*'  But  you  forget,  my  dear  Armstrong,  that  I  cannot  do  that.  It 
is  Tcry  well  for  you  who  have  muscle  enough  for  two  men  of  your 
age,  and  are  built  like  a  Hercules.  Tou  can  show  fight,  but  what 
can  I  do?" 

"Of  course,"  replied  Armstrong,  "you  cannot  exactly  come  to 
fi«ticaflBB  with  them  ;  but  it  does  not  follow  that  you  are  to  submit  to 


\fb  PEBVEBSION. 

insalt  because  yon  have  a  slight  and  elegant  figure,  iiustead  of  the 
bulky  shoulders  of  a  coal-heaver.  I  tell  jou  what  I  would  do  in 
your  case.  The  next  fellow  that  annoyed  me,  I  would  go  to  his 
room  when  he  was  out  and  do  him  rather  more  mischief  than  he 
had  done  to  me,  and  if  you  set  to  work  on  that  system  you  may  be 
sure  they  will  soon  tire  of  the  game." 

"  But  then,"  exclaimed  Dulcimer,  with  a  look  of  alarm,  "  they 
would  all  send  me  to  Coventry,  and  I  could  never  bear  that." 

"  No  they  wouldn't,"  said  Armstrong,  "  for  I  would  stick  by  you, 
and  I  know  two  or  three  more  of  ours  who  would  stick  by  me  ;  and 
we  will  make  a  party  between  us  to  put  down  the  system  of  prac- 
tical jokes,  for  it  is  positively  a  disgrace  to  the  regiment." 

After  a  little  further  conversation,  very  grateful  and  deferential  ou 
Dulcimer's  part,  and  very  persuasive  and  kind  on  that  of  Armstrong, 
these  new  tactics  were  agreed  upon,  and  in  a  few  days  an  opportun- 
ity occurred  for  putting  them  into  execution.  On  returning  to  his 
room  from  a  ride,  Dulcimer  found  all  his  furniture  in  disorder,  his 
bedclothes  torn  and  lying  about  the  room,  and  two  of  his  chairs 
without  their  legs.  His  servant  informed  him  that  Mr.  Grizer  had 
been  the  author  of  the  mischief.  Armstrong  at  once  offered  to 
invite  Grizer  to  come  out  for  a  game  of  billiards,  so  as  to  leave  the 
coast  clear  for  Dulcimer.  When  they  were  gone,  the  latter  entered 
Grizer's  room  ;  and  proceeded,  not  without  fear  and  trembling,  to 
carry  Armstrong's  advice  into  execution.  He  first  poured  all  the 
water  out  of  Grizer's  jug  into  his  drawers  of  clothes,  so  as  to  satur- 
ate his  clean  linen  and  best  dresses.  He  then  filled  his  best  boots 
which  stood  invitingly  beside  the  washstand,  with  the  liquid  element. 
Finally,  he  made  him  an  apple-pie  bed,  after  an  excellent  receipt 
which  he  had  sometimes  practised  on  his  little  brothers  at  home. 

When  Grizer,  on  his  return,  discovered  the  retaliation  inflicted  on 
him,  he  was  as  much  suiprised  as  if  he  had  seen  a  worm  verify  the 
proverb,  by  literally  turning  against  him  when  he  trod  on  it.  He 
was  so  astounded  by  the  unexpectedness  of  the  move,  that  he  was 
utterly  perplexed  what  course  to  take.  At  length,  he  resolved  to 
question  Dulcimer  on  the  subject  at  mess  ;  and  when  they  had  all 
sat  down  to  table,  he  asked  him  "  Whether  it  was  true,  as  he  was 
informed,  that  he  had  presumed  to  enter  his  apartment  during  his 
absence  ?"    To  his  surprise,  the  meek  Dnlcuner  boldly  avowed  what 
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he  had  done ;  and  to  increase  his  perplexity,  Armstrong,  who  sat 
next  to  Dalcimer,  justified  the  act  of  retaliation  ;  and  told  Orizer 
that  he  took  the  responsibility  of  having  advised  it  on  himself,  and 
that  if  any  further  outrages  were  perpetrated  on  Dulcimer,  they 
would  be  still  more  signally  ayenged.  It  was  tune,  he  added,  to  put 
an  end  to  these  schoolboy  tricks  which  disgraced  the  regiment 
Two  other  subalterns,  who  had  their  cue  from  Armstrong,  applauded' 
this  sentiment,  and  declared  their  conviction  that  **  Dulcimer  was  a 

d d  good  fellow,  and  oughtn't  to  be  bullied  any  longer."    Rippe 

and  Grizer  retorted  contemptuously  ;  but  the  senior  dficer  present 
called  them  to  order,  and  put  a  stop  to  the  discussion  which  was  not 
afterwards  renewed.  And  although  several  of  the  juniors  talked 
big  about  what  they  would  do  to  confound  the  new  allies,  and  cursed 
Armstrong  for  a  schemer,  and  his  protigi  for  a  nincompoop,  yet, 
from  that  time  no  further  persecution  was  inflicted  upon  Dulci- 
mer. 

Armstrong's  tactics  were  crowned  with  complete  success,  for,  al- 
though some  of  the  regimental  bullies  looked  coldly  on  him,  yet  he 
bad  nothing  to  lose  by  their  displeasure,  and  valued  it  not  a  rush  ; 
while,  on  the  other  band.  Dulcimer  worshipped  him  as  a  demigod, 
was  grateful  when  permitted  to  lose  money  to  him  at  games  of 
chance  or  skill,  and  introduced  him  to  his  family  at  Manchester,  who 
pressed  their  son's  dearest  friend  to  spend  at  their  luxurious  home  all 
the  time  which  he  could  spare  from  his  regimental  duties. 

Thus  he  had  gained  the  jn-emier  pas  qui  coute,  and  the  stairs  which 
led  to  fortune  rose  temptingly  before  him,  seeming  to  invite  his  on- 
ward steps.  But  he  was  in  no  immediate  hurry  to  mount  them  ;  for 
lie  justly  felt  that  he  had  time  enough  before  him,  and  that  he  was 
yet  too  young  to  think  seriously  of  matrimonial  speculations.  At 
present  he  sought  amusement,  and  foreborc  to  entangle  himself  pre- 
maturely in  schemes  of  profit. 

In  one  particular,  however,  his  mind  received  a  new  impulse  from 
the  acquaintances  he  formed  at  Manchester.  The  friends  of  Mr. 
Dulcimer,  senior,  belonged  to  that  advanced  school  of  Socinians, 
whose  opinions  are  represented  in  the  Progressive  Review.  They 
were  "  liberal  "  par  ezcdltnce,  had  all  of  them  renounced  everything 
of  Christianity  but  the  name,  and  many  of  them  repudiated  the 
name  also,  which  (they  thought)  was  calculated  to  create  an  invid- 
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ious  and  snperstitioos  distinction  between  themselTes  and  gentlemen 
olthe  Hebrew  persuasion, 

Armstrong  had  been  an  nnbeliever  from  his  boyhood ;  but  hither- 
to his  disbelief  had  been  of  a  passive  character,  arising  partly  from 
a  repugnance  to  the  supernatural  element  in  revelation,  and  partly 
from  witr^°'iin(r  ^^'^  ^^"<^^fl^*^tion  which  was  exhibited  by^  father 
between 'the  highest  profession  of  piety,  and  the  moat  worldly  prac- 
tice ;  but  cliietly  from  an  mipatience  or  tne  moral  restrainis  imposed^ 
'Ey'religion^  The  conversation  of  his  new  friends,  and  the  books 
they  lent  tonim,  enabled  him  to  give  a  reason  for  his  instinctive  un- 
belief, and  consolidated  his  floating  doubts  into  a  systematic  struc- 
ture of  infidelity.  This  system,  however,  was  almost  wholly  nega- 
tive, for  he  would  by  no  means  assent  to  the  positive  creed  of  his 
deistical  allies,  which  indeed  was  itself  in  a  state  of  perpetual  flux, 
and  changed  with  every  new  number  of  the  Progressive  Review. 
They  especially  pressed  upon  him  the  teaching  of  their  favorite  au- 
thor, Mr.  Neulicht,  who,  after  having  passed  through  every  known 
shade  of  Christian  belief,  had  renounced  his  faith  in  revelation,  and 
was  at  that  time  in  the  stage  of  deism.  They  assured  him  that 
this  great  author  had  raised  a  new  and  higher  spirituaEty  on  the 
ruins  of  Christian  fanaticism,  and  had  established  immutable  moral- 
ity on  an  irrefragable  basis.  Armstrong  read  Neulicht's  books,  but 
continued  unconvinced. 

"  As  to  the  spuituality  you  talk  of,"  he  said  to  his  friends,  "  it  is 
mere  sentimentalism ;"  very  good,  in  its  way,  for  those  who  have  a 
taste  for  it ;  but  to  me  it  is  simply  unintelligible,,  when  it  rests  on 
no  external  revelation  ;  and  I  suspect,  as  TeufelsdrOchk  says,  that  it 
is  all  so  much  '  bottled  mooTishineJ  ^ 

"  Well,"  they  said,  "  but  at  all  events  you  will  acknowledge,  even 
if  you  deny  his  natural  religion,  that  he  has  established  the  obliga- 
tion of  morality  on  an  immutable  basLs.'^ 

"  I  am  sorry  to  differ  from  you,''  said  Armstrong,  "  and  I  hope 
you  won't  suspect  me  of  any  intention  to  pick  your  pockets  ;  but  I 
confess  that  I  agree  with  Bcntham  in  utterly  denying  the  existence 
of  a  moral  sense.  I  think  it  can  all  be  resolved  into  habit  and  edu- 
cation. And  as  to  its  being  immutable,  why,  not  only  do  civilized 
nations  differ  from  savages  as  to  what  is  right  and  wrong,  but  even 
the  most  enlightened  philosophers  of  the  present  day  are  at  issue 


LIFK  IN    BARRACKS.  99 

with  each  other  as  to  the  most  important  quentions  ;  they  cannot 
even  settle  whether  pride  and  revenge  are  virtues  or  vices,  nor 
whether  slavery  and  adultery  are  right  or  wrong." 

Thus  Armstrong  argued  in  public,  and  in  private  he  added,  in  a 
whisper  to  himself,  "The  most  conclusive  proof  to  me  that  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  immutable  morality  is,  that,  after  ridding  my  mind 
of  the  old  absurdities  in  which  I  was  brought  up,  I  feel  I  have  no 
moral  convictions  whatever.  If  conscience  were  a  universal  pos- 
session, I  should  have  one  myself,  and  I  feel  quite  sure  I  have  none. 
As  to  the  great  moral  laws  people  talk  about,  they  are  nothing 
more  than  social  conventions,  established  for  the  general  conve- 
nience, but  violated  by  superior  men  whenever  it  suits  theur  mterest." 

It  will  appear  from  this  that  Armstrong  had  a  speculative  turn 
of  mind.  And  he  now  employed  many  of  his  leisure  hours  in  forti- 
fying himself  against  superstition  by  a  course  of  infidel  literature. 
His  favourite  authors  were  Auguste  Comte,  and  his  English  disci- 
ples ;  from  whom  he  learnt  with  great  satisfaction  to  reject  the  anti- 
quated belief  in  creation  and  a  Creator  ;  and  with  still  more  pleasure 
he  studied  their  convincing  demonstration  that  the  very  notion  of  sin 
as  applied  to  human  conduct  is  absurd.  They  taught  him  that 
actions  were  only  links  in  a  chain  of  necessary  events,  for  which  man 
was  no  more  to  be  praised  or  blamed  than  the  apple  for  falling  from 
the  tree,  or  the  wind  for  blowing  it  down.  Nor  did  he  fail  to  make 
the  words  of  Mr.  Atkinson  his  own  :  "  I  am  what  I  am.  I  cannot 
alter  my  will,  or.be  other  than  what  I  am  ;  and  I  cannot  deserve 
either  reward  or  punishment."* 

When  he  had  firmly  established  these  principles  in  his  mind,  he 
felt  that  he  had  at  length  attained  that  "repose"  which,  as  Miss 
Martineau  assures  us,  "  begins  to  pervade  the  mind"  when  it  has  got 
rid  of  all  notions  of  moral  responsibility.  Hitherto  he  had  often 
been  troubled  by  uncomfortable  sensations  when  he  violated  those 
laws  of  duty  which  weaker  men  acknowledged  ^  but  he  now  under- 
stood that  these  disagreeable  qualms  were  only  results  of  the  super- 
stitious j)rinciples  in  which  he  had  been  bred,  and  of  the  popular 
errors  which  still  lingered  in  his  mind.  As  such  he  resolved  to 
extinguish  and  tread  out  every  spark  of  them  which  showed  itself. 
And  this  resolution  he  found  it  daily  easier  to  practise. 

*  H artineaa  aod  Attdnson  Correipondeace,  p.  190. 
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Before  this  time,  he  had  (as  we  hare  seen)  deliberately  proposed 
to  himself  his  own  gratification  as  the  only  aim  of  life  worthy  of  a 
rational  being  ;  bnt  though  clear  as  to  his  end,  he  had  been  fettered 
by  some  scruples  as  to  his  means.  Now  he  was  delivered  from  this 
impediment,  and  felt  that  there  was  no  barrier  whatever  between 
himself  and  the  execution  of  his  wishes,  except  those  interposed  by 
inyincible  necessity,  or  by  the  penalties  of  the  statute-book  ;  and  he 
exclaimed  with  the  emancipated  slave  in  Persius  (for  he  still  occa- 
sionally amused  himself  with  classical  reading) — 

'*  Oar  mihi  non  liceat  jussit  qnodcunque  Tolontas, 
Bxcepto  si  quid  Masuri  rubiica  notavit  f '** 

It  need  hardly  be  said,  that  Armstrong  carried  out  these  theories 
into  action.  Henceforth  he  devoted  himself  more  unreservedly  than 
ever  to  the  practice  of  all  safe  and  pleasurable  vices.  At  the  same 
time,  he  observed  a  certain  moderation  in  his  enjoyments  ;  on  the 
utilitarian  ground,  that  excess  was  irreconcilable  with  continued 
gratification.  Moreover,  he  was  careful  not  to  violate  the  laws  of 
customary  decency  established  by  society,  and  never  did  anything 
outrageous  ;  so  that  he  was  generally  reckoned  a  fine  young  officer, 
with  a  bookish  turn,  and  full  of  information  without  being  a  pedant — 
just  the  right  man,  in  short,  for  a  staff  appointment.  Thus  he 
spent  the  first  eighteen  months  of  his  military  career,  and  tasted  of 
such  enjoyment  as  perfect  health,  high  spirits,  and  unscrupulous 
selfishness  can  bestow  upon  a  man  who  is  without  God  in  the 
world. 

During  the  course  of  this  time,  his  various  accomplishments  had 
acquired  for  him  a  larger  share  in  the  favour  of  his  chief,  Colonel 
Sackbut,  than  that  officer  usually  bestowed  upon  a  subaltern.  The 
colonel  was  a  type  of  that  worst  class  of  military  men  who,  without 
ever  having  seen  service,  crept  on  by  purchase,  step  after  step,  dur- 
ing the  forty  years  of  peace,  to  the  higher  ranks  of  the  army.  A 
life  spent  in  the  stagnant  inertia  of  country  quarters,  varied  by  no 
incident  more  exciting  than  the  march  from  one  barrack  to  another, 
is  an  ordeal  through  which  few  can  pass  scatheless.    None,  indeed, 

*  "  Lord  of  myaelf,  why  might  I  not  pormo 
My  pleasure  onrestrmined  f  respect  still  had 
To  what  the  rubrick  of  the  law  forbad."— 

Pertiw,  y.  94.  Gifford's  Trandatfon. 
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but  mindfl  of  the  higher  order,  can  escape  the  enerrating  inflnence 
of  listless  idleness,  which  can  only  be  resisted  hj  resolute  and  self- 
denying  work,  pursued  under  the  most  discouraging  circumstances. 
Colonel  Sackbut's  tastes  were  strongest  in  the  horseflesh  and  jockey 
line,  and  his  most  serious  employment  was  the  retailing  of  horses ; 
for  he  managed  to  realise  a  considerable  addition  to  his  annual 
income  by  purchasing  blemished  steeds  and  selling  them  at  great 
bargains  to  his  subalterns.  He  diras  also  mbch  addicted  to  the 
pleasures  of  the  table,  and,  indeed,  to  all  other  sensual  gratifica- 
tions ;  and  as  he  was  a  bachelor,  his  pay,  joined  to  a  small  private 
fortune,  afforded  him  ample  means  of  indulgence. 

In  saying,  however,  that  he  was  a  bachelor,  we  may  seem  to 
ignore  the  fact  that  a  lady,  who  called  herself  Mrs.  Sackbnt,  had, 
daring  the  last  two  years,  presided  over  the  neat  villa  which  the 
colonel  rented  in  the  environs  of  Chester  ;  but,  unhappUy,  her  claim 
to  the  title  of  matron,  however  it  might  be  granted  by  courtesy, 
was  not  valid  in  law. 

The  hiistory  of  this  woman,  who  was  destined  to  exercise  a  con« 
siderable  influence  over  some  of  the  leading  perscmages  of  our  nar- 
rative, was  as  follows  : — Her  true  name  was  Julia  Smith,  and  her 
joriginal  position  had  been  that  of  lady's-maid  to  a  marchioness,  who, 
having  taken  a  fancy  to  her  when  Julia  was  a  girl  of  twelve,  had 
brought  her  into  her  own  household  to  be  trained  as  her  future 
attendant ;  and  in  the  mean  time  had  permitted  her  to  become  the 
playfellow  of  her  daughters  the  Lady  Mary  and  the  Lady  Alice. 
Julia  was  a  girl  of  great  quickness,  and  she  soon  began  to  share  not 
only  the  games  but  the  lessons  of  her  young  mistresses.  Their 
governess  was  pleased  with  the  voluntary  docility  of  the  young  cot- 
tager, and  interested  by  her  remarkable  beauty  ;  and  she  took  bene- 
volent pains  to  give  her  such  instruction  in  French  and  music  as 
might  ultimately  qualify  her  for  a  higher  position  than  that  of 
soubrette.  Unfortunately,  however,  Julia  had  no  ear,  and  could  gain 
no  proficiency  on  the  piano,  a  fact  which  excluded  her  from  the  hope 
of  obtaining  a  position  as  instructress,  except  in  the  lowest  rank  of 
that  profession.  On  the  other  hand,  she  rapidly  picked  up  enough 
of  French  to  read  and  speak  it  with  ease,  and  enough  of  general 
knowledge  to  enable  her  to  pass  muster  in  any  society,  as  not  less 
informed  than  the  conmion  ran  of  women  ;  and  her  cleverness  and 
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tact  enabled  her  to  make  the  infonnatlon  she  had  gained  go  farther 
than  many  who  knew  twice  as  mnch. 

At  seTcnteen  she  was  nnqnestionably  fitted  for  something  better 
than  the  post  to  which  she  was  then  promoted — of  principal  waiting- 
woman  to  the  marchioness.  Bat  she  thought,  with  reason,  that  in 
qnitting  it  for  the  ambignoas  position  of  a  nnrserj  govemess,  she 
wonld  really  sink,  more  than  she  wonld  seem  to  rise  ;  and  she  deter- 
mined to  be  in  no  harry  to  qaiet  the  Castle,  where  she  was  happy 
and  well  treated,  and  might  bide  her  time.  This  determination  was 
mnch  strengthened  by  certain  ambitions  visions  which  had  began  to 
dawn  npon  her  mind.  Her  remarkable  beanty  had  attracted  the 
pointed  attentions  of  Lord  Edward  Wrybbalde,  a  younger  son  of 
the  family,  who  was  now  at  home,  on  a  long  leave  of  absence  from 
his  regiment.  Flattered  by  his  compliments,  and  deceived  by  his 
protestations,  she  was  vain  enough  to  tbink  that  her  fascinations 
were  sufficient  to  overcome  the  prejudices  of  rank  and  wealth,  and 
to  tempt  the  young  nobleman  to  commit  the  awful  mdsalUanct  of  mar- 
rying his  mother's  maid.  But  she  had  not  sufficient  firmness  and 
pertinacity  of  purpose  to  play  so  difficult  a  game  ;  her  cunning  was 
no  match  for  the  selfish  and  and  deliberate  craft  of  Lord  Edward, 
and  seventeen  could  scarcely  compete,  in  such  a  contest,  against 
five-and-twenty,  with  any  prospect  of  success.  Added  to  this,  her 
moral  principles  had  been  early  corrupted  by  the  scenes  which  she 
had  witnessed  in  her  parental  home,  and  by  the  laxity  of  opinion 
which  prevails  among  the  English  peasantry  on  matters  of  morality. 
While  trying  to  overreach,  she  was  overreached,  and  became  the 
victim  instead  of  the  reducer.  Then  followed  exposure  and  disgrace, 
and  with  tarnished  character  and  blasted  prospects  she  was  dis- 
missed from  the  mansion  of  her  patroness. 

For  a  time  she  remained  under  the  protection  of  Lord  Edward, 
but  he  soon  grew  tu*ed  of  so  expensive  a  plaything,  and  introduced 
her  to  his  friend.  Colonel  Sackbut,  who  offered  her  a  handsomer 
establishment,  together  with  the  title  (though  not  the  ring)  of  a 
wife.  She  accepted  his  proposals,  chiefly  to  escape  from  Lord  Ed- 
ward, whom  she  now  hated  with  a  deadly  hatred,  as  the  author  of 
her  ruin.  In  this  way  she  became  the  mistress  of  the  suburban 
retreat  where  we  have  described  her  as  presiding  ander  the  name  of 
Mrs.  Sackbut. 
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After  she  had  got  throagh  all  the  novels  which  the  circnlating 
libraries  of  Chester  afforded,  Julia  began  to  feel  the  ewnvi  of  her 
portion  insupportable.  The  only  way  in  which  the  colonel  conld 
meet  her  complaints  (since  she  was  necessarily  ezclnded  from  the 
society  of  lier  own  sez),  was  by  inviting  parties  of  his  officers,  and 
other  male  acquaintance,  to  dinner,  and  this  he  did  not  nnfreqnently. 
As  he  was  carefnl  that  they  shonld  never  visit  at  his  house  except 
when  he  was  himself  present,  he  felt  no  fears  as  to  the  result  of  t^ 
intercourse  ;  especially  as  h^  knew  that  none  of  his  mess  could  offer 
the  lady  so  eligible  an  establishment  as  that  which  she  already  pos- 
sessed, except  perhaps  Dulcimer,  whose  weakness  and  ignorance  of 
the  world  rendered  him  a  rival  too  insignificant  to  be  thought  of. 

Thus  it  happened  that  Armstrong  was  frequently  admitted  into 
Julia's  drawing-room,  and  soon  learnt  to  feel  the  full  power  of  her 
fascination.  She  was  now  a  woman  of  one-and-twenty,  in  the  prime 
of  her  charms,  which  she  knew  how  to  set  off  by  the  most  piquant 
dress.  For  g^d  taste,  indeed,  she  was  very  much  overdressed,  but 
Armstrong  was  too  much  of  a  novice  in  the  matter  to  discover  this ; 
and  when  he  saw  the  brilliant  eyes  of  the  lovely  brunette  flashing 
under  a  bandeau  of  pearls,  and  her  exquisite  figure  set  off  by  an 
artisUc  dress  of  blue  satin,  fringed  with  a  chemisette  of  point  lace,  he 
did  not  stop  to  consider  how  absurd  it  was  for  her  to  be  dressed  in 
this  style  merely  to  receive  a  small  party  of  gentlemen  at  dinner  ; 
but  only  gazed  in  rapturous  admiration  upon  the  captivating  wearer* 

He  found,  too,  that  the  charms  of  her  conversation  were  well 
qualified  to  enhance  those  of  her  person.  In  short,  before  many 
weeks  of  their  acquaintance  had  passed,  he  was  as  much  in  love  as 
a  heartless  libertine  can  be.  It  was  not  long  before  he  found  an  op- 
portunity to  declare  his  passion  to  its  object.  But,  to  his  astonish- 
ment, he  found  himself  sternly  and  contemptuously  repulsed, 
although  Julia's  eyes  had  previously  seemed  to  encourage  and  even 
to  respond  to  his  unspoken  adoration.  Perplexed  at  this,  after  he 
had  recovered  from  the  shock  of  his  rejection,  he  resolved  to  seek 
an  interview  with  the  lady ;  for  he  had  only  been  able  to  declare 
liimself  by  a  few  hurried  words  to  her,  spoken  while  the  colonel's 
back  was  turned.  He  thought,  therefore,  that  she  might  perhaps 
have  repelled  him  only  from  fear  of  observation  ;  and  yet  the  look 
of  scorn,  which  his  memory  too  faithfully  recalled,  seemed  to  nega- 
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Hve  snch  an  hypothesis.  At  all  events  he  most  and  would  see  her 
alone. 

In  order  to  effect  this  object  he  resolyed  to  take  Dulcimer  into  his 
confidence,  and  it  was  arranged  that  the  latter  should  ask  the  colo- 
nel to  show  him  a  horse  which  he  had  for  sale — a  bait  at  which  the 
commanding  officer  was  sure  to  rise.  The  walk  to  the  liycry  stables, 
which  were  at  some  distance,  together  with  the  trial  of  the  animal 
and  the  discussion  of  its  points  and  paces,  would  secure  to  Arm- 
strong an  undisturbed  interriew  of  at  least  an  hour  with  the  lady. 
This  plan  was  successfully  carried  into  efTect ;  and  Armstrong  was 
admitted  by  the  waiting^maid,  whose  good  offices  he  had  secured  by 
a  large  bribe,  into  the  drawing-room  of  his  charmer. 

She  manifested  neither  discomposure  nor  surprise  at  seeing  him  ; 
indeed  she  seemed,  by  the  elaborate  effectiveness  of  her  morning  cos- 
tume, to  have  been  expecting  a  visitor.  He  began  by  apologising 
for  his  intrusion,  but  pleaded  that  he  was  forced  to  venture  upon  it 
by  her  cruelty  the  previous  evening.  He  had  once  hoped,  he  said, 
that  he  could  not  have  misinterpreted  her  former  looks  and  smiles^ 
every  one  of  which  he  treasured  in  his  heart ;  and  he  besought  her  to 
explain  the  cause  of  this  fatal  change.     She  cut  him  short  at  once. 

"  Let  us  understand  each  other,  Mr.  Armstrong,'^  she  said.  "  I 
am  weary  of  the  painful  and  degrading  life  which  I  at  present  lead 
with  a  man  whose  intellect  and  character  I  despise.  In  you  I  see  a 
man  whom  I  could  respect,  and  whose  views  and  feelings  sympathise 
with  my  own  ;  but  I  have  no  intention  of  degrading  myself  in  your 
eyes  by  becoming  your  mistress.  If  I  consent  to  live  with  you  ;  if  I 
exchange  the  comfortable  shelter  I  now  possess  for  your  compara- 
tive poverty ;  if  I  pledge  myself  to  return  the  passion  which  you 
profess  to  feel  for  me,  it  must  be  in  the  character  of  your  wife.  You 
know  that  in  education  I  am  your  equal ;  and,  sunk  as  I  now  am  by 
the  perfidy  of  the  villain  who  deceived  my  girlish  inexperience,  yet 
my  station  in  society  was  not  originally  inferior  to  your  own.  My 
fixed  determmation  is  to  retrieve  my  false  step  and  regain  my  lost 
position.  Now  leave  me — ^you  know  my  terms.  Consider  them  at 
your  leisure."  * 

So  saying,  and  refusing  to  listen  to  the  protestations  of  entire 
devotion  to  her  wishes  which  Armstrong  could  not  but  pour  forth, 
she  swept  out  of  the  room  and  shut  the  door  behind  her. 
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Her  admirer  felt  that  for  the  present  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  to 
take  her  advice  and  retire  to  reflect  npon  her  conditions.  At  first, 
Botwithstanding  his  protestations,  they  appeared  to  him  utterly  inad- 
missible, totally  inconsistent  with  his  ambitions  Tiews,  and  wholly 
adverse  to  his  interests.  No.  Precious  as  she  was  to  him,  she 
would  be  too  dear  at  such  a  |»ice.  But  then  he  thought  that  he 
might,  perhaps,  temporise,  by  pretending  to  con^ly  with  her  stipu- 
lations till  he  could  succeed  in  obtaining  less  rigorous  terms.  Or 
might  he  not  resort  to  a  sham  marriage  ?  His  creed  taught  him  to 
have  no  scruples  in  such  an  undertaking.  Falsehood,  both  of  word 
and  deed,  was  the  fiuniliar  instrument  of  his  purposes.  The  only 
question  with  him  was  whether  Julia  were  not  too  sharpsighted  to 
be  imposed  upon.  But  at  all  events  he  could  lose  nothing  by  making 
the  attempt.  If  he  failed,  no  harm  was  done  ;  if  he  succeeded,  ho 
should  have  won  a  charming  mistress. 

Accordingly,  the  next  day,  after  he  had  again  secured  an  uninter- 
rupted interview,  by  means  similar  to  those  previously  employed,  he 
professed  to  Julia  his  eagerness  to  secure  her  as  his  own  for  life, 
complained  that  she  would  not  wait  yesterday  to  hear  him  out,  pro- 
tested that  he  never  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and,  in  fact,  so  over- 
acted his  part  as  to  excite  Julia's  suspicions  of  the  truth.  But  she 
suffered  no  sign  of  her  doubt  to  escape  her ;  on  the  contrary,  her 
whole  manner  softened  at  once,  she  acknowledged  her  affection  for 
him  in  the  most  winning  terms,  and  promised  that  her  devotion  to 
his  happiness  should  be  such  as  never  to  allow  him  for  a  moment  to 
repent  the  generous  confidence  with  which  he  had  treated  her. 

This  interview  was  followed  by  several  others  in  which  the  lovers 
arranged  their  plans.  Meanwhile  they  averted  all  suspicion  from 
themselves  by  using  Dulcimer  as  a  blind.  He  consented,  at  Arm- 
strong's request,  to  pay  more  attention  than  formerly  to  Julia. 
When  in  Colonel  Sackbnt's  presence,  he  would  fetch  her  shawl,  pick 
up  her  handkerchief,  and  perform  such  other  peiits  soins  as  were  sug- 
gested by  his  friend.  His  attempts  at  gallantry  were  so  awkward 
that  they  did  not  excite  any  very  lively  feelings  of  jealousy  in  his 
6hief ;  yet  they  screened  the  true  conspirator  and  rendered  the  colo- 
nel well  pleased  to  accept  every  proposal  of  Dulcimer's  for  a  ride,  a 
game  at  billiards,  or  a  bachelor  dinner,  and  thus  kept  him  out  of  the 
way  whenever  it  was  desirable  to  do  so. 

6* 
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To  Annstrong's  entreatieB  urging  her  to  fix  a  speedy  day  for  their 
flight,  Julia  uniformly  replied^  that  she  should  be  ready  and  willing 
to  unite  her  destiny  to  his,  so  soon  as  he  should  have  proTided  the 
marriage  licence,  and  fixed  upon  the  church  where  the  ceremony  was 
to  be  performed.  She  willingly  consented  to  conceal  the  marriage  ; 
upon  the  plea,  alleged  by  Armstrong,  that  it  would  ruin  his  pros- 
pects to  acknowledge  it  before  his  father's  death. 

After  some  discussion  it  was  arranged  that  the  marriage  should 
take  place  in  the  secluded  village  of  Llangwby,  among  the  Welsh 
mountains,  near  Llangollen  ;  with  which  Armstrong  had  become 
acquainted  in  his  fly-fishing  excursions.  It  was  also  determined  that 
Armstrong  should  get  six  weeks'  leave  of  absence,  and  should  depart 
from  Chester  a  fortnight  before  Julia's  elopement ;  and  that,  still 
further  to  avert  suspicion,  he  should  profess  to  start  for  York,  and 
should  leave  Chester  by  the  Liverpool  train.  This  he  would  quit 
half-way  to  the  last-named  town  ;  and,  striking  across  the  country, 
would  be  ferried  over  the  mouth  of  the  Dee,  and  so  reach  Llangwby 
by  lonely  mountain  roads,  where  there  was  no  danger  of  his  encoun- 
tering an  acquaintance.  After  obtaining  his  marriage  licence  he  was 
to  transmit  it  to  Dulcimer,  who  undertook  to  give  it  to  Julia ;  and 
this  was  to  be  the  signal  for  her  elopement. 

In  the  arrangement  and  execution  of  all  this  there  appeared  to  be 
no  difficulty,'  and  up  to  a  certain  point  all  went  smoothly  ;  but  when 
Armstrong,  after  the  necessary  interval,  called  upon  the  surrogate 
at  Llangollen  to  obtain  a  licence,  he  found  to  his  surprise  and  dis- 
may, that  it  was  necessary  to  take  oath,  not  only  that  he  had 
resided  for  a  fortnight  at  the  parish  where  he  intended  to  marry, 
but  also  that  he,  Qeorge  Frederick  Armstrong,  had  attained  the 
age  of  twenty-one  years.  This  discovery  broke  upon  him  by  degrees, 
so  that  he  was  led  at  first  to  suppose  that  a  simple  lie  would  suffice, 
and  then  compelled  to  back  it  by  perjury  ;  for  the  surrogate  began 
with  observing  in  a  questioning  tone  : 

'^  Of  course,  sir,  you  are  aware  I  cannot  grant  a  licence  to  a  minor 
without  the  consent  of  his  parents  or  guardians  ?" 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  Armstrong,  who  had  not  been  aware  of 
anything  of  the  kind  till  that  moment. 

''  Then,  sir,  I  am  to  understand  that  you  have  attained  yon  mi^jor- 
ity  ?"  pursued  the  official. 
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"  Undoabtedlj  you  are,  sir,"  returned  Armstrong  in  a  more 
confident  tone,  for  he  knew  that  he  looked  at  least  two  years  older 
than  he  was. 

"  Then,  sir,  yon  will  be  so  good  as  to  take  this  oath,"  continued 
the  surrogate,  and  in  another  minute  Armstrong  had,  by  a  sort  of 
ineyitable  necessity,  committed  perjury. 

This  disgusted  him  a  good  deal ;  not  that  he  had  the  least  objec- 
tion to  violate  the  third  commandmant ;  for  he  had  fully  arriyed  at 
that  enlightened  state  of  mind  (to  which  the  profound  M.  Auguste 
Gomte  hopes  to  bring  the  world)  wherein  ^*Vidie  de  DieuP  is  entirely 
eliminated.  So  that,  as  far  as  his  own  conyictions  went,  he  would 
quite  as  willingly  blaspheme  his  Creator  as  not.  But  he  had  a  salu- 
tary dislike  of  exposing  himself  to  the  penalties  of  the  law,  and  he 
was  aware  that,  by  the  law  of  England,  peijury  is  a  highly  penal 
offence.  He  was,  therefore,  exceedingly  annoyed  when  he  thus 
found  himself  forced,  as  it  were,  into  conmiitting  it.  But  the  thing 
was  done,  and  there  was  no  undoing  it ;  so  he  paid  for  his  licence 
and  comforted  himself  with  the  reflection  that  it  was  almost  impossi- 
ble he  should  ever  be  detected. 

On  the  same  day  he  forwarded  to  Chester  the  document  for  which 
he  had  incurred  so  unpleasant  a  risk  ;  and  then  prepared  to  receive 
his  bride  by  return  of  post. 

The  wedding  which  he  was  preparing  for  her,  however,  was  not 
exactly  such  as  she  had  demanded.  It  is  true  that  it  was  to  be  cele- 
brated under  a  genuine  licence,  in  a  parish-cburch,  and  between  the 
two  parties  designated  under  their  true  names  ;  but,  in  order  to  make 
a  genuine  marriage,  there  is  a  fourth  requisite — namely,  that  the  cere- 
mony shall  be  performed  by  a  genuine  clergyman,  or  other  officer 
legally  appointed  for  the  purpose.  This  last  condition  Armstrong 
intended  to  elude. 

With  this  view,  he  made  acquaintance  with  the  sexton  of 
Dangwby,  whom  he  found  one  day  engaged  in  digging  a  grave. 
After  sounding  him  a  little,  he  discovered  that  the  man,  like  most 
of  his  craft,  was  a  knave  in  gprain,  and  willing  to  undertake  any  job 
that  he  was  well  paid  for,  without  troubling  himself  with  conscien- 
tious scruples.  Indeed,  it  may  be  observed  that  a  constant  familiar- 
ity with  death,  if  it  does  not  make  a  man  very  good,  will  make  him 
very  bad — nnce  those  objects  and  ideas,  which  fill  other  men  with 
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reTerential  awe,  moBt  lose  the  power  to  strike  or  moye  him  ;  and 
that  which  creates  solemnity  in  the  noyice,  often  breeds  profaneness 
in  the  initiated.  The  sexton  of  Llangwbj  exemplified  this  general 
observation,  and  was  a  very  groYclling  specimen  of  hnmanity — a 
ready-made  tool  for  any  rognery  which  promised  to  be  remnnera- 
tire. 

To  this  man  Armstrong  explained  that  he  had  a  large  bet  depend- 
ing upon  his  success  in  a  frolic,  in  which  he  (the  sexton)  might  help 
him,  if  he  wished  to  gain  five  pounds.  The  gravedigger's  eyes  glis- 
tened at  the  mention  of  such  wealth,  for  the  som  was  eqoal  to  the 
whole  yearly  gain  of  his  sextonship.  Armstrong  proceeded  to  ask 
him  whether  he  could  read  the  prayer-book  fluently,  for  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  have  some  one  who  could  do  so,  in  order 
to  win  his  bet.  The  sexton  answered  that  he  did  not  know  his  let- 
ters, but  added  that  the  clerk  could  read  "  beantifhl,"  and  would  be 
glad  to  join  in  anything  that  a  gentleman  wanted,  "  who  paid  so 
handsome  as  his  honour."  After  a  moment's  consideration,  Arm- 
strong went  on  to  explain  that  he  would  give  another  five  pounds  to 
the  clerk,  if  he  would  come  to  the  church  at  eleven  o'clock  on  the 
following  Tuesday,  dress  himself  in  the  surplice,  and  read  the  marriage 
service  over  a  couple  who  would  present  themselves  before  him.  The 
sexton  undertook  for  the  clerk  that  he  would  gladly  accept  the  terms, 
and  be  punctual  to  the  appointment ;  and  in  the  course  of  the  same 
afternoon  he  called  at  Armstrong's  lodgings,  and  informed  him  that 
the  bargain  was  struck,  and  that  the  clerk  would  not  fail  to  come. 
Armstrong  was  contented  with  this  assurance,  and  thought  it  wiser 
not  to  seek  an  interview  with  the  clerk  ;  for  it  was  obviously  better 
to  have  as  few  confidants  as  possible. 

Julia,  meanwhile,  unconscious  of  these  manoBuvres,  yet  not  alto- 
gether free  from  doubts,  prepared  all  things  for  her  departure. 
First,  she  despatched  a  box  containing  her  dresses  and  other  valua- 
ble effects  to  the  railway  office  in  Liverpool,  to  be  kept  till  called 
for  ;  then  she  packed  up  in  a  small  bundle,  which  she  might  carry 
on  her  arm,  the  few  things  she  wanted  for  immediate  use.  Finally, 
on  Tuesday  morning,  when  the  colonel  was  absent  on  parade,  after 
despatching  her  waiting-maid  on  an  errand  to  get  new-laid  eggs  for 
breakfast  at  a  distant  farmhouse,  she  stole  quietly  down  the  stairs, 
muffled  up  in  a  shabby  cloak  and  close  bonnet,  with  her  face  hidden 
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behind  the  thickest  of  blue  yeils.  She  safely  reached  the  coach-office 
JQst  as  the  Shrewsborj  coach  drew  ap.  In  this  Dulcimer  had  akeady 
taken  her  place  under  an  assumed  name ;  and  she  now  stepped 
quietly  inside,  handed  her  false  name,  written  on  a  slip  of  paper,  to 
the  coachmaD,  when  he  came  to  see  that  all  was  right,  and  in  ten 
mioutes  more  was  off  the  stones  of  Chester. 

In  order  still  further  to  prevent  discovery,  ^er  place  was  taken  to 
Shrewsbury.  But  while  the  coach  was  changing  horses  at  Wrexham, 
she  quietly  slipped  out,  and  walking  down  a  side  street,  with  her 
bundle  on  her  arm,  was  immediately  hidden  from  observation.  No- 
body missed  her,  for  she  had  made  her  exit  while  the  coachman's  back 
was  turned,  and  her  fellow-travellers  supposed  that  she  was  only  a 
passenger  to  Wrexham.  So  the  coach  pursued  its  journey,  and  she 
pursued  her  walk.  After  descending  the  hill  on  which  Wrexham 
stands,  she  took  the  road  leading  to  Minera,  a  mining  village  on  the 
first  slope  of  the  Welsh  hills.  This  place  she  reached  after  little  more 
than  an  hour's  walking,  and  here  she  met  Armstrong,  who  was  wait- 
ing for  her,  by  appointment,  a  little  beyond  the  village,  with  a  pony 
ready  saddled.  On  this  she  mounted,  while  her  lover  walked  beside 
her. 

They  crossed  the  narrow  ridge  of  mountam  which  formerly  was 
the  barrier  between  the  Gymry  and  the  Saxon,  and  descended  by  an 
abrupt  pass,  in  a  secluded  glen,  which  was  screened  from  the  world 
beyond  it  by  a  range  of  lofty  clifife,  stretching,  with  almost  the  con- 
tinuity of  a  wall,  for  several  miles.  The  other  side  of  the  valley  was 
formed  by  steep  banks  of  mountain,  thickly  clothed  with  woods  of 
ash  and  silver-birch,  and  broken  here  and  there  by  ravines,  down 
which  brooks  were  gurgling  over  slaty  pebbles. 

Down  this  lovely  vale  the  lovers  sauntered,  till  they  arrived,  a  little 
before  eleven  o'clock,  within  sight  of  the  solitary  tower  of  Llangwby. 
The  little  church  stood  nearly  a  mile  from  the  village  to  which  it 
l)eIonged,  as  is  the  case  with  so  many  of  the  country  churches  in  Wales ; 
and  this  circumstance  had  led  to  its  selection  by  Armstrong,  for  it  was 
in  the  highest  degree  improbable  that  during  the  working  hours  of  a 
weekday  any  intruders  would  come  so  far,  and  interrupt  his  scheme. 

Tliey  now  pushed  forward  rapidly,  and  on  entering  the  church 
found  everything  ready  for  the  commencement  of  the  service.  The 
clergyman  (real  or  apparent)  stood  at  the  altar,  clad  in  a  durty  snr- 
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plice,  with  a  beard  of  two  days'  growth,  and  beside  him  was  the  sex- 
ton, prepared  (apparently)  to  enact  the  character  of  clerk. 

Armstrong  led,  Julia  hastily  forward  over  the  uneven  surface  of 
broken  pavement  and  muddy  earth,  which  was  the  only  flooring  of 
the  nave,  till  they  reached  the  rickety  and  worm-eaten  rails  which 
enclosed  the  altar.  There  Julia  handed  him  the  licence,  which  he 
had  forgotten,  but  which  she,  with  more  foresight,  had  kept  next  her 
heart  since  the  moment  she  received  it.  Armstrong  passed  it  over 
to  the  minister,  and  repelled,  with  an  indignant  frown,  the  gestores 
of  the  sexton,  who  seemed  anxious  to  communicate  with  him,  and 
chose  that  most  inopportune  moment  for  calling  attention  to  their 
quaintance.  Then  the  service  began,  and  was  gabbled  over,  with 
rapid  utterance  and  with  a  strong  Welsh  accent,  in  an  incredibly 
short  space  of  time. 

The  happy  couple  rose  from  their  knees,  now  duly  pronounced  man 
and  wife,  and  were  forthwith  summoned  mto  the  vestry,  to  sign  their 
names  in  the  registry.  This  Armstrong  thought  was  carrying  the 
farce  too  far,  although  he  did  not  doubt  that  the  clerk  intended 
to  tear  the  leaf  out  afterwards,  a  supposition  which  was  confirmed 
by  his  observing  that  the  entry  stood  at  the  top  of  a  new  page. 

The  bridegroom  took  the  opportunity,  while  his  wife  was  signing, 
to  pay  the  promised  fee  of  £5  to  the  officiating  clerk  (whose  grate- 
fnl  and  emphatic  exclamation  alarmed  him,  lest  it  should  arouse  his 
bride's  suspicions) ;  he  then  turned  to  the  sexton,  and  gave  him  the 
same  sum,  accordmg  to  their  agreement.  At  this  moment  Julia  had 
completed  her  signature,  and  took  the  arm  of  her  husband,  who  once 
more  with  difficulty  checked  the  officious  forwardness  of  the  sexton, 
in  attempting  to  thrust  himself  upon  their  notice.  As  they  left  the 
church  the  man  again  followed  them,  and  touching  Armstrong's  arm, 
asked  when  he  might  speak  to  him. 

"  Never,  you  d— d  fool,''  exclaimed  the  uritated  bridegroom.  "  If 
you  are  not  satisfied  with  your  fee,  I  shan't  give  you  more." 

So  saying,  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  leaving  the  gravedigger 
silenced  and  discomfited. 

How  often  in  after  years  did  Armstrong  curse  the  folly  which 
had  induced  him  to  spurn  the  first  telegraphic  signal  of  his  hum- 
ble agent.  Had  he  attended  to  his  warning,  he  might  even  at  the 
eleventh  hour  have  retreated  unwedded  from  the  altar.    As  it  was, 
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the  biter  was  bit,  and  the  hunter  had  fallen  into  the  trap  which  he 
had  prepared  for  his  qaarrj.  For  in  trath,  the  officiating  minister  who 
had  read  the  eervice  over  the  pair  was  really  the  parish  priest  of 
Uangwbj,  and  George  Frederick  Armstrong  had  truly  and  legally 
taken  Julia  Smith  to  be  his  wedded  wife,  for  better  for  worse,  for 
richer  for  poorer,  till  death  should  them  part. 

This  was  owing  to  Julia's  prudent  foresight.  When  she  received 
the  licence  from  Dulcimer,  and  learnt  the  hour  fixed  for  the  wedding, 
she  took  the  precaution  of  writing  at  once  to  the  clergyman  of 
Llangwby,  requesting  him  to  be  at  the  church  at  half-past  ten 
o'clock  on  the  appointed  day,  to  celebrate  a  wedding,  but  begging 
him  in  the  meantime  not  to  say  anything  about  the  matter  to  any 
one.  If  Armstrong  was  octiag  fairly,  she  knew  that  this  letter  would 
do  no  harm,  and  would  only  seem  to  spring  from  her  own  anxiety  to 
have  eyerything  in  readiness  ;  but  if  foul  play  were  intended,  it  must 
inevitably  be  defeated. 

Thus  it  happened  that  on  Thursday  morning,  just  as  the  clerk  was 
about  to  start  for  the  church  on  his  own  account,  he  received  a  sum- 
mons to  accompany  his  pastor  thither.  The  clerk  was  a  cautious  man, 
and  feared  that  something  unpleasant  might  occur  ;  so  he  pretended 
an  engagement  on  his  farm,  and  asked  the  clergyman  to  take  the 
sexton  with  him  instead.  This  was  done,  and  thus  all  seemed  right 
to  the  deluded  Armstrong,  nor  did  anything  occur  to  confirm  Julia's 
suspicions  that  his  intentions  had  been  treacherous.  On  the  con- 
trary, she  retired  from  the  church  convinced  that  he  was  weaker 
than  she  had  supposed,  and  that  his  affection  for  her  was  more  genu- 
ine than  she  had  believed. 

They  had  determined  to  spend  the  first  week  of  their  honeymoon 
in  a  farm-house  that  stood  in  a  romantic  portion  of  the  vale  of  Dee, 
about  twelve  miles  from  Llangwby.  Afterwards  they  were  to  pass 
three  weeks  upon  a  tour  in  North  Wales,  and  thence  Julia  was  to 
return  alone  to  Craig-y-Nant  (so  the  farm  was  called),  that  she 
might  be  within  reach  of  Armstrong,  who  would  be  then  compelled 
to  resume  his  military  duties  at  Chester. 

At  Craig-y-Nant  Armstrong  spent  three  days  in  a  state  of  tri- 
umphant felicity — such  felicity,  at  least,  as  guilty  and  selfish  volup- 
tiiiousness  can  bestow.  On  the  fourth  day  his  dream  was  rudely 
broken.     It  was  Sunday,  and  Julia  had  determined  to  go  to  mom- 


112  PKKVKK8ION. 

ing  senrice  at  the  church  ;  for  though  she  had  no  sense  of  religion 
that  deserved  the  name,  she  had  a  sort  of  superstition  which 
prompted  her  to  return  thanks  for  the  good  fortune  that  had  rescued 
her  from  her  former  state  of  degradation.  Armstrong  excused  him- 
self from  accompanying  her,  but  consented  to  attend  her  as  far  as 
the  church-door,  and  promised  to  return  in  time  to  escort  her  home. 
They  were  too  early  at  th^  church,  but  as  Armstrong,  having  his 
fishmg-rod  in  his  hand,  did  not  wish  to  attract  needless  observation 
from  the  assembling  congregation,  he  left  Julia  in  a  pew,  and 
strolled  down  the  hill  towards  the  brook.  To  his  astonishment,  as 
he  was  leaving  the  church-yard,  it  was  entered  from  the  opposite 
comer  by  a  man  dressed  in  cassock  and  bands,  whom  he  instantly 
recognised  as  the  supposed  clerk  who  had  officiated  at  the  wedding. 

"  Who  is  that  gentleman  ?"  he  asked,  pointing  as  he  spoke  to  the 
object  of  his  curiosity,  and  inquiring  of  a  portly  old  farmer  who  was 
getting  over  the  stile. 

"  That  be  the  parson  of  Llangwby,  your  honour,"  was  the  reply  ; 
"  he  does  our  parson's  work  when  t'other  is  away." 

"  What  I  do  you  mean  that  man  is  really  a  clergyman  ?" 
exclaimed  Armstrong,  with  a  voice  and  manner  which  almost  terri- 
fied the  farmer,  who  answered  in  amazement — 

"  Why,  Lord  bless  your  honor,  what  else  could  he  be  ?" 

Suppressing  with  a  strong  effort  the  volley  of  execrations  that  was 
bursting  from  his  lips,  Armstrong  waited  no  further  questioning,  but 
plunged  down  the  hill  at  a  rate  which  caused  the  farmer  to  look  after 
him  with  some  apprehensions  as  to  his  sanity. 

When  he  was  hidden  in  the  glen,  he  abandoned  himself  to  a 
paroxysm  of  fury.  He  broke  his  fishing-rod  in  pieces,  and  stamped 
upon  the  fragments  ;  he  consigned  himself,  his  wife,  the  sexton,  the 
clerk,  and  the  clergyman  to  the  infernal  powers,  with  anathemas  and 
blasphemies,  various  and  reiterated,  too  horrible  to  be  detailed  ;  he 
called  upon  the  author  of  evil,  in  whose  existence  he  disbelieved,  in 
accents  of  the  bitterest  anguish. 

'^  That  he  should  be  outwitted  I  that  all  his  plans  in  life  should  be 
disconcerted  !  that  he  should  be  baffled  by  that  prostitute  I  But, 
after  all,  was  it  she  who  had  outwitted  him,  or  was  it  caused  by 
some  infernal  accident  or  stupidity  ?  How  should  he  find  out  ?  And 
yet,  after  all,  what  mattered  the  how  and  why  ?    No  inquiries  could 
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mend  the  damnable  fact  that  he,  George  Armstrong,  was  married — 
yes,  marriid ! — to  his  Colonel's  mistress  I" 

Then  he  stamped  ap  and  down  the  glen,  making  those  peacefhl 
difls  echo  the  unwonted  sounds  of  human  rage  ;  and  ever  and  anon 
he  broke  out  afresh  with  the  despairing  exclamation,  "  Till  death  us 
do  part  I — till  death  do  us  part  1" 

At  last  these  words,  as(  he  repeated  them,  seemed  to  suggest  a 
new  thought.     He  paused  ;  then  walked  more  slowly. 

''  Death  !"  he  said  to  himself ;  "  jes,  death  may  part  us,  after  all. 
And  why  should  I  shrink  from  the  idea  7  I  hare  no  superstitious 
objection  to  avafl  myself  of  any  natural  laws  which  may  carry  out 
my  wiH  :  I  do  not  tremble  at  adopting  the  proper  means  for  arrest- 
ing the  circulation  of  the  animal  fluids.  What  is  it,  after  all,  more 
tha6  the  performance  of  any  other  experiment  in  animal  chemistry  ? 
But  still  there  may  be  other  means,  and  that  always  InTolves  risk. 
Well,  it  shall  be  my  last  resource  ;  but,  at  all  events,  I  can  resort 
to  it  if  need  be.  And  now  let  me  control  myself.  She  must  not  see 
me  agitated ;  she  must  not  think  i  hare  found  out  anything  new. 
Ko,  I  won't  ask  the  clerk  or  sexton  :  it  can  serve  no  purpose,  and 
may  lead  them  to  make  mischievous  inquiries.  But  she  shall  leave 
this  place  to-morrow,  and  we  will  never  return  to  it.  I  must  find 
lodgings  for  her  in  some  other  spot  upon  the  border.  After  all,  she 
is  very  charming — she  was  worth  running  some  risk  for — and,  if  -i 
must  ever  disencumber  myself  of  her,  it  shall  not  be  yet.'' 

Consoling  himself  as  best  he  might  with  such  thoughts,  he  strolled 
down  the  brook  to  its  junction  with  the  Dec,  and  thence  striking 
upwards,  he  took  a  long  circuit  among  the  hills  to  recover  his 
composure. 

He  did  not  return  to  Craig-y-Nant  till  late,  and  found  Julia  almost 
inclined  to  pout  at  his  neglect ;.  but  he  explained  to  her  that  he  had 
met  with  a  bad  fall  down  one  of  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  m  which  he 
had  broken  his  fishing-rod  and  sprained  his  leg.  A  fragment  of  the 
rod,  and  a  limp,  which  he  assumed  for  the  next  two  days,  justified 
his  assertion. 

On  the  following  morning  they  started  on  their  tour,  and  spent 
the  next  three  weeks  in  Snowdonia,  without  any  further  incident 
arising  to  disturb  thdr  harmony. 
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On  ^/Mf  ^yening  of  a  September  day,  three  months  after  the  wed- 
ded pair  had  left  the  valley  of  the  Dee,  a  huge  and  heayy-laden 
steamer  was  seen  wambling  up  the  mouth  of  the  MississippL  It 
puffed  and  snorted  by  innumerable  islands  of  mud  and  reeds,  start- 
ling the  clumsy  alligators  which  were  slumbering  on  their  beds  of 
slime. 

The  passengers  watched  with  interest  the  enormous  natural  rafts 
of  drift-wood  which  they  passed,  consisting  of  myriads  of  logs,  the 
spoil  of  the  primeval  forests  of  a  continent,  which  here  had  been 
coagulated  together  by  mud  and  rubbish.  Some  of  these  formed 
floating  islands,  already  covered  with  alluvial  soil,  upon  which  a 
new  vegetation  was  springing  up,  adorning  the  old  trunks  vrith 
leaves  and  flowers  not  their  own. 

Through  this  chaotic  archipelago  the  vessel  threaded  its  way  to 
the  main  stream  where  the  great  father  of  waters  pours  his  vast  cur- 
rent along  a  single  channel.  On  either  side  spread  an  enormous 
plain,  extending  far  beyond  the  horizon,  and  rich  with  cultivation. 
Here  was  seen  the  dark  and  juicy  foliage  of  the  tobacco  plant — 
there,  the  soft,  white  balls  of  the  cotton  tree — there,  the  light  green 
of  the  sugar  cane.  All  this  the  voyagers  commanded  from  the  deck, 
for  the  level  of  the  stream  on  which  they  glided  was  higher  than 
that  of  the  surrounding  land,  which  was  only  protected  from  inundsr 
tion  by  strong  embankments.  It  was  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  the 
cultivated  ground  was  occasionally  interrupted  by  enormous  swamps. 

At  length,  over  one  of  these  morasses,  they  beheld  the  distant 
spires  of  New  Orleans  ;  and  upon  rounding  another  bend  of  the 
river  the  town  itself  rose  from  the  water  in  their  sight,  with  its 
strange  medley  of  architecture,  which  may  be  divided,  like  its  popu- 
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lation,  into  French,  Spanish,  Yankee,  and  Creole.  Through  imia- 
merable  merchant  ships,  steamers,  and  flat-boats,  the  yessel  paddled 
slowly  to  her  station  beside  the  quay. 

Then  followed  the  nsnal  bustle  which  attends  the  arriyal  of  a 
transatlantic  steamer,  for  the  packet  had  come  from  Liyerpool.  6er 
deck  was  speedily  coyered  with  costom-honse  ofiBcers,  mmmaging 
over  the  Inggage,  negro  porters  seeking  to  conyey  it  on  shore,  and 
agents  of  the  different  hotels,  touting  for  lodgers.  In  the  midst  of 
this  tnmnlt  the  stewards  of  the  steamer  were  elbowing  their  way  to 
collect  their  dnes  from  relactant  passengers,  and  fierce  were  the  dis- 
putes which  ensued  upon  the  items  of  their  charges. 

On  one  side,  a  fat  Irish  woman  with  a  rumpled  bonnet  and  rubi- 
cund nose  was  declaring  that  nothing  should  induce  her  to  pay  for 
all  these  tumblers  of  brandy  and  water  ;  "  it  was  a  liquor  she  neyer 
touched  ;  she  might,  perhaps,  haye  ordered  one  tumbler  when  first 
they  left  the  Mersey,  just  to  keep  off  the  say  sickness,  but  she  was 
sure  she  neyer  had  two,  let  alone  two  dozen." 

In  another  comer  of  the  deck,  a  lanky  Virginian  with  a  mahogany 
complexion  and  bilious  eyes,  was  representing  to  the  captain  the 
scandalousness  of  charging  for  soda-water  when  the  company  pro- 
fessed to  supply  their  passengers  with  eyery  luxury  of  the  table  for 
their  passage-money. 

The  din  and  confusion  of  the  scene  were  increased  by  the  jabber 
of  many  languages  at  once  ;  for  the  yessel  had  brought  oyer  the 
usual  throng  of  German  emigrants,  and  her  steerage  was  likewise 
crowded  with  Mormon  conyerts  ;  some  from  Wales  who  yociferated 
and  gesticulated  to  one  another  in  their  natiye  Cambrian  speech  ; 
others  from  Denmark  and  &om  Sweden,  who  expressed  their  impa- 
tience more  patiently  in  tjhe  tongues  of  Scandinayia. 

Passing  quietly  through  this  Babel,  two  persons,  who  were  among 
the  earliest  ready  to  get  ashore,  moyed  towards  the  plank  which 
(X>nnected  the  yessel  with  the  quay,  followed  by  a  black,  who  car- 
ried the  small  quantity  of  Inggage  which  they  seemed  to  own.  The 
first  was  a  young  man  of  strong  build  and  military  bearing,  whose 
black  whiskers  and  monstachios  could  not  conceal  the  trace  of  a 
seyere  and  recent  wound  which  had  lacerated  his  cheek.  Uc  was 
followed  by  a  lady,  who,  rejecting  the  offered  assistance  of  his  hand 
to  lead  her  oyer  the  pkink,  walked  steadily  across  unaided.    She  had 
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her  Teil  vp,  and  showed  the  featnres  of  a  very  handsome  brunette, 
whose  n^id  ^aiiees  wandering  from  point  to  point  seemed  to  appre- 
ciate the  admiration  which  her  face  and  figure,  aided  bj  a  very 
coquettish  dress,  evidently  exeited  among  the  crowd  through  which 
she  passed.  As  she  stqiped  upon  dry  Und,  she  took  the  arm  of  her 
husband,  for  such  he  seemed,  and,  crossing  the  wharf  together,  they 
entered  a  big  and  staring  hotel  which  fronted  the  luiding-place. 

The  pair  were  none  other  than  Armstrong  and  his  bride.  But  in 
order  to  account  for  their  sudden  appearance  in  this  new  scene,  we 
most  briefly  explain  the  change  in  their  fortunes  which  had  occurred 
since  the  beginning  of  their  wedding  tour. 

When  first  the  elopement  of  Colonel  Sackbut's  fair  mistress 
became  known,  it  excited  an  immense  sensation  in  the  regiment. 
No  one  knew  whom  to  suspect  as  her  seducer.  Nay,  there  were 
some  who  did  not  believe  she  had  eloped  at  all,  but  explained  her 
disappearance  by  resorting  to  the  hypothesis  of  suicide,  caused  by 
disgust  at  her  position,  or  dislike  of  the  Colonel. 

The  worthy  conunander  himself  was  in  transports  of  rage  and 
vexation.  His  first  suspicions  fell  on  Dulcimer,  but  as  the  latter  re- 
mained quietly  at  his  post,  and  showed  no  symptoms  of  alteration 
in  hi»  usual  habits,  this  idea  was  abandoned.  Armstrong  had  been 
gone  so  long  before,  that  no  one  thought  of  fixing  the  charge  upon 
his  shoulders.  Dulcimer  kept  the  secret  faithfuUy,  although  when 
he  was  talked  to  on  the  subject,  he  now  and  then  betrayed  a  ner- 
vous consciousness  which  puzzled  his  hearers  and  tended  to  keep 
alive  some  femt  suspicions  against  himself.  Thus  matters  went  on 
for  three^  weeks,  while  all  search  after  the  missing  damsel  proved 
fruitiess  ;  for  no  one  had  seen  her  get  into  the  Shrewsbury  coach, 
so  that  all  possibility  of  tracing  her  was  lost. 

But  it  happened  that  on  a  certain  day,  during  the  race  week, 
there  was  unusual  conviviality  at  mess ;  for  a  bet  between  two 
of  the  officers  had  compelled  the  loser  to  supply  a  couple  of  dozen 
of  champagne  for  the  general  benefit.  As  the  evening  advanced. 
Dulcimer  reached  the  communicative  and  confidential  stage  of 
inebriety,  and,  being  plied  with  questions,  and  led  on  by  compli- 
ments, he  at  last  betrayed  all  he  knew  of  the  affttir. 

A  few  days  afterwards  Armstrong  re-appeared,  and  was  immedi- 
-^'^i*  challenged  by  the  Colonel.    They  met,  and  the  consequences 
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had  weU^iigli  proved  &tal  to  the  offending  party ;  for  Mb  antago- 
nist's ball  grazed  his  left  cheek  bone.  Nor  did  the  Colonel  escape 
flcathless ;  for  his  right  arm  was  so  seyerely  shattered  bj  Arm- 
strong's ballet,  as  to  render  ampatation  necessary. 

This  affair  led  to  an  inyestigation  by  the  anthorities  of  the  Horse 
Gnards,  the  result  of  which  was  that  Armstrong  was  desired  to  sell 
oat.  He  was  confined  to  his  room  for  nearly  a  month  before  his 
wound  was  healed  ;  and  when  he  rose  from  bed,  he  found  his  pro- 
fessional career  cut  short,  and  his  character  iojured  by  his  implica- 
tion in  a  discreditable  intrigue.  To  add  to  the  gloom  of  his  pros- 
pects, he  received  a  letter  from  his  father,  forbidding  him  his  house, 
and  utterly  casting  him  off ;  so  that  the  iS800  which  he  received 
for  his  commission  seemed  to  be  the  only  provision  he  was  ever 
likely  to  obtain  either  for  the  present  or  the  future. 

He  had,  however,  one  string  still  left  unbroken  to  his  bow.  He 
was  the  favourite  nephew  and  godson  of  his  mother's  only  brother, 
an  old-fashioned  squireen  (half  farmer  half  gentleman)  of  the  name 
of  Archer,  who  possessed  a  small  ancestral  property  in  Westmore- 
land, and  had  no  children  of  his  own.  The  old  man  had  often 
hinted  that  he  meant  to  leave  his  acres  to  George  ;  and  Armstrong's 
strongest,  and,  indeed,  only  hope,  was  now  in  the  fulfilment  of  these 
intimations. 

He,  therefore,  hurried  down  to  Westmoreland  as  soon  as  he  was 
able  to  move,  and  gave  his  uncle  such  an  account  of  the  misfortunes 
which  had  befallen  him,  as  to  forestall  less  favourable  accounts 
which  might  subsequently  reach  his  ears.  The  old  man  had  much 
family  pride  and  keen  affections,  and  he  was  inclined  by  both  to 
side  with  Ills  nephew,  and  to  adopt  his  representation  as  the  true 
version  of  the  occurrence.  He  readily  looked  upon  him  as  the 
victim  of  official  partiality  and  aristocratic  tyranny,  and  resolved 
to  do  what  he  could  to  back  him  up. 

Of  course  Armstrong  carefully  concealed  from  his  uncle  the 
extent  of  his  Uaison  with  Julia,  which  he  presented  as  only  a 
passing  affair,  now  entirely  at  an  end.  And  the  old  yeoman,  whose 
morality  was  not  very  rigid,  did  not  think  mnch  worse  of  his  nephew 
for  having  cut  out  the  Colonel  in  a  love  affair.  He  was  also  flattered 
by  the  yoong  man's  deferential  manner  of  asking  his  advice  as  to 
his  ftitore  plans. 
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ArmstroDg's  design  was  (he  said)  to  emigrate  to  America,  and 
offer  his  services  to  the  States  in  the  Mexican  war,  which  was  at 
that  time  raging.  He  reminded  his  uncle  of  the  way  in  which  Lord 
Dundonald,  when  deprived  of  his  rank  by  an  unjust  sentence,  had 
abandoned  his  native  land,  and  vindicated  his  name  and  reputation 
by  the  valour  which  he  displayed  under  the  flag  of  Brazil  ;  and  he 
declared  his  own  resolution  never  to  return  till  he  had  shown  him- 
self worthy  of  the  commission  so  infamously  taken  from  him. 

Mr.  Archer  was  delighted  with  his  godson's  spirited  resolution, 
and  gave  him  a  hundred  pounds  towards  the  expenses  of  his  outfit. 
He  also  desired  to  have  the  name  of  his  agent  at  New  York, 
that  he  might  always  be  able  to  communicate  with  him  ;  and,  when 
he  dismissed  him  with  his  blessing,  expressed  a  sanguine  hope  that 
he  might  welcome  him  back,  crowned  with  laurels,  to  his  native 
shore. 

Armstrong  was  partly  sincere  in  the  above  exposition  of  his  plans. 
He  thought  that  America  held  out  a  better  prospect  of  success  to  a 
man  like  himself — poor,  energetic,  and  unscrupulous — than  any 
European  country.  He  believed  that  he  might  do  more  there  than 
elsewhere  with  his  little  capital ;  and  he  felt  no  doubt  that  he  should 
find  an  immediate  opportunity  of  employnfent  in  the  Mexican  war, 
in  which  occasions  might  offer  for  further  advancement. 

But  his  principal  reason  for  wishing  to  emigrate  was  his  anxiety 
to  interpose  the  Atlantic  between  his  wife  and  his  uncle.  He  knew 
that  if  the  old  gentleman  should  once  discover  the  marriage,  he 
would  instantly  disinherit  him  ;  and  he  felt  that,  so  long  as  he 
remained  in  England,  there  were  a  thousand  risks  that  Julia  might 
find  out  his  relationship  to  Mr.  Archer,  although  he  had  as  yet  care- 
fully concealed  it  from  her,  and  had  represented  himself  as  having 
no  prospects  except  from  his  profession. 

This  fear  of  discovery  was,  indeed,  the  only  reason  why  Arm- 
strong did  not  abandon  his  wife,  and  emigrate  without  her.  For 
his  transient  passion  for  her  had  already  worn  itself  out,  and  she 
was  nothing  but  a  burden  and  weariness  to  him.  But  had  he 
deserted  her,  he  knew  that  her  first  step  would  be  to  proclaim 
their  marriage,  and  establish  it  by  the  production  of  duly  attested 
certificates,  and  this  must  reach  his  ancle's  ears,  and  for  ever  blast 
his  prospects. 
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He  therefore  confided  to  her  his  American  schemes,  and  proposed 
that  she  should  share  his  fortunes  ;  pointing  out  to  her  that  in 
America  her  character  would  not  be  overshadowed,  as  it  must  be 
in  England,  by  unfavourable  antecedents,  but  that  she  would  play 
her  part  without  reproach  as  his  acknowledged  wife.  She  consented, 
after  some  hesitation,  to  accompany  him,  and  they  embarked  at 
Liverpool  without  further  delay. 

On  their  arrival  at  New  Orleans  (a  port  which  they  selected  as 
the  nearest  to  the  seat  of  war),  Armstrong's  first  care  was  to  apply 
to  the  local  representatives  of  the  government,  offering  his  services 
as  a  cavalry  o£Scer  in  the  war  against  Mexico.  He  received  an 
encouraging  reply,  and  for  two  or  three  weeks  was  kept  in  daily 
expectation  of  receiving  his  commission  from  the  central  authorities  at 
Washington.  But  at  the  end  of  that  time  he  got  an  intimation  that 
the  most  recent  news  from  Mexico  led  to  anticipations  of  a  speedy 
peace ;  and  not  long  afterwards  these  expectations  were  realised, 
and  peace  between  the  two  countries  was  concluded. 

Thus  Armstrong's  prospects  of  military  employment  were  again 
blighted.  But  he  had,  in  the  mean  time,  found  other  resources, 
which  enabled  him  to  subsist  for  the  present  without  encroaching 
upon  his  slender  capital. 

We  have  said  that  among  his  fellow-passengers  from  England 
were  many  Mormon  emigrants.  With  the  leading  spirits  of  the  fra- 
ternity Armstrong  had  made  acquaintance  during  the  voyage,  and 
bad  acquired  from  them  all  the  information  he  could  obtain  concem- 
ii^  their  creed  and  practice.  At  first  he  did  this  merely  for  amuse- 
ment, and  out  of  curiosity  ;  for  the  particulars  of  the  wonderful 
exodus  of  the  Mormons  of  Nauvoo,  and  their  successful  colonisation 
of  a  new  state  among  the  Rocky  Mountains,  which  had  just  been 
accomplished,  had  but  lately  transpired,  and  were  as  yet  unknown  to 
the  general  public. 

He  found  that  the  mass  of  the  converts  were,  as  he  had  expected, 
mere  simple  gulls  ;  but  he  soon  discovered  that  one  or  two  of  their 
leaders,  who  superintended  the  emigration  of  the  rest,  were  of  quite 
a  different  stamp.  Shrewdness  and  cunning  were  marked  upon  their 
countenances,  and  although  they  professed  a  profound  belief  in  the 
miraculous  powers  and  inspiration  of  their  murdered  prophet,  Joseph 
Smith,  yet,  as  they  avowed  themselves  free-thinkers  on  all  other  sub- 
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jects,  it  was  hard  not  to  distrnst  their  pretence  of  credulity  on 
this. 

Armstrong,  in  talking  to  these  men,  professed  himself  gradually 
persuaded  by  what  they  urged,  wished  to  hear  more,  borrowed  their 
books,  attended  their  meetings  at  New  Orleans,  and,  at  last,  when 
the  prospect  of  his  commission  vanished,  declared  himself  a  convert. 
He  was  welcomed  enthusiastically,  for  they  had  already  seen  enough 
of  hun  to  appreciate  the  value  of  such  a  proselyte.  Immediately 
after  his  bi^tism  he  was  appointed  sub-editor  of  a  weekly  journal, 
which  had  recently  been  established  at  New  Orleans,  as  the  organ 
of  the  sect,  under  the  name  of  the  Occidental  Star. 

Armstrong's  abilities  had  room  to  display  themselves  in  this  new 
calling,  and  in  a  few  months  he  was  promoted  to  succeed  the  former 
editor  of  the  paper,  who  was  consoled  for  his  displacement  by  being 
sent  upon  a  mission  to  England.  The  editor's  duties  consisted  in 
collecting  and  publishing  the  weekly  reports  of  all  the  official  meet- 
ings of  the  Mormon  church  which  had  taken  place,  either  at  home  or 
abroad,  together  with  intelligence  from  the  metropolis  of  Utah  ;  also 
in  inventing  narratives  of  the  display  of  miraculous  powers  in  the 
church,  such  as  the  healing  of  the  sick,  speaking  in  tongues,  and 
casting  out  devils.  He  was  likewise  required  either  to  collect  or 
extemporise  facts  relating  to  the  missionary  operations  of  the 
society. 

Beside  these  regular  official  tasks,  he  was  expected  to  aid  in 
establishing  new  branches  of  the  church  ;  to  circulate  Mormon  tracts 
and  hymns  ;  to  get  up  collections  for  the  "  Perpetual  Emigration 
Fund  ;"  and  to  attend  all  the  district  meetings  of  the  ''  seventies  " 
and  the  *'  deacons." 

In  return  for  these  exertions  (which  made  his  office  no  smecure) 
he  was  nominated  President  of  the  "  High  Priests'  Quorum  "  in  New 
Orleans,  and  in  that  character  was  entitled  to  receive  the  tithes 
which  were  collected  from  aU  MormoQ  converts  throughout  the  state 
of  Louisiana,  and  to  forward  them  to  the  chief  agent  at  Washing- 
ton. These  tithes  were  primarily  gathered  in  by  the  inferior  **  pre- 
sidents of  conferences,"  and  a  double  account  was  kept,  so  that  a 
check  was  imposed  on  peculation  ;  but  Armstrong  was  entitled  to  a 
per  centage  on  the  amount,  which  added  materially  to  his  small 
income. 
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After  a  few  months  he  receired  directions  to  attend  a  conyention 
of  the  chief  ''presidents  and  councillors''  of  the  United  States, 
which  was  to  assemble  at  Washington ;  and  Jnlia  (it  being  the 
season  of  yellow  ferer  at  New  Orleans)  insisted  upon  accompanying 
hiuL  One  or  more  Mormon  delegates  from  each  of  the  larger  states 
of  the  Union  was  present  at  this  conference,  and  they  held  consulta- 
tions for  a  week  npon  varlons  points  bearing  on  the  interests  of  their 
ehorch. 

In  these  they  arranged  their  missionary  operations  for  the  ensuing 
year,  and  selected  the  missionaries  who  were  to  be  despatched  to  for- 
eign stations  ;  they  regulated  the  districts  of  their  several  "  travel- 
ling bishops/'  who  were  to  gather  in  the  tithes  throughout  the 
Union  ;  they  drew  up  circular  letters  of  advice  to  emigrants  from 
foreign  parts  ;  they  decided  on  measures  for  commissariat  service  on 
behalf  of  the  pilgrims  travelling  to  Utah  from  the  Missouri ;  and 
they  even  descended  to  such  details  as  the  establishment  of  dep6t8 
of  wheel-barrows  and  carts  for  the  poorer  emigrants  at  the  most 
convenient  stations. 

AH  this  business  was  transacted  in  the  most  methodical  and  prao- 
tical  manner,  without  the  slightest  trace  of  fanaticism,  and,  indeed, 
without  the  pretence  of  any  religious  feeling  whatever. 

Meanwhile  they  lived  at  the  best  hotel  at  Washington,  fared 
sumptuously  every  day,  and  spent  their  evenings  either  in  convivial 
pleasures,  or  at  the  theatres,  billiard  tables,  and  gaming-houses  of 
the  dty. 

The  representative  of  the  church  at  Washington  presided  over 
the  meeting,  and  took  the  leading  part.  He  went  by  the  appropriate 
name  of  Lyman,  and  was  a  man  of  some  ability  and  more  cunning. 
His  forehead  was  broad  but  low,  and  to  increase  its  apparent  height  • 
the  red  locks  which  overshadowed  it  were  carefully  cut  back.  His 
eyes  were  small  and  deeply  set  in  his  head,  and  either  glanced  rest- 
lessly from  one  object  to  another,  as  if  to  avoid  the  necessity  of 
looking  you  steadily  in  the  face,  or  else  leered  knowingly  at  the  ini- 
tiated among  his  hearers.  His  mouth,  when  not  pursed  up  into  its 
official  attitude  of  demure  hypocrisy,  subsided  into  a  smirk.  The 
general  expression  of  his  countenance  showed  that  vanity  and  sen- 
suality were  the  prevailing  features  of  his  character.  He  possessed, 
however,  jnuch  more  of  education  than  most  of  his  coacyvtors ;  for 
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he  had  fonnerly  been  a  Unitarian  minister  at  New  York,  and  was 
familiar  with  that  class  of  literature  which  is  presented  to  the  public 
in  the  lists  of  the  Infidelical  publishers.  His  intellectual  qualifica- 
tions had  raised  him  to  a  very  influential  position  in  the  Mormon 
hierarchy;  for  he  was  now  one  of  the  twelre  "apostles,"  and, 
moreover,  one  of  that  supreme  council  of  three  which  is  designated 
as  the  *'  Presidency ;"  and  by  virtue  of  the  presidential  decree 
which  appointed  him  "  resident  agent "  at  the  capital,  he  had  the 
right  to  receive  the  tithing  of  all  the  converts  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  expend  such  a  portion  of  it  as  he  should  see 
fit  in  promoting  the  general  interests  of  "  the  church,''  not  forget- 
ting the  particular  advantage  of  William  Lyman. 

To  this  important  functionary  Armstrong  was  extremely  attentive, 
and  plied  him  with  such  adroit  flattery  as  to  win  from  him  the  most 
favourable  notice.  They  spent  much  time  together  ;  and  Lyman, 
when  they  were  alone,  quite  threw  off  the  mask  which  he  thought  it 
safe  to  wear  at  the  more  public  meetings.  Armstrong  at  first  had 
affected  a  belief  in  the  miraculous  legend  of  Joseph  Smith ;  but 
when  he  spoke  in  this  way  on  the  first  occasion  of  his  being  alone 
with  Lyman,  the  latter  interrupted  him  sharply—^ 

"  Do  you  take  me  for  a  fool,  Armstrong  V  he  said,  "  or  if  not,  do 
you  wish  to  humbug  me  into  the  belief  that  you  are  one  yourself  ^'^ 

"  Why/'  said  Armstrong,  rather  embarrassed^  "  do  you  mean  tiben 
that  there  is  nothing  at  att  in  it  f" 

"  Nothing  at  all,  indeed  I''  exclaimed  the  other ;  "  on  the  con- 
trary, there  is  everything  in  it.  There  is  the  colonisation  of  Utah  in 
it ;  there  is  the  presidency,  and  the  high  priesthood,  and  all  the 
dozen  ranks  of  the  hierarchy  in  it ;  there  is  the  tithing  of  a  hundred 
» thousand  converts  in  it ;  there  is  my  income  of  5,000  dollars  per 
annum  in  it ;  there  is  your  editorship  and  future  prospects  in  it.  And 
do  you  think  we  could  have  got  all  these  results  without  some  tan- 
gible myth  to  act  as  a  fool-trap  ?  When  were  men  ever  influenced 
except  by  fables,  or  guided  to  good  except  by  their  own  gullibility  V* 

"True,"  said  Armstrong,  "the  work  of  Frederic  the  Suabian, 
de  irUms  impostoribus,  is  applicable  to  more  religions  than  be 
knew  of." 

"  Yes,  and  will  be  to  the  end  of  time,"  said  Lyman,  "  for  in  spite 
of  the  humbug  about  social  progress,  and  the  march  of  intellect,  and 
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the  schoolmaster  abroad,  and  all  that,  we  know  well  enough  that 
hnman  nature  is  as  gullible  as  ever  it  was.  Why,  our  best  converts 
are  mechanics  and  artizans,  who  have  got  all  the  education  the 
schoolmaster  can  ever  give  the  masses." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Armstrong,  "  and  it  is  absolutely  necessary,  if 
you  would  benefit  the  masses,  to  teach  them  through  the  medium  of 
what  vulgar  minds  call  falsehood.  Religion  is  only  a  sort  of  col- 
oured glass  to  prevent  their  eyes  being  dazzled  by  the  clear  sunlight. 
And  though  the  colours  you  put  upon  the  panes  may  be  a  little 
glaring  to  look  at,  yet  they  let  the  light  through  much  more  readily 
than  those  of  any  other  sect ;  for  in  fact  you  have  ventured  pretty 
openly  to  promulgate  the  great  principle  that  *  work  is  the  only  true 
worship,'  which  our  great  English  pantheist  has  so  justly  pointed  out 
&»  giving  to  the  religion  of  China  its  immeasurable  superiority  over 
the  superstitions  of  Europe." 

"  You  are  quite  right,"  rejoined  Lyman,  "  and  though  our  enemies 
assert  that  we  persuade  our  people  to  make  an  exception  in  our  own 
favour  as  to  the  working  part  of  the  business,  yet  that  is  a  vile 
calumny ;  for  in  fact  we  are  working  most  effectually,  in  delivering 
them  from  the  superstitions  in  which  they  were  brought  up,  and 
placing  them  in  the  clear  light  of  reason.  We  fairly  earn  the  sala- 
ries we  collect,  as  an  equivalent  for  the  benefits  we  confer." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Armstrong,  "  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  in 
another  generation  you  will  have  utterly  rooted  out  all  bigotry,  and 
that  the  empty  ceremonial  of  public  worship  which  yon  are  obliged 
stQl  to  continne  for  the  sake  of  vulgar  prejudices,  will  be  soon  aban- 
doned. Indeed,  I  see  from  your  admirable  publications  that  you  are 
already  familiar  with  the  writings  of  the  great  Comte,  and  that  you 
ore  teaching  the  truth  with  very  little  reserve  to  those  who  are  capa- 
ble of  understanding  it." 

"  Of  course  we  are,"  said  Lyman.  "  I  need  not  tell  you,  who 
have  read  my  writings,  that  the  governing  members  of  our  church 
no  more  believe  in  the  existence  of  a  God  than  Comte  does.  Fop 
instance,  what  can  be  plainer  than  this,  which  has  lately  appeared 
in  our  official  organ  ? — *  The  only  thing  which  has  existed  from  eter- 
nity is  an  infinite  quantity  of  self-moving  intelligent  matter.'*  And 
again — '  There  is  no  substance  in  the  universe  which  feels  and  thinks 

•  The  "  Washington  Beer,»»  I.  p.  1». 
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now,  but  what  has  eUrnaUy  possessed  that  capacity.'*  And  agdn — 
*  Every  particle  of  matter  that  now  exists,  existed  in  the  infinite 
depths  of  past  duration,  and  was  then  capable  of  self-motion.'t  No 
one  who  has  his  wits  about  him  can  fail  to  perceive  that  this  amounts 
to  a  denial  of  creation,  and  to  an  assertion  of  the  simple  truth  that 
every  atom  in  the  universe  is  just  as  much  a  God  as  any  other.  But 
I  have  said  this  in  another  place  still  more  plainly — *When  we 
speak  of  only  one  God,  and  state  that  he  is  eternal,  we  have  no 
reference  to  any  particular  person,  but  to  truth  dwelling  in  a  vast 
variety  of  substances  -/J  in  other  words,  we  only  mean  that  the  earth 
is  truly  the  earth,  and  an  apple  truly  an  apple,  and  that  the  apple 
and  the  earth  truly  attract  each  other.  And  when  we  say  the  laws 
of  attraction  and  so  forth  are  the  results  of  God's  will,  we  only  mean 
that  they  are  true  laws." 

** Admirably  expressed,"  exclaimed  Armstrong.  "And  yet  I  am 
glad  to  see  that  you  have  the  wisdom  to  adhere  to  common  names, 
and  not  startle  people  by  too  abruptly  proclaiming  the  naked  truth. 
Where  is  the  use  of  discarding  the  name  of  God,  as  Comte  does  ? 
How  much  better  to  say  that  *  God  is  everything,  and  everything  is 
God,'  which  comes  to  exactly  the  same  thing,  and  yet  does  not 
shock  the  prejudices  of  those  who  are  slaves  to  a  name." 

"  Ah  1"  said  Lyman,  "  we  have  learnt  our  tactics  there  from  some 
of  the  European  philosophers,  and  especially  from  the  great  Teufelsp 
drOchk,  whom  you  just  now  quoted.  Observe  how  skilfully  he  pre- 
pared the  English  public  to  listen  to  his  pantheistic  doctrines,  by 
gradually  insinuating  them  under  the  phrases  of  customary  Chris- 
tianity. See  how  he  crept  on  from  the  guarded  statements  of  hia 
earlier  essays  to  the  open  avowals  contained  in  his  later  works  ci  a 
creed  diametrically  opposed,  both  in  morality  and  reli^on,  to  that 
of  Christianity.  And  even  yet  there  are  many  good,  simple  souls 
who  read  his  *  Apotheosis  of  Oliver,'  and  think  that  he  is  an  ortho- 
dox Puritan." 

"  Yes,"  said  Armstrong,  "  he  certainly  conducted  the  siege  mih 
great  adroitness,  not  attempting  to  storm  the  citadel,  but  sapping 
it  by  indirect  approaches,  and  availing  hunself  of  all  practicable 
shelter  by  the  method  of  zigzag.    Then  there  is  another  capital 

•  The  "  Washington  Seer,**  1.  p.  IM. 
tn)ld.p.l89.  ;n>id.p.9B. 
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expedient  of  bis,  which  we  oaght  to  imitate — I  mean  his  adopting 
the  language  of  all  saccessfol  creeds  as  his  own,  and  showing,  by 
his  ealoginms,  that  if  he  does  not  belieye  them,  at  all  events  he  be- 
lieves the  truth  that  is  in  them." 

"  Well/'  said  Lyman,  ''  I  think  we  have  even  improved  upon  him 
in  one  respect.  For  how  cleverly  we  conciliate  all  oar  converts  at 
first,  by  professing  to  adopt  the  Christian  scriptures,  and  only  to  add 
a  few  more  miracles  and  so  forth.  Bat  then,  you  know,  when  they 
have  admitted  that  we  possess  prophetical  inspiration,  we  apply  it 
to  amend  the  Bible  ;  and  we  have  got  an  amended  edition  of  the 
whole  of  it,  which  cats  out  half  the  old  book,  and  adds  half  as 
moch  again  to  it.  This  was  prepared  by  me  and  one  or  two  others, 
and  we  got  Joe  Smith  to  sanction  it.'*'  Bat,  of  coarse,  we  cannot 
venture  to  publish  it  all  just  yet." 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Armstrong.  "  And,  to  own  the  truth,  I  have 
fancied  that  in  some  of  the  portions  you  have  already  published  you 
have  been  more  candid  than  discreet.  For  my  own  part,  I  think 
the  disdpUne  of  reserve  cannot  be  too  much  practised.  For  instance, 
even  among  the  most  intelligent  men,  I  would  never  call  myself  an 
atheist.  The  name  of  pantheist  does  just  as  well,  and  is  not  nearly 
so  startling." 

"  True,"  said  Lyman,  with  a  laugh  ;  **  and  does  not  that  show 
what  fools  men  are  ?  You  and  I  can  see  that  pantheism  is  only 
another  name  for  atheism.  In  fact,  I  defy  any  one  to  pouit  out  the 
least  difference  between  the  two,  except  that  the  first  teim  says  in 
three  letters  what  the  other  says  in  one.  And  yet  nine  men  out  of 
ten  will  welcome  the  pantheist  to  their  table,  while  they  kick  the 
atheist  down  stairs." 

'*  Undoubtedly,"  said  Armstrong  ;  "  and  therefore  the  safest  plan, 
after  all,  is  to  do  what  you  have  done  from  the  first :  to  stick  to  the 
name  of  Christian,  and  profess  to  believe  the  Bible,  but  to  explain 
away  both  creed  and  book  by  a  non-matural  interpretation.  In  this 
manner  we  shall  be  able,  in  time,  to  bring  men  to  a  higher  level,  and 
shall  reform  their  language  easily,  after  we  have  once  reduced  their 
ideas  to  common  sense  against  their  will." 

•  L«rgr  portion!  of  tbts  "amended  Bible'*  of  the  Uonnoni  bare  been  pnUished  in  the  Seer, 
fbeir  ofBoial  organ  at  Waakington,  which  xnaj  be  purchased  of  the  Mormon  boolcsellers  In 
XfOodoo. 
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After  thiB  unreserved  interchange  of  opinions,  Armstrong  and 
Ljman  had  much  confidential  intercoarse,  and  spent  most  of  their 
time  together.  Soon  the  former  saw,  with  great  satisfaction,  that 
his  new  friend  was  evidently  stmck  with  Julia's  beautj  and  vivacity. 
His  marked  attentions  suggested  the  idea  that  something  more  than 
a  transient  impression  had  been  made  ;  and,  with  the  view  of  deep- 
ening the  wound,  Armstrong  resolved  to  remain  at  Washington  fiir 
some  weeks  after  the  dispersion  of  the  convention,  on  pretence  of 
avoiding  the  contagious  epidemic  which  was  raging  at  New  Orleans. 

While  he  waa  thus  occupied,  a  circumstance  occurred  which  tend- 
ed to  bring  all  his  deliberations  to  a  point  and  to  hasten  their  e»>- 
cution.  This  was  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  England,  forwarded  by 
his  agent  at  New  Orleans,  which  announced  the  death  of  his  uncle 
Archer,  and  enclosed  an  extract  from  his  wiU  ;  whereby  it  appeared 
that  he  had  left  all  liis  property  to  his  nephew  George  F.  Arm- 
strong, on  condition  that  he  should  take  and  bear  the  name  of  Archer. 
This  property  consisted  (as  Armstrong  knew)  of  the  little  hereditary 
estate  of  Grendale  Screes,  worth  i^200  aryear ;  but  it  also  includ- 
ed (as  he  now  learnt  with  joy)  a  sum  of  iS2,000  in  the  funds,  which 
the  old  man  had  saved  by  the  careful  economy  of  his  later  years. 
So  that  he  might  reckon  himself  possessed  of  a  clear  permanent 
income  of  ,£300  a-year. 

This  letter  determined  Armstrong  to  return  to  England,  and  he 
was  of  course  anxious  to  leave  his  wife  in  America.  It  need  not  be 
said  that  he  told  her  nothing  of  the  news.  On  the  contrary,  he 
grumbled  more  than  ever  over  his  ill-luck,  declared  that  he  saw 
nothing  but  starvation  before  him,  and  that  Lyman  either  would  or 
could  do  nothing  more  for  him  than  continue  bis  wretched  appoint- 
ment of  editor  at  New  Orleans.  At  the  same  time,  when  he  was 
with  Lyman,  he  often  spoke  of  the  expense  of  housekeeping,  and  oi 
his  regret  at  his  imprudent  marriage  ;  and  hinted  plainljr  enough  that 
he  would  gladly  be  disencumbered  of  Ms  wife.  Meanwhile  to  Julia  he 
painted  in  glowing  colours  the  princely  luxury  in  which  the  estab- 
lishment of  Lyman  was  maintained  at  Utah,  whither  the  apostle  was 
now  about  to  return,  to  take  his  seat  in  the  cabinet  of  the  presidency. 
The  carriages  kept  for  him  at  the  public  charge,  the  great  income 
derived  from  the  tithing  of  the  people,  the  band  of  music  which 
attended  him  on  state  occasions,  the  regiment  of  guards  placed  at 
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Ml  orders  were  all  dwelt  on  with  an  affectatioa  of  enry  which 
effectually  concealed  from  Julia  her  husband's  true  design. 

When  Armstrong  thought  her  mind  was  thus  sufficiently  prepared 
to  appreciate  the  position  of  an  apostle's  wife  at  Utah,  he  unbosomed 
himself  to  Lyman  on  the  subject.  He  said  frankly  that  he  was  tired 
of  his  wifev  that  they  did  not  suit  each  other,  and  that  he  should  be 
glad  to  be  rid  of  her.  He  added  that  he  had  obserred  Lyman's 
admiratioo  for  her,  and  that  if  he  chose  to  take  her  with  him  on  his 
return  to  Desefet,  he  was  welcome  to  do  so.  Lyman  eagerly  caught 
at  the  {Mt>po9al,  which  he  said  he  should  have  made  himself  had  he 
not  been  afraid  of  offending  his  friend. 

The  same  afternoon  he  sought  a  private  ifiterview  with  Julia  and 
made  proposals  to  heir  in  form  which  she  demanded  time  to  consider. 
The  truth  is  that  she  was  beginning  heartily  to  tire  of  her  position 
as  the  wife  of  Armstrong,  On  the  plea  of  poverty  he  kept  her  in 
wretched  lodgings  at  New  Orleans,  gave  her  no  amusements,  and 
snubbed  and  thwarted  her  peipetually,  and  sometimes  even  terrified 
her  by  the  explosions  of  his  ungovernable  temper. 

He  often  gave  her  to  understand  that  his  capital  was  rapidly 
melting  away,  and  that  when  it  was  all  gone  they  must  positively 
separate.  She  did  not  see  what  was  to  be  gained  by  sticking  to 
him  any  longer,  and  if  she  must  seek  another  protector,  the  present 
oflfer  seemed  as  eligible  as  any  she  was  likely  to  meet.  Moreover, 
Lyman  took  care  to  inform  her  that  in  Utah  she  would  be  his  legal 
wife,  for  that  the  territorial  legislature  of  the  Mormon  state  held  no 
marriages  as  legal  which  had  not  been  contracted  under  the  authority 
of  the  president  of  their  church,  and  recognised  his  power  to  annul 
all  previous  marriages.  In  confirmation  of  this  he  produced  from 
Ws  poeketbook  a  number  of  printed  forms,  sealed  with  the  presiden- 
tial seal,  some  of  which  purported  to  be  marriage  licences,  and 
others  nullifications  of  marriage.  He  informed  her  that  it  was  only 
necessary  for  her  to  fill  up  two  of  these  forms  with  her  signature, 
and  she  would  become  Mrs.  Lyman  by  the  law  of  Utah  as  duly  and 
truly  as  she  had  formerly  become  Mrs.  Armstrong  by  the  law  of 
England.  He  forebore  to  reveal  to  her  the  fact  that  there  were 
already  four  other  Mrs.  Lymans  in  his  establishment  at  Deseret, 
and  of  this  circumstance  Julia  had  no  suspicion.  For  the  stories 
of  the  Mormon  seraglios  which  were  then  already  circulated  by 
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discontented  proselytefl  were  indignantly  denied  bj  the  anthoii 
ties  of  the  church ;  and  the  **  reyelation"  aathorising  polygamy  was 
sparingly  and  cautiously  disclosed  only  to  a  select  few  among  the 
hierarchy. 

These  things  having  been  duly  weighed,  Julia  decided,  after  a  few 
days  of  deliberation,  to  accept  Lyman's  proposal.  Accordingly  the 
two  following  forms  were  filled  up  and  executed. 

No.  1. 

"  I,  Brigham  Young,  Seer,  Prophet,  Revelator,  and  President  of 
the  Church  of  the  Latter  Day  Saints,  by  yirtue  of  the  divine^ 
authority  committed  unto  me,  hereby  pronounce  the  pretended  mar- 
riage between  George  Frederick  Armstrong,  of  the  city  of  New 
Orleans,  and  Julia  Smith,  commonly  called  Julia  Armstrong,  of  the 
same  city,  to  be  null  and  void.  In  witness  whereof  I  have  hereunto 
set  my  hand  and  seal. 

(Signed)  "Brigham  Young  (L.S.). 

"  Countersigned  in  token  of  agreement  and  consent  by  me, 
(Signed)  **  Julia  Smtth, 

"  (Commonly  called  Armstrong)." 

No.  2. 

"I,  Brigham  Young,  Seer,  Prophet,  Revelator,  and  President 
of  the  Church  of  the  Latter  Day  Saints,  by  virtue  of  the  divine 
authority  committed  unto  me^  hereby  authorize  the  celebration  of  a 
marriage  between  William  Lyman,  one  of  the  Twelve  Apostles  and 
High  Councillor  of  the  Presidency,  and  Julia  Smith,  commonly 
called  Julia  Armstrong.  In  witness  whereof  I  have  hereunto  set  my 
hand  and  seal. 

(Signed)  "Brigham  Youno  (L.S.). 

"  Countersigned  in  token  of  agreement  and  consent  by  us, 
(Signed)  "  William  Lyman. 

"Julia  Smtth, 
"  (Commonly  called  Armstrong)." 

Armstrong,  being  anxious  to  get  possession  of  these  documents, 
caused  Lyman  to  make  Julia  sign  them  in  duplicate.     One  copy  she 


FBOPHST8  X7NYEILED.  129 

kept  herself,  the  other,  as  she  was  informed,  was  for  registration  in 
the  arehiyes  of  the  Church,  but  it  war-really  handed  oyer  to  her 
English  husband,  who  secured  it  carefully  under  the  idea  that  it 
might  be  of  some  use  to  him  as  eyidence  in  the  possible  contingen- 
cies of  the  future. 

Armstrong  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  affect  any  displeasure  at 
Julia's  decision  ;  so  the  whole  affair  was  conducted  in  the  guise  of 
an  amicable  arrangement.  The  marriage  ceremony  was  performed 
by  a  subordinate  of  Lyman's  at  Washington,  who  was  employed  as 
a  tithe  collector,  and  rejoiced  in  the  title  of  "Aaronic  Priest"  and 
"Member  of  the  Seyenty."  Armstrong  himself  gaye  away  the 
bride  ;  and  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell. 

Soon  afterwards  the  whole  party  returned  in  company  to  New 
Orleans  ;  Armstrong  pretending  that  he  must  resume  his  duties  as 
editor  of  the  Occidental  Star,  which  had  been  entrusted  to  the  sub- 
editor during  his  absence  ;  and  Lyman  being  about  to  embark  there 
for  St.  Louis,  which  was  the  first  stage  of  his  journey  to  Utah. 

On  their  arriyal  at  New  Orleans,  Armstrong  confided  to  Lyman 
his  plan  of  returning  to  England,  in  the  hope,  as  he  said,  of  obtain- 
ing more  Incratiye  employment  there.  He  also  undertook  to  do  all 
he  could  to  forward  the  Mormon  cause,  and  especially  to  encourage 
the  emigration  to  Utah.  In  order  to  enable  him  to  promote  this 
object  more  effectually,  he  desired  Lyman  to  giye  him  credentials  for 
the  English  "  saints  ;"  and  he  was  accordingly  furnished  with  a  mis- 
siye  of  the  most  authoritatiye  character,  addressed  to  all  Presidents 
of  Conferences  in  England  and  Wales,  enjoining  them  to  obey  the 
directions  of  the  bearer  m  so  far  as  they  were  in  accordance  with  the 
decrees  of  the  Church. 

At  the  same  time  Armstrong  cautioned  Lyman  not  to  let  any  hint 
of  his  return  to  England  reach  the  ears  of  Julia,  obserying  that,  if 
she  knew  it,  she  might  be  tempted  to  repent  of  her  new  bargain,  and 
escape  &om  her  American  protector. 

Lyman  promised  discretion  so  long  as  they  should  be  in  thh  civil- 
ised region  of  the  union.  "  But  when  I  haye  got  her  at  Utah,"  he 
said,  "  it  matters  little  enough  what  she  knows  or  wishes.  She 
would  find  it  rather  hard,  I  guess,  to  follow  the  trail  oyer  a  thou- 
sand miles  of  wilderness,  which  lie  between  Salt  Lake  and  the  Mis- 
souri.    And  as  to  any  one  helping  her  to  escape,  why,  it  is  a  sheer 
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impoesibilitj.  It  would  be  as  much  as  anj  man's  life  was  wortli  to 
elope  with  a  member  of  an  apostle's  family.  All  concerned  in  such 
a  business  woiiM  be  caught  and  shot  in  less  than  half  no  time/' 

Armstrong  thought,  though  he  did  not  say  so,  that  this  was  a 
consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished  ;  he  therefore  accompanied  his 
friend  and  Julia,  in  the  most  amiable  mood,  to  the  quay,  and  saw 
them  on  board  a  steamer  with  high  pressure  engines  and  double- 
loaded  safety  valves,  which  professed  to  do  fifteen  miles  an  hour  up 
stream,  and  manifested  evident  intentions  of  racing  with  the  boat  of 
A  rival  company.  What  with  the  chance  of  snags  and  explosions  on 
the  river,  and  of  wild  Indians  in  the  wilderness,  he  thought  there 
was  a  tolerable  possibility  that  his  fair  wife  might  never  reach  the 
Salt  Lake  at  all ;  and  if  she  did,  he  felt  a  reasonable  certainty  that 
she  could  never  come  back. 

They  parted  with  an  affectionate  embrace,  and  he  stood  upon  the 
quay  and  waved  his  handkerchief  to  her  till  they  were  out  of  sight. 
Then  he  walked  at  once  to  the  Liverpool  packet  office,  and  secured 
his  place  for  England  by  the  next  steamer,  no  longer  in  the  name  of 
Armstrong,  but  in  that  of  Archer. 

He  landed  at  Liverpool  without  any  accident,  after  a  r^d  voy« 
age,  about  twelve  months  after  he  had  quitted  it.  The  first  thing 
which  he  heard  on  his  return  was,  the  news  that  his  father  had 
died  during  his  absence,  leaving  the  little  he  had  to  leave,  which  was 
under  iSI,000  in  all,  to  George's  only  surviving  brother,  who  was  an 
emigrant  settled  in  Australia. 

Archer,  for  so  we  must  henceforth  oall  him,  had  thus  the  world 
before  him,  and  no  relatives  to  interfere  with  his  proceedings. 

He  was  at  the  close  of  his  twenty-first  year,  and  possessed  an 
income  sufficient  to  give  him  a  starting  point  in  life.  But  he  felt 
that  the  want  of  introduction  and  connection  would  interfere  with  his 
success,  if  he  entered  immediately  apon  a  profession.  He  had  also, 
as  we  have  already  stated,  kept  up  his  classical  studies  during  the 
leisure  of  his  military  career,  and  was  a  fair  scholar,  with  a  decided 
turn  for  composition. 

Under  Uiese  circumstances  he  thought  it  might  be  advante^eous  to 
him,  with  reference  to  his  future  prospects,  to  spend  three  years  at 
the  university  before  launching  into  the  struggle  of  professional  life 
in  London.     If  he  were  successful  at  Oxford,  he  might  thus  gain  a 
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fellowship,  which  would  give  him  a  material  addition  to  his  income. 
At  all  events,  he  could  not  fail  to  gain  many  social  advantages  from 
spending  three  years  among  the  klite  of  his  own  age  and  sta^on  ;  the 
more  so  as  he  wonld  enter  the  society  of  the  place  with  the  great 
advantage  of  being  nearly  two  years  older  than  his  cotemporaries 
(the  nsnal  age  of  entrance  being  nineteen),  and  mnch  more  than  two 
years  beyond  them  in  the  knowledge  of  the  world. 

With  these  views,  George  Archer  (for  we  shall  call  him  henceforth 
by  his  new  name)  entered  himself  upon  the  books  of  the  ancient  col- 
lege of  St.  Chad's  in  the  university  of  Oxford ;  and,  having  been 
dnly  admitted  and  matriculated,  came  into  residence  at  once.  For 
he  was  allowed,  by  the  favour  of  the  Warden,  to  have  rooms  imme- 
diately, in  consideration  of  his  advanced  age  and  of  his  family  estate 
in  Westmoreland,  the  value  of  which  he  successfully  exaggerated, 
in  ofd«  to  enhance  his  importance  in  the  eyes  of  the  college 
Pons. 

It  happened,  by  a  smgular  coincidence,  that  the  same  college  had 
been  selected  for  Charles  Bampton  by  the  advice  of  his  Eton  tutor. 
His  name  was  already  on  the  books  when  his  old  persecutor  came 
into  residence  ;  but  Charles  was  at  that  time  only  eighteen,  being, 
as  the  reader  will  remember,  three  years  junior  to  Archer.  He 
theref<H^  was  not  summoned  to  Oxford  till  the  latter  had  been  nearly 
two  years  resident.  And  Archer  was  already  a  distingnised  student 
among  the  second  year  men,  when  Charles,  at  the  i^e  of  nineteen, 
became  an  Oxonian  freshman.  Passing  over  the  intervening  period, 
we  win  once  more  return  to  the  fortunes  of  our  Cornish  hero  at  this 
critical  period  of  his  existence. 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

TDTORS  AND   UNDEKGRADUATE8. 

Life  has  few  feelings  more  exhilarating  than  those  with  which  a 
fireshman  takes  possession  of  his  first  college  rooms.  He  is  conscious 
of  a  sndden  and  enormous  change  in  his  circnrostances  and  social 
position.  A  month  ago  he  was  a  schoolboy,  with  every  moTement 
controlled  by  the  wiQ  of  his  masters,  and  the  employment  of  every 
honr  regulated  by  a  strict  routine,  and  subjected  to  a  scrutinising 
supervision.  Now  he  is  a  man,  subject  to  no  control  but  his  own, 
under  no  restraint  but  the  easy  yoke  of  ilcademic  discipline,  able  to 
do  what  he  will  with  his  own  tune  and  money.  Moreover,  he  his 
the  master  of  an  independent  establishment ;  the  monarch  of  all  he 
surveys  under  his  garret's  roof. 

How  proud  is  the  consciousness  of  dominion  with  which  he  first 
takes  the  head  of  his  own  table,  and  ma^es  tea  out  of  his  own  tea- 
things.  With  what  happy  self-importance  does  he  call  at  the  uphol- 
sterer's to  order  the  furniture  of  his  apartment,  and  select  the  softest 
sofa,  and  the  most  luxurious  easy  chair.  How  pleased  he  is  with 
the  respectful  observance  of  the  tradesmen,  and  their  eagerness  to 
supply  him  with  every  convenience  and  elegance  of  life  without  a 
a  hint  of  payment.  Add  to  all  this  the  buoyant  health  and  spirits 
of  nineteen ;  the  indeterminate  and  boundless  future,  painted  in  the 
glowing  colours  of  inexperience  ;  the  feeling  that  life  is  all  before 
him,  whence  to  choose.  With  so  many  sources  of  enjoyment  accu- 
mulated at  this  single  point,  there  is  little  wonder  that  most  men 
look  back  to  it  from  the  dull  routine  of  more  prosiac  years,  as  the 
sunniest  spot  in  all  their  retrospect. 

At  this  happy  epoch  Charles  Bampton  had  now  arrived.  It  wad 
his  first  week  in  Oxford,  and  he  was  already  getting  settled  in  his 
college  rooms.    Archer  heard  of  Bampton's  arrival  with  displeasure. 
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bnt  he  felt  no  fear  of  his  recognition,  and  resolved  not  to  diflcorer 
himself  to  him.  He  had  already  met  SQTeral  school  acquaintances  at 
Oxford,  and  had  nerer  been  recognised  bj  any  of  them.  Indeed,  his 
look  was  so  altered  since  his  boyish  days  by  the  pistol-shot  which 
had  lacerated  his  cheek,  as  well  as  by  the  growth  of  whiskers  and  the 
manly  development  of  his  features,  that  none  would  have  been  likely 
to  detect  his  identity.  Charles,  moreover,  was  never  very  observant, 
and  was  peculiarly  unapt  in  the  recognition  of  faces  ;  and  he  was 
at  present  too  happily  absorbed  in  the  novelty  of  his  academic  life 
to  be  dwelling  on  associations  connected  with  the  most  painful 
recoUections  of  his  childhood.  But  we  will  let  him  give  his  own 
description  of  his  first  impressions,  in  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to 
a  cousin  who  had  not  long  left  England  for  India. 

**OxMno,  Ma^UL 

"  My  Dear  Vernon  : — I  promised  you,  when  we  parted,  that  I 
would  keep  a  journal  for  you  when  I  got  to  Oxford,  that  it  might 
help  to  cheer  your  loneliness  at  Thuggemabad.  As  I  have  now  just 
finished  my  first  week  here  (I  came  up  on  Monday j  and  I  write  on 
Sunday  evening),  I  sit  down  to  give  you  my  impressions. 

"  On  my  arrival  I  reported  myself  to  my  tutor,  Mr.  Brown,  whom 
I  had  seen  before  (last  term),  when  I  came  up  here  for  two  days  to 
be  matriculated.  He  was  very  kind,  told  me  my  matriculation 
examination  had  been  an  unusually  creditable  one,  which  (he 
observed)  he  had  expected  it  would  be,  knowing,  as  he  did,  that  at 
Eton  I  had  been  one  of  the  sdidi  for  the  '  Newcastle.'  After  one  or 
two  inquiries  about  my  reading,  he  asked  me  to  come  to  tea  with 
him  that  evening,  which  I  accordingly  did. 

"  He  certainly  is  the  quaintest  old  bachelor,  in  point  of  manner, 
that  you  can  conceive ;  evidently  very  shy,  even  with  a  freshman 
like  me ;  with  a  voice  almost  unnaturally  soft  and  gentle,  and  an 
extreme  awkwardness  of  gesture  and  movement.  He  can  hardly 
cross  the  room  without  stumbling  over  something,  or  knocking  his 
legs  together,  with  no  cause  whatever,  as  if  they  could  not  help 
throwing  each  other  down.  Then  he  has  a  way  of  drumming  with 
his  hand  upon  his  head,  in  fits  of  absence  or  embarrassment,  which 
made  me  feel  quite  nervous.  He  made  very  bad  tea,  and  forgot  to 
bftnd  me  the  sugar-basin  ;  and  I  (I  am  ashamed  to  say)  felt  too  shy  to 
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adc  him  for  it.  He  asked  me  sach  odd  qaeetions,  too  ;  for  instaDce, 
whether  I  was  fond  of  ladies'  society,  and  whether  I  did  not  think 
Miss  Stumper  (the  warden's  daughter)  very  handsome.  When  I 
said  I  had  not  seen  her,  he  sighed ;  and  I  learnt  afterwards  from 
Gowper  (whom  you  remember),  that  she  refused  him  last  year.  In 
spite  of  these  eccentricities,  howeyer,  he  is  a  capital  scholar,  and  a 
most  kind-hearted  man. 

*'  He  told  me  what  lectures  I  was  to  attend.  These  last  two 
hours  a-Hlay.  I  was  put  into  the  highest  lectures  in  which  men  of  my 
standing  can  be  placed,  thanks  to  my  Eton  reputation.  We  are 
lectured  on  ethics  and  Latin  one  day,  Greek  and  logic  the  next,  and 
so  on  alternately.  The  work  in  preparation  for  each  lecture  ia, 
of  Aristotle's  ethics  about  two  or  three  chapters  ;  of  lavy,  five  chap- 
ters ;  of  Herodotus,  twelve  chapters  ;  of  logic,  a  few  pages  of  Ald- 
ricli.  Brown  makes  the  logic  and  ethics  very  plain  and  attractive  ; 
and,  if  I  may  judge  from  this  week's  experience,  I  shall  become  very 
fond  of  them.  In  the  classics  he  chiefly  confines  himself  to  points 
of  scholarship.  I  fear  you  will  vote  this  description  of  lectures  very 
slow,  but  I  give  it  you  as  a  necessary  element  of  the  picture  of  mj 
college  life,  especially  as  I  mean  to  be  a  reading  num, 

**  Well,  but  to  return  to  Monday  night  After  leaving  Brown,  I 
went  back  to  my  own  rooms,  which  my  scout  had  by  that  time  got 
into  very  tolerable  order.  The  furniture,  which  I  take  at  a  valnar 
tion  from  the  out-going  man,  is  very  decent ;  but  I  shall  want 
another  book-Ksase  and  a  new  sofa.  I  also  mean  to  get  a  cabinet 
piano,  and  to  learn  music  from  the  collie  organist.  I  greatly 
enjoyed  feeling  myself,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  a  full-grown 
Englishman,  with  my  own  house  (or  rooms)  for  my  castle  ;  so  went 
to  bed  (a  nice  sofa  bed,  in  a  little  pigeon-hole,  with  a  lean-to  roof), 
and  fell  asleep,  in  a  highly  satisfied  state  of  mind. 

**  Next  morning,  after  lecture,  Charlton  and  Loxky  called,  whom 
you  remember  at  Eton.  They  came  up  two  terms  ago,  and  good- 
naturedly  undertook  to  lionise  me  over  Oxford.  They  took  me  over 
some  of  the  principal  colleges,  and  into  the  Magdalen  walks  and 
Christ  Church  meadow.  The  things  which  please  me  best  here  are 
these  exquisite  walks.  The  old  elms  are  now  in  their  freshest, 
tenderest  green,  and,  after  looking  up  among  their  dancing  leaves 
into  the  blue  above,  one  turns  one's  eyes  a  little  lower,  and,  under 
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the  brancbea,  catches  glimpses  of  all  t^e  domes  and  spires  of  Oxford, 
ID  coDstantij  rarjing  combinatioDs,  each  seeming  more  graceful  than 
the  last. 

"  In  the  coarse  of  this  walk  I  was  initiated  into  some  of  the 
academic  mysteries,  and  warned  against  certain /fi«A  propensities, 
in  which  I  was  thought  likely  to  indulge  :  e.  g.,  I  was  cautioned  that 
I  must  never  speak  of  *  St.  Chad's  College,'  but  only  of  '  St.  Chad's.' 
I  was  rebuked  for  talking  of  undergraduates  as  'fellows,'  and 
informed  that  'men'  was  the  only  admissible  term.  I  was  also 
informed  that  it  was  exeessiyely  slow  to  take  a  country  walk  in  a 
cap  and  gown,  aad  that  it  was  the  nt  plus  ultra  of  viridity  to  carry  a 
stick  when  in  one^s  acadeaucals. 

"  We  dined  in  the  hall  at  five,  and,  as  I  sat  near  one  or  two  okl 
Etonians,  and  was  introduced  to  others  of  my  neighbours,  I  got  on 
very  weU.  I  have  been  this  week  to  several  wine  parties,  which  are 
very  slow  affairs — a  great  crowd  of  men,  who  drop  in  between  hall 
and  chapel,  take  a  glass  or  two  of  wine,  and  go  out  again  ;  and, 
unless  one  happens  to  be  near  some  fellow  (man,  I  mean)  that  one 
knows,  It  is,  of  course,  stupid. 

''  A  breakfast  party,  to  which  I  was  asked,  this  (Sunday)  mom* 
iug,  was  for  more  amusing.  It  was  at  Loxley's  rooms,  but  the  bril- 
liancy of  the  entertainment  was  entirely  owing  to  a  man  of  the  name 
of  Archer,  who  is  now  in  his  second  year  of  residence,  and  is  one 
of  the  cleverest  men  I  e^er  met.  He  has  seen  a  great  deal  of  the 
world,  having  travelled  m  America  and  elsewhere,  and  is  full  of  anec- 
dote. I  think,  too,  he  looks  older  than  his  university  standing  would 
make  him.  It  is  strange  that  every  now  and  then,  while  he  was 
speaking,  I  could  not  help  fancying  that  I  had  met  him  somewhere 
before.  Yet  I  could  not  remember  his  face,  and  afterwards  (when 
I  was  introduced  to  him)  he  said  he  did  not  remember  that  he  ever 
had  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  me.  He  was  very  civil,  and  hoped 
we  should  see  more  of  each  other. 

**  I  ought  not  to  forget  (knowing  your  old  love  of  good  things  at 
Eton)  to  describe  to  you  the  comestibles  of  an  Oxford  breakfast, 
wliich  are  very  jolly.  At  the  bottom  of  the  table  there  was  a  great 
round  of  brawn,  which  was  a  novelty  to  me,  and  which  (except  for 
the  curiosity  of  the  thing)  I  did  not  much  care  about.  Then  there 
was  a  capital  game  pie,  a  lobster  salad,  some  grilled  fowls  and  mush- 
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rooms,  and  the  nsaal  accompiiniments  of  tea,  coffee,  muffins,  &c. ; 
and  last,  not  least,  a  bowl  of  the  most  dellcioas  mixture  was  handed 
round,  called  cupy  how  made  I  know  not,  but  unquestionably  akin  to 
the  ambrosia  of  Olympus. 

**  I  am  just  now  come  back  from  service  at  St.  Mary's.  I  went 
from  Oriel  College  (I  should  say  from  Oriel)  where  I  had  been 
returning  a  call,  by  the  lane  which  leads  from  thence  to  the  High 
Street,  and  was  more  struck  than  ever  by  the  exquisite  grace  of  the 
clustered  pinnacles  which  surrounded  the  spire  of  St.  Mary's,  as 
seen  from  thence  ;  really  one  of  the  most  lovely  architectural  effects 
I  ever  saw.  I  entered  St.  Mary's  punctually,  and  ascended  ip  the 
undergraduates'  gallery,  which  was  well  filled.  As  I  looked  round 
me  and  below,  and  thought  of  the  future  destinies  of  those  by  whom 
I  was  surrounded,  and  the  historical  associations  connected  with  all 
the  antique  costume  and  venerable  ceremonial  which  I  beheld,  I 
confess  that  I  felt  a  thrill  of  pride  at  the  reflection  that  I  was 
myself  a  member  of  the  University  of  Oxford,  the  most  splendid  and 
august  corporation  in  Europe. 

"  But  my  cogitations  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the 
TiceOhancellor  and  the  heads  of  houses,  all  in  their  scarlet  robes, 
for  it  is  what  they  call  a  *  Scarlet  day '  to-day.  The  university  ser- 
mon was  to  be  preached  by  Brown,  who  was  ushered  by  a  mace- 
bearer  to  the  pulpit,  and  who  made  a  bow  of  the  most  extraordinary 
awkwardness  to  the  Vice-Chancellor  as  he  filed  past  him,  which  (the 
bow,  I  mean,  not  the  awkwardness)  is,  I  hear,  a  part  of  the  regular 
ceremony. 

"  On  reaching  the  pulpit  Brown  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  large 
green  silk  pockethandkerchief,  with  which  he  wiped  his  face ;  he 
then  read  the  bidding  prayer  ;  then  pulled  out  a  white  handkerchief, 
with  which  he  blew  his  nose ;  then  produced  a  small  box,  from 
which  he  conveyed  something  or  other  into  his  mouth  ;  and  finally 
began  his  sermon,  the  subject  of  which  was  the  natural  proof  of  the 
immortality  of  the  soul. 

''  He  gave  a  very  learned  account  of  the  opinions  of  the  ancient 
philosophers  on  the  point ;  but  in  giving  his  own  views  he  placed 
the  chief  strength  of  his  cause  on  the  impossibility  of  conceiving  an 
actual  destruction  of  the  vital  principle  in  anything  which  has  once 
possessed  it ;  and  he  anticipated  the  objection,  that  animals  and 
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Y^etables  posaessed  this  yital  principle  as  well  as  men,  by  reply- 
ing that,  so  fJEur  as  we  knew,  they  also  might  be  heirs  of  immortality. 
I  confess  I  did  not  at  first  perceiye  the  absurdity  of  all  this  till 
Archer,  who  met  me  coming  ont  of  church,  asked  me  '  what  I  thought 
of  the  immortality  of  cabbages  V 

'*  But  it  is  getting  very  late  and  I  must  be  up  for  morning  chapel 
tomorrow  ;  so  good-bye,  my  dear  fellow,  and  believe  me  ever 

"  Yours  most  sincerely, 
"  Chaklbs  Bampton." 

♦  «  *  :*t  4t 

It  will  be  seen  from  the  above  letter  that  Charles  had  every 
chance  of  speedily  forming  a  numerous  acquaintance.  Indeed,  a 
man  who  goes  up  from  Eton  to  Oxford  will  always^be  sure  of  having 
as  many  friends  as  he  wants,  and  generally  a  good  many  more. 
Charles,  however,  like  some  other  sentimental  youths,  though  he 
liked  occasionally  poeticising  in  solitude,  yet  enjoyed  the  excitement 
of  society ;  and,  indeed,  he  had  not  self-reliance  enough  to  live  alone, 
even  had  it  been  necessary  or  desirable  that  he  should  ;  which  was  far 
from  being  the  case  ;  for  the  great  benefit  of  an  English  university  is 
noble  social  education  which  it  gives  by  the  free  and  independent 
intercourse  customary  among  the  academic  youth.  Moreover,  Charles 
had  a  liberal  allowance  which  enabled  him  to  enter  fully  into  the 
amusements  of  the  place,  and  to  give  numerous  parties  in  a  style 
which  ensured  his  popularity. 

His  associates  were  mostly  Etonians  like  hunself,  gentlemanly 
young  men,  who  boated,  rode,  and  played  at  billiards,  without  violar 
ting  the  decencies  of  the  university  or  coming  into  collision  with 
the  proctor. 

^me  few  acquaintances  he  made  of  a  higher  intellectual  cast, 
among  whom  Archer  was  the  leading  mind.  \lSut,  unhappily,  there 
was  no  one  at  St.  Chad's,  at  that  time,  who  combined  religious  prin- 
ciple with  intellectual  power  ;  and  therefore  Charles  was  left,  at  this 
most  critical  turning  point  of  his  career,  without  that  guidance 
which  might  have  exercised  the  most  decisive  influence  on  a  nature 
like  his,  and  might  have  saved  him  from  many  errors,  destined  to 
bear  the  fruit  of  bitter  and  irremediable  sorrow^ 

In  the  midst  of  the  social  amusements  in  which  he  indulged, 
Charles  did  not  by  any  means  give  up  his  reading.    But  he  took  it 
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easUj.  After  the  first  month  was  over  he  was  contented  with  skim- 
ming the  surface  of  things,  and  he  no  longer  thought  it  needful  to 
giye  up  much  time  to  preparing  the  subjects  of  lecture  beforehand. 
This  much  afiUcted  good  Mr.  Brown,  who  often  remonstrated  with 
his  pupil  upon  his  carelessness,  and  lamented  that  he  saw  no  trace 
of  that  rapid  improvement  which  he  had  augured  from  his  earlier 
achievements. 

But  Bampton  evaded  these  remonstrances  with  polite  indifference; 
to  his  friends  he  expatiated  upon  the  importance  of  more  general 
information,  as  contrasted  with  the  minute  and  technical  knowledge 
required  by  university  examiners  ;  to  himself  he  made  very  plausible 
excuses  for  his  idleness,  by  dwelling  on  the  unquestionable  truth 
that  a  knowledge  of  men  is  more  valuable  than  a  knowledge  "of 
books. 

He  further  propitiated  his  tutor  by  sending  him  up,  from  time  to 
time,  a  neat  translation  into  Latin  or  Greek  verse  of  some  of  the 
tutor's  favourite  bits  of  English  poetry.  For  Brown  had  (he  flatr 
tered  himself)  a  taste  for  poetry,  and  nsed  often  to  insist  on  reading 
Wordsworth  aloud  to  Mrs.  and  Miss  Stamper,  when  he  was  asked 
to  spend  an  evening  with  them  at  the  warden's  lodge.  Indeed,  it 
was  surmised  that  a  weariness  of  these  recitations  had  been  one 
cause  of  Miss  Stumper's  rejecting  her  learned  admirer.  It  was  also 
whispered,  however,  that  his  prose  readings  had  amused  her  too 
much,  as  well  as  his  poetry  too  little  ;  for,  on  seeing  her  yawn  over 
his  Wordsworth,  he  had  asked  her  mamma's  permission  to  read  some 
of  the  "  Waverley  Novels  "  instead.  But,  unhappily,  he  pronounced 
all  the  Scotch  names  as  if  they  had  been  Latin  or  Greek  ;  thus,  for 
example,  his  favourite  character  in  the  "  Heart  of  Mid-Lothian"  was 
Dum-bl-dlk-^s  ;  and  he  made  Butler  "compass  an  harmonious  call"* 
from  the  parish  of  Screegh-m6-d6-ad.  These  classical  pronunciations 
excited  such  bursts  of  risibility  from  Miss  Stumper,  that  after  two 
or  three  attempts  Mr.  Brown  gave  up  romances  in  despair,  and 
resolved  to  propose  at  once,  without  waiting  to  facilitate  the  assault 
by  expending  farther  labour  upon  zig-zag  lE^proaches. 

But  his  boldness  was  in  vain  ;  he  was  rejected  by  the  warden's 
daughter,  and  the  repulse  at  first  plunged  him  into  despair  ;  for,  as 
Miss  8.  was  very  plain  and  upwards  of  thirty,  he  naturally  (though 
pcrhap.s  hastily)  concluded  that,  if  rejected  by  her,  he  had  sciiroely 
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any  hope  of  forming  a  matrimoDial  connectioii  in  hia  own  rank  at 
all.  At  length,  however,  he  took  comfort  in  the  resolution  to  train 
up  a  wife  for  himself,  and  manufacture  the  article  which  he  could 
not  get  readj  made.  He  fixed  upon  the  daughter  of  his  scout 
(Sophy  Simkin  by  name),  a  pretty  and  modest  girl  about  fourteen, 
whom  he  happened  to  see  one  day  when  he  went  to  visit  her  father, 
who  was  temporarUy  disabled  by  an  illness  from  attending  in  col- 
lie. Mr.  Brown  explained  his  views  confidentially  to  the  old  ser- 
vant, who  was  of  course  delighted  with  the  promotion  of  his  darling 
Sophy  ;  and  it  was  arranged  that  she  should  come  to  Mr.  Brown's 
rooms  daily,  to  be  instructed  in  all  the  intellectual  accomplishments 
which  her  predestined  husband  thought  desirable. 

On  these  occasions  she  was  always  accompanied  by  her  mother  ; 
who  used  to  sit  knittmg  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  while  Sophy  was 
receiving  her  lesson  in  English  reading  or  Latin  grammar  from  the 
tutor. 

Of  course  all  this  created  much  amusement  among  the  undergrad- 
uates, who  used  sometimes  (quite  accidentally,  of  course)  to  call  to 
speak  to  Mr.  Brown  after  Sophy  and  her  mother  had  been  seen  to 
enter  his  apartment.  Occasionally,  too,  the  Latin  exercises  of  the 
fair  Sophy  were  discovered  left  about  the  table  by  his  pupils  when 
they  came  to  lecture,  in  which  case  they  were  always  surreptitiously 
conveyed  away  as  lawful  prize.  Brown,  however,  was  either  uncon- 
scious of,  or  indifferent  to  the  ridicule  he  incurred.  He  was  delighted 
with  the  progress  of  his  female  scholar,  who  was  really  a  quick  and 
lively  girl,  and  soon  got  very  fond  of  her  kind  preceptor.  She 
advanced  rapidly  in  her  studies,  and  Brown  stimulated  her  to  fresh 
exertions  by  the  gift  of  prize-books  every  quarter,  embellished  with 
encouraging  and  appropriate  inscriptions,  generally  expressed  in  the 
Latin  tongue.  It  may  be  imagined  how  much  these  fly-leaves 
enchanted  the  tutor's  masculine  disciples,  to  whom,  in  absence  of 
mind  or  forgetfulness,  he  often  set  copies  of  verses  out  of  these 
sacred  volumes. 

In  the  midst  of  such  occupations  and  amusements  Charles's  first 
term  was  drawing  peacefully  towards  its  close,  when  he  became 
involved  in  an  affair  that  seemed  to  threaten  awkward  consequences. 
One  evening  he  was  at  a  supper  party  given  to  celebrate  the  vic- 
tory of  the  St.  Chad's  boat  upon  the  river.    It  was  a  noisy  party. 


140  PSBVBB8I0N. 

and  a  good  deal  of  wine  and  punch  was  swallowed.  Bampton  sat 
next  a  man  whom  he  knew  bat  slightlj,  of  the  name  of  Swayle,  a 
weak  and  inoffensive  personage  when  sober,  bat  easily  brought  by 
a  few  extra  glasses  of  wine  into  the  qaarrelsome  stage  of  intoxica^ 
tion.  It  was  evident  soon  after  supper  that  he  had  already  reached 
this  unpleasant  condition.  He  began  a  political  discussion  with 
Charles,  who  had  lately  taken  to  speaking  at  the  **  Union  "  Debating 
Society,  and  had  expressed  opinions  differing  (as  it  seemed)  very 
strongly  from  Swayle's.  Bampton  observed  the  state  of  his  antago- 
nist, and  sought  by  his  replies  to  prevent  any  disagreeable  interrup- 
tion of  the  harmony  of  the  evening.  But  the  attempt  was  hopeless. 
Swayle  got  violent,  and  said  some  very  insulting  things ;  which, 
however,  it  would  have  been  absard  to  notice  seriously,  as  the  state 
to  which  he  was  reduced  was  rendered  painfully  evident  by  his 
thickening  voice,  stammering  speech,  and  incoherent  utterance. 
After  a  few  minutes  he  fell  back  upon  the  sofa,  and  began  snoring 
in  a  drunken  sleep.  Archer,  who  was  seated  opposite,  and  had 
watched  what  was  taking  place,  now  took  a  pair  of  scissors  from 
the  chimney-piece,  and  urged  Charles  to  revenge  himself  by  catting 
off  one  of  Swayle's  whiskers,  on  which  the  latter  was  known  to  pride 
himself  particularly.  Charles  was  carried  away  by  the  fun  of  the 
notion,  and  the  whisker  was  shorn  off. 

Presently  afterwards  Swayle  woke  up,  and  staggered  out  of  the 
room  with  the  assistance  of  two  of  his  friends,  who  charitably  helped 
him  to  his  own  apartment.  When  late  next  morning  he  sat  down 
before  his  shaving-glass,  he  discovered  for  the  first  time  the 
fearful  loss  which  he  had  sustained.  He  dressed  hastily,  and  lost  no 
time  in  ascertaining  from  Charlton,  the  friend  with  whom  he  had 
supped  on  the  previous  night,  that  Bampton  was  the  author  of  his 
woe.  Archer,  whose  rooms  were  next  door,  was  asked  in  to  give  his 
advice  ;  and  he,  in  conjunction  with  Charlton  (to  whom  he  had  pre- 
viously given  the  cue),  persuaded  Swayle  that  the  insult  was  one 
which  he  could  not  overlook.  Accordingly,  on  their  advice,  Swayle 
despatched  Archer  as  his  ambassador  to  Bampton's  rooms,  to 
demand  a  peremptory  apology  for  the  outrage  he  had  inflicted. 

Charles  refused  to  give  any  apology,  which  (he  contended)  was 
rather  due  from  Swayle  to  himself.  Archer  returned  to  Swayle 
with  this  refusal,  and  told  him  that  now,  of  coarse,  he  must  publisli 
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a  Btatement  of  the  case,  accompanied  by  a  letter  to  Bampton 
Swajle  entreated  him  to  assist  in  the  composition ;  which  Archer 
affected  to  decline,  but  stayed  in  the  room  while  Swayle  wrote,  and 
threw  in,  from  time  to  time,  a  suggestion  tending  to  increase  the 
absurdity  of  his  effusion.  After  many  abortive  attempts  and  nnmer- 
oos  erasures,  at  length  the  following  letter  was  fairly  written  out : — 

"  Sir  : — As  I  cannot,  upon  mature  reflection,  conceive  that  any 
expressions  which  I  may  have  made  use  of  towards  yon  last  night 
could  have  justified  your  retaliation  while  I  was  asU^  (for  which 
you  now  refuse  to  apologise),  I  must  beg  you  to  consider,  if  in  future 
we  should  meet  anywhere,  that  our  acquaintance  is  at  an  end. 

"Had  the  proceeding  which  you  adopted  been  intended  for  a 
joke,  it  would  have  been  puerile  and  unpardonable.  But  to  revenge 
yourself  upon  one  whom  you  considered  to  have  insulted  you,  by 
disfiguring  km  far  weeks,  while  asleep  and  defenceless,  was  a  line  of 
conduct  of  which,  as  I  do  not  wish  to  have  any  further  intercourse 
or  communication  with  you,  I  will  not  express  the  strong  opinion  of 
myself  and  my  friends. 

'*  I  may  add  that,  were  I  not  debarred  from  doing  so  by  the 
absurd  laws  of  the  university,  I  should  seek  from  you  that  satisfac- 
tion which  elsewhere  would  have  been  the  ordinary  and  necessary 
coarse  to  be  pursued. 

"  Unless  you  should,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  think  better  of  yomr 
refusal  to  apologise,  I  shall  print  this  letter,  in  order  to  explam  our 
relative  situation  to  the  members  of  our  college. — I  have  the  honour 
to  remain,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

"Timothy  Swayle.'* 

Archer  promised  to  take  this  to  Bampton,  and  to  carry  it  at  once 
to  the  printer's  if  he  still  refused  the  apology  demanded.  *  He  then 
went  over  to  Bampton's  rooms,  bursting  with  suppressed  laughter, 
and  showed  him  the  letter.  Bamptqp  persisted  in  his  refusal,  and, 
accordingly,  the  letter  of  Swayle,  to  which  a  ludicrous  statement  of 
his  loss  was  prefixed,  was  printed  and  circulated,  to  the  unbounded 
amusement  of  the  college  and  university. 

Poor  Swayle  soon  perceived  that  his  entrance  into  the  hall  or 
lecture-room  was  the  signal  of  langhter,  and  that  he  had  only  made 
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himself  the  batt  of  his  acquaintance  by  biB  attempt  to  avenge  bis 
wounded  honour.  This  increased  his  irritation  to  boiling-point,  and 
it  was  wilfully  fomented  by  Archer,  who,  while  to  Bampton  and 
others  he  made  a  joke  of  the  whole  matter,  afifected  when  alone 
with  Swayle  to  sympathise  deeply  with  his  feelings.  He  acted  thos 
in  some  degree  out  of  an  innate  love  of  mischief ;  but  partly,  also, 
in  hopes  of  bringing  some  public  insult  upon  Bampton,  against  whom 
he  still  cherished  a  secret  dislike,  as  the  cause  of  his  first  disgrace. 

A  day  or  two  had  passed,  when,  just  as  Swayle  was  returning 
from  a  ride,  with  his  horsewhip  in  his  hand,  he  met  Bampton  emerg- 
ing from  his  staircase  on  the  quadrangle,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
heard  a  titter  from  some  other  men  who  were  loungmg  past. 
Enraged  by  the  sound,  he  rushed  upon  Bampton  and  struck  him  two 
or  three  blows  with  the  horsewhip.  Charles,  however,  was  the 
stronger  man  of  the  two,  and  speedily  succeeded  in  disarming  his 
opponent,  and  in  retaliating  the  blows  which  he  had  received. 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Lewby,  the  mathematical  lecturer  in  the 
college,  who  was  the  junior  proctor  of  the  year,  passed  through  the 
quadrangle,  and,  to  his  horror,  beheld  this  flagrant  violation  of  all 
academic  law  perpetrated  in  his  very  presence.  He  was  a  very  fussy 
little  personage,  inflated  with  the  importance  of  the  office  which  he 
held,  as  head  of  the  police  and  official  conservator  of  the  peace  in 
town  and  university.  Of  course  he  ordered  his  "  bull-dogs"  to  bring 
the  offenders  immediately  to  his  rooms,  and  there  he  minutely  inves- 
tigated the  circumstances  of  their  quarrel.  On  hearing  the  nature 
of  the  case,  he  pronounced  it  was  of  too  serious  a  character  (involv- 
ing, as  it  did,  the  possible  contingency  of  a  duel)  for  him  to  decide 
it  upon  his  own  unaided  responsibility.  He  must  refer  it  to  Dr. 
Stumper,  the  warden  of  the  college. 

This  dignitary  was  one  of  the  most  singular  specimens  of  the 
Hebdomadal  genus.  He  was  a  man  of  busy  temper,  bustling  habits, 
and  very  small  mind,  who  had  risen  from  a  humble  origm  to  his 
present  post.  He  was  by  no  means  without  merit,  being  conscien- 
tiously active  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties,  and  having  in  early  life, 
when  tutor  of  St.  Chad's,  taken  the  lead  in  throwing  open  the  col- 
lege fellowship  to  competition,  and  in  improving  the  examinations 
and  college  lectures,  which  had  previously  been  disgracefully 
neglected.    In  short,  at  the  age  of  thirty  he  had  been  ten  years  in 
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adrance  of  his  epoch  at  Oxford  ;  had  read  ahead  of  his  pupils ;  and 
had  acted  energetically  for  the  promotion  of  osefol  reforms  in  the 
uniYcrsitj.  Bat  he  had  yerj  soon  reached  the  end  of  his  tether. 
At  thirtj-fi?e,  he  married  upon  a  college  living,  whence  he  was  sub- 
seqaentlj  promoted  to  be  warden  of  his  college,  ^ter  he  gave  np 
the  tutorship,  he  never  opened  a  book  ;  every  half-informed  concln- 
8ion  at  which  he  had  arrived  in  his  yonnger  days  he  still  cherished 
as  irrefragable  truth,  and  resolutely  excluded  all  more  recent  inves- 
tigation. Yet  still  he  persisted  in  his  former  notion,  that  he  was 
born  to  be  one  of  the  enlighteners  of  his  age  ;  and  at  sixty, 
while  really  twenty  years  behind  his  era,  sincerely  believed  him- 
self a  pioneer  of  intellectual  progress.  Nor  did  he  confine  this 
conviction  to  his  o?m  bosom.  On  the  contrary,  he  never  passed  a 
day  without  communicating  it  with  great  frankness  to  every  one 
he  met.  This  he  did  partly  by  the  positive  mode  of  self-asser- 
tion, partly  by  the  negative  method  of  contradiction.^ 

In  the  former  line — ^that  of  open  .undisguised  vanity,  he  shone 
without  a  rival.  Self  was  for  ever  on  his  tongue,  the  theme  of  all 
his  narrative,  and  the  illustration  of  his  argument.  For  every  rule 
of  life  and  manners  ^o  was  his  sole  example.  Quorum  pars  magna 
ftU  was  a  summary  of  his  every  anecdote. 

In  the  latter,  or  negative  manifestation  of  conceit,  he  was  even 
more  remarkable.  Though  a  really  kind-hearted  and  good-tempered 
man,  and  not  in  the  least  quarrelsome,  yet  he  had  an  irresistible 
propensity  to  contradict  every  opinion  uttered  in  his  presence  which 
he  had  not  originated  himself.  If  he  ever  assented  to  a  proposition 
at  all,  it  was  only  as  a  teacher  instructing  his  pupils,  with  the 
tutorial  phrase  of  "  quite  right."  In  fact,  this  tendency  to  contra- 
dict was  an  offshoot  of  that  proneness  to  teach  which  is  constantly 
exhibited  by  old  schoolmasters  and  college  tutors — a  smack  of  the 
pedagogue,  from  which  few  old  pedagogues  are  free,  unless  they 
be  men  of  an  order  of  mind  very  much  above  that  of  Dr.  Stumper. 
This  peculiarity  was  so  well  known,  that  one  of  his  acquaintance 
made  a  bet  that  he  coald  induce  Dr.  Stumper  publicly  to  contradict, 
at  his  next  dinner-party,  three  distinct  opinions  which  he  was  well 
known  to  entertain,  by  the  simple  plan  of  getting  a  third  party  to 
maintain  those  very  opinions  before  the  warden.  As  he  expected, 
the  opinions  were  contradicted,  and  the  bet  was  won. 
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With  sach  a  character,  it  was  an  extraordinary  delosion  for 
Dr.  Stamper  to  fancy  himself  a  popular  man  ;  for  if  Rochefoucanld's 
receipt  for  social  acceptability — "Never  speak  of  self" — ^be  cor- 
rect, it  may  be  inferred  that  one  who  reverses  the  maxim  in  his 
conduct  will  be  the  reverse  of  agreeable  to  his  company.  Yet 
it  was  Dr.  Stumper's  favourite  theory  that  he  was  the  most  popular 
head  in  Oxford,  and  that  no  one  had  a  greater  natural  power  of 
personal  influence  ;  although  in  point  of  fact,  he  had  no  influence 
over  any  man,  woman,  or  child,  except  his  wife,  who  was  the 
weakest  of  her  sex,  but  whom  he  persisted  in  setting  up  as  a  woman 
of  masculine  intellect,  on  the  ground  of  her  appreciation  of  him- 
self. She  rewarded  this  preference  by  true  womanly  idolatry,  and 
devotedly  adhered  to  every  dogma  promulgated  by  her  lord.  Miss 
Stumper,  his  only  daughter,  was  of  a  less  pliant  nature,  and  saw  a 
good  deal  further  through  her  dear  papa  than  he  did  himself. 

To  complete  our  description  of  Dr»  Stumper,  it  must  be  added 
that  he  was  the  head  of  a  college— nhat  is,  a  member  of  a  body 
which  was,  at  that  time,  the  most  insignificant  and  contemptible  of  all 
the  oligarchies  that  have  ever  plumed  themselves  on  the  exercise  of 
petty  power  and  the  enjoyment  of  local  rank.  As  may  be  inferred 
from  his  general  character.  Dr.  Stumper  caught  the  infection  of  the 
esprit  de  corps  (or,  as  the  Oxonian  wits  termed  it,  the  esprit  de  tile) 
in  its  most  malignant  typ^ 

Yet  there  were  many  redeeming  points  in  the  worthy  Warden  of 
St.  Chad's.  He  never  lost  in  age  the  conscientious  sense  of  duty 
which  had  distinguished  him  in  youth,  nor  did  he  ever  forget  the 
lowly  origin  from  which  he  sprang.  He  diligently  sought  to  render 
available  the  means  at  his  disposal  for  the  encouragement  of  merit 
kept  down  by  poverty  ;  he  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  help  up  the 
struggling  servitor ;  and  many  were  the  young  men  of  promise 
whom  he  had  enabled  to  complete  their  college  course,  by  advanc- 
ing them  the  sums  necessary  for  their  Oxford  residence,  on  the 
chance  of  their  repaying  them  after  a  future  success. 

Moreover,  in  spite  of  the  little  weaknesses  we  have  mentioned^ 
Dr.  Stumper  was  not  wanting  in  practical  common  sense  when  his 
own  vanity  did  not  blind  his  perceptions.  Accordingly,  when 
Lewby  laid  before  him  the  documents  and  depositions  which  he  had 
collected  during  the  whisker  controversy,  the  warden  saw  at  once 
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that  it  woald  be  absard  to  give  importance  to  each  a  folly  bj  pun- 
ishing  it  with  sererity.  He  therefore  told  Lewby  that  he  should 
not  call  a  college  meeting  on  the  subject  (as  was  nsnal  in  cases 
of  gravity),  bat  should  consider  the  whole  matter  as  a  silly  joke, 
and  should  oyerlook  the  combat  between  Bampton  and  Swayle  as 
au  nnpremeditated  and  accidental  collision.  He  should  not,  how- 
BTer,  pass  OTcr  the  ofifence  without  giving  the  young  men  an  admo- 
nition, which  would  afford  the  opportunity  of  benefiting  them  by  a 
little  wholesome  advice.  Pursuant  to  this  benevolent  intention,  he 
sent  bis  apparitor  (so  he  always  called  the  college  butler)  to  sum- 
mon the  offenders  into  his  presence. 

"  Well,  young  men,  he  said,  when  they  appeared,  "  so  you  have 
been  making  fools  of  yourselves.  Do  you  know  that  what  you  have 
done  might  be  viewed  so  as  to  expose  you  to  expulsion  ?" 

The  culprits  looked  sheepish,  but  did  not  venture  on  a  reply. 

**  I  am  glad  you  have  nothing  to  say  fqr  yourselves,''  continued 
their  monitor,  **  and  I  am  glad  Mr.  Brown  gives  yon  both  a  good 
character — so  I  am  willing  to  look  on  the  whole  business  as  a  silly 
joke,  and  to  pass  it  over,  provided  you  both  give  me  your  honour 
that  you  will  carry  the  matter  no  further." 

Both  parties  willingly  consented  to  the  required  pledge,  and 
Bampton  murmured  something  about  his  having  intended  only  a 
"  foolish  piece  of  fun." 

Dr.  Stumper  (who  had  himself  just  called  it  a  silly  joke)  instantly 
snapped  him  up :  "A  foolish  piece  of  fun,  sir,  do  you  call  it ? 
What's  the  great  principle  of  Christianity,  sir  ?" 

Bampton,  taken  aback  at  this  rebuff,  stammered  out  something 
about  **  forgiveness  of  injuries." 

'*  Forgiveness  of  fiddlesticks,  sir !"  retorted  the  Doctor.  "  No, 
tSr,  the  great  principle  of  Christianity  is  do  as  you  would  be  done  by. 
Now,  I  need  not  tell  you,  sir,  that  this  is  a  principle  which  you  vio- 
lated by  your  johe^  as  you  caU  it ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  it,  you 
will  never  violate  your  duty  without  injuring  your  interest.  Why, 
look  at  me,  young  men.  You  know  I  came  up  to  college  as  a  ser- 
vitor, and  how  do  you  think  I  rose  to  be  what  I  am  ?" 

Bampton  was  puzzled  by  this  direct  question,  but  Swayle  replied, 
in  a  flattering  tone,  "  By  the  force  of  talent,  sir." 

'*  No,  sir,"  replied  Dr.  Stumper,  (although  his  love  of  contradic- 
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tioB  was  almost  overcome  by  hk  desire  to  assent  to  an  opinioo 
which  came  so  near  the  tmth),  **  no  sir  ;  mere  force  of  talent  won't 
get  a  man  on  in  this  world  without  other  qoalities.  It  was  by  com- 
mand of  temper,  sir,  and  by  gaining  personal  inflaenoe  over  others, 
and  by  abstaining  from  hnrting  their  feelings,  or  injnring  their  self- 
respect,  sir, ;  so  now  I  will  only  say  to  yon  both,  gentlemen, — go 
and  do  likewise.  But  first,  I  insist  upon  your  shaking  hands  with 
each  other  in  my  presence." 

This  last  admonition  was  not  obeyed  without  much  awkwardness 
and  hesitation  by  the  two  combatants.  They  did,  however,  com- 
ply, and  were  then  dismissed  ;  much  relieved,  on  the  whole,  by  this 
peaceable  termination  of  the  afEur. 

This  event  occurred  just  before  the  end  of  the  summer  term,  and 
immediately  afterwards  the  college  broke  up  for  the  long  vaca- 
tion. 

Charles  spent  the  next  three  months  at  one  of  the  German  badm^ 
with  his  mother  and  sister.  They  had  gone  abroad  partly  for  Mrs. 
Bampton's  health,  which  required  bracing  air  ;  and  partly  to  spend 
the  interval  occupied  by  the  removal  of  their  furniture  from 
Twaddleton  to  a  new  house,  which  she  had  lately  taken  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  ancient  town  of  Summerham.  For  after  two 
years  spent  at  Twaddleton,  Mrs.  Bampton  had  tired  of  the  place, 
and  had  resolved  to  fix  elsewhere.  At  last,  after  many  months 
spent  in  looking  at  houses  in  different  parts  of  the  country  (for  she 
was  a  woman  who  took  a  long  time  to  make  up  her  mind,  whether 
in  the  selection  of  a  muslin  or  of  a  mansicm),  she  had  decided  upon 
the  residence  which  was  now  being  prepared  for  her  reception. 

At  Brunnenbad  Charles  found  more  leisure  for  reading  than  at 
Oxford  ;  and  in  the  intervals  of  riding  and  fly-fishing,  he  managed 
to  get  through  a  good  deal  of  the  course  of  Long  Vacation  work 
recommended  to  him  by  Mr.  Brown.  In  October  he  returned  to 
St.  Chad's  and  found  the  old  set  re-assembled,  with  few  changes. 
His  own  circle  of  acquaintance  -continued  to  enlarge  itself,  and  the 
amount  of  his  reading  continued  to  diminish.  He  contrived,  how- 
ever, to  live  for  some  time  upon  the  stock  which  he  had  accumu- 
lated during  the  summer ;  and  won  favour  in  the  sight  of  Brown 
by  ostentatiously  explaining  to  him  the  manner  in  which  he  had 
followed  his  advice  in  the  vacation* 
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He  saw  more  and  more  of  Archer,  who  exercised  over  him  that 
commanding  influence  which  a  strong  mind  and  will  must  ilways 
exert  over  a  feebler  nature.  He  was  put  this  term  into  a  mathema- 
tical lecture,  conducted  by  Lewby,  whom  we  have  before  mentioned 
as  the  junior  proctor.  The  lecture  was  not  agreeable  to  him,  for,  to 
his  desultory  mind,  the  hard,  consecutive  thought  required  for 
geometry  was  very  irksome.  Nor  was  Lewby  the  man  to  make  it 
pieasanter.  He  was  a  fussy  little  martinet,  with  strict  notions 
on  matters  of  college  discipline,  and  took  great  offence  if  his  pupils 
were  not  regular  in  their  attendance.  This  brought  him  frequently 
into  collision  with  Bampton,  who  generally  took  the  liberty  of  cutting 
lecture  when  the  fineness  of  the  morning  invited  him  to  a  ride,  or 
when  an  agreeable  breakfast  party  tempted  him  to  linger. 

Lewby  never  failed  to  send  for  him  on  these  occasions,  and  to 
administer  a  substitute  for  the  lecture  he  had  missed,  in  the  shape 
of  a  hortaTory  admonition.  Such  interviews  ended  by  the  lecturer 
setting  his  refractory  pupil  an  "  imposition,"  that  is,  desiring  him  to 
write  out  (for  example)  ten  propositions  of  Euclid,  which  was  done 
by  a  neighbouring  barber  for  half-a-crown.  But  Bampton  was  irrita- 
ted by  the  continual  recurrence  of  these  scenes,  and  disposed  to 
listen  to  Archer's  plans  for  combining  a  little  amusement  to  their 
set  with  the  punishment  of  the  offending  mathematician. 

Lewby  had  been,  indeed,  from  the  time  of  his  entering  upon  his 
office,  a  continual  victim  to  practical  jokes,  which  he  provoked  and 
encouraged  by  the  weakness  of  his  character.  He  had  several  times 
been  screwed  up  in  his  rooms  during  the  night,  so  firmly  that  it  took 
the  college  carpenter  four  or  five  hours  the  next  morning  to  effect  his 
deliverance,  so  that  he  had  been  obliged  to  draw  up  his  breakfast 
in  a  basket,  like  the  prisoners  in  a  plague-struck  house.  Frequently 
he  had  found  his  best  boots  converted  Into  water-jugs  when  he  thrust 
his  feet  into  them  preparatory  to  his  daily  ride.  Once  his  letter-box 
had  been  filled  with  gunpowder,  and  exploded  by  a  cigar.  Often  he 
had  been  roused  out  of  his  first  slumber  by  uproarious  and  unearthly 
noises  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  rooms,  and  compelled  to  purchase 
sleep  by  descending  his  cold  staircase  half  naked  in  search  of  the 
offenders. 

But  such  was  the  good-natured  and  simple-hearted  vanity  of  the 
num,  that  it  was  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  the  culprits,  in 
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such  cases,  to  torn  aside  his  wrath  and  escape  panishment  by  an 
adroit  admiQistration  of  flattery.  Thus,  for  instance,  on  one  occa- 
sion, after  he  had  been  awoke  by  the  riot  of  a  drunken  supper-party 
in  the  rooms  below  him,  he  was  entering  the  scene  of  turbulence,  to 
take  down  the  names  of  the  criminals,  when  he  was  entirely  dis- 
armed by  the  impudence  of  Archer,  who  apologised,  in  the  name  of 
the  rest : 

"  I  fear,  sir,"  he  said,  "  that  we  have  been  too  noisy,  and  have 
transgressed  the  college  rules  ;  but  we  were  carried  away  by  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  moment,  for  we  were  engaged  in  toasiing  Mr, 
Lubey's  health." 

Again,  on  another  occasion,  late  one  moonlight  night,  he  was  dis- 
turbed in  his  studies  by  a  stentorian  voice  beneath  the  window,  which 
shouted  repeatedly,  "  Lewby's  a  drunkard  I  Le why's  a  drunkard  1" 
Archer  was  again  the  culprit,  but  had  this  time  reckoned  without  his 
host,  for  he  thought  the  tutor  (who  kept  early  hours)  ^e  in  bed, 
and  reckoned  that  he  should  have  plenty  of  time  to  escape  before 
his  victim  could  get  on  his  trousers.  But  Lewby,  happening  to  be 
still  up,  slipped  quietly  down  the  staircase,  and  was  out  in  the  quad- 
rangle before  his  enemy  was  aware.  Archer  turned  and  fled  ;  but 
his  pursuer  was  the  nimbler  of  the  two,  and  caught  him  just  as  he 
darted  under  the  shadow  of  the  cloisters.  Archer's  presence  of 
mind  did  not  forsake  him. 

''  Sir,  sir/'  he  exclaimed,  "  how  could  yon  stop  me  just  as  I  was 
on  the  point  of  catching  the  rascal  ?" 

"  Catching  whom  ?"  said  Lewby. 

"  Whom^  sir  ?  Why,  did  you  not  hear  that  scoundrel,  who  was 
shouting  out  those  opprobrious  falsehoods  against  you  ?  I  heard 
him,  sir,  though  I  could  not  see  his  face  ;  but  I  rushed  after  him, 
determined  to  detect  him,  for  the  honour  of  the  college,  and  I  hod 
all  but  caught  him  when  you  stopped  me." 

Poor  Lewby  was  disarmed  at  once. 

"  I  thank  you  most  sincerely,"  he  said,  "  my  dear  Mr.  Archer,  for 
your  kind  zeal  for  my  reputation,  and  I  heartily  apologise  for  having 
stopped  you.  And,  Mr.  Archer — ah — ah — (here  he  hesitated  a 
little) — might  I  ask  you  to  contradict  that  calumnious  report  V* 

Bampton  was  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  join  in  any  such  coarae 
practical  jokes  as  these,  but  he  entered  with  more  approbation  into 
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a  saggestion,  which  was  now  made  by  Archer,  and  commonicated 
to  a  select  portion  of  their  set.  The  bishopric  of  Bridgewater  had 
jost  become  vacant,  and  it  was  known  that  Lewby  entertained  ex- 
pectations of  high  ecclesiastical  preferment  from  the  premier,  Lord 
Melkfiham,  offering  him  the  bishopric.  He  made  a  bet  that  the  tntor 
would  not  only  swallow  the  bait,  bnt  woold  be  unable  to  keep  silence 
on  the  subject,  and  would  announce  his  promotion  to  every  member 
of  the  collie. 

The  idea  was  enthusiastically  applauded  by  the  undergraduates  to 
whom  it  was  confided,  but  Bampton  and  others  absolutely  refused  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  forging  Lord  Melksham's  name.  To  meet 
this  scruple,  the  letter  was  expressed  in  the  thu*d  person,  and  Bamp- 
ton was  urged  to  write  it,  on  the  ground  that,  in  case  of  detection,  his 
private  fortune  rendered  the  forfeiture  of  university  prospects  of  less 
consequence  to  him  than  to  most  of  his  associates.  He  finally  con- 
sented, and  the  letter  was  duly  concocted,  announcing  to  Mr.  Lewby 
that  "  Lord  Melksham  would  have  the  honour,  if  he  received  Mr. 
Lewby's  consent,  of  recommending  Mr.  Lewby  to  her  Majesty  for 
designation  to  the  vacant  bishopric  of  Bridgewater."  Archer  sealed 
the  letter  with  an  electrotype  copy  which  he  had  made  of  the 
oflScial  seal  of  the  Treasury,  and  despatched  it  to  a  friend  of  his  in 
London,  who  posted  it  in  Downing  Street. 

Next  day  it  reached  the  breakfast  table  of  the  unconscious  Lewby, 
who,  on  perceiving  the  official  seal,  broke  it  open  in  great  excite- 
ment, and  almost  fainted  with  rapture  when  he  read  the  auspicious 
announcement.  It  never  entered  into  his  imagination  to  suspect  a 
hoax.  He  immediately  sat  down,  and  indited  a  letter  of  acceptance 
to  Lord  Melksham,  which  overflowed  with  the  expression  of  his 
grateful  acknowledgments.  He  posted  the  letter  with  his  own 
bands,  and  then  proceeded  to  his  pupils,  who  had  already  assembled 
in  his  larger  sitting  room  for  their  morning's  lecture. 

Those  who  were  in  the  secret  at  once  felt  sure  that  the  shot  had  hit 
the  mark.  There  was  a  radiant  expression  of  happiness  too  plain  to 
to  be  mistaken,  and  an  occasional  smile  shot  across  the  tutor's  coun- 
tenance, which  nothing  in  the  Euclidean  demonstrations  he  was 
expounding  could  account  for.  Bampton,  who  was  a  kind-hearted* 
fellow,  began  to  repent  of  the  trick  when  he  reflected  that  the  reac- 
tion of  disappointment  which  must  so  speedily  follow  would  be  great 
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in  proportion  to  this  Yisible  present  J07.  Bat  he  was  far  from  sns- 
pecting  the  extent  of  mischief  he  had  done  ;  for  he  took  it  for 
granted  that  Lewbj  wonld  show  the  letter  to  his  friends  before  he 
answered  it,  and  that  they  wonld  nndeceive  him  before  he  had  time 
to  send  a  reply.  This,  however,  Lewby  forbore  to  do.  Hfe  resolved 
to  enjoy  the  Inxnry  of  a  secret  eonscionsness  of  bliss,  nnshared  by 
his  aoqnaintanoe,  till  official  intelligence  shodd  be  published  in  the 
Gazette,  And  this  resolution  he  had  the  perseverance  to  keep 
through  the  whole  of  that  day,  thongh  it  took  him  a  sore  struggle 
to  restrain  the  joy  which  sought  to  vent  itself  in  words.  His  brother 
Fellows  were  so  astonished  at  his  unusual  exhilaration  when  they 
met  him  in  hall  and  common-room,  that  the  more  charitable  feared 
he  was  going  to  be  ill,  and  the  malignant  suspected  an  incipient  ten- 
dency to  solitary  intoxication. 

It  happened  to  be  a  *'  ganday,"  and  there  being  a  feast  in  the  hall, 
a  party  of  strangers  had  been  asked  to  the  high-table,  and  had  after- 
wards adjourned  with  the  Fellows  to  the  common-room.  In  conse- 
quence, the  session  there  was  prolonged  to  a  later  hour  than  usual. 
At  length  coffee  had  been  served,  and  the  guests  were  thinking  of 
dispersing,  when  one  of  those  who  had  been  looking  at  the  London 
papers  of  the  day,  which  had  not  long  arrived,  asked  one  of  his 
neighbours  ''  Whether  he  had  noticed  that  Dr.  Nokirk  was  to  be  the 
new  Bishop  of  Bridgewater  ?" 

The  person  addressed  replied  that  he  had  not  seen  it ;  but  every 
one  was  startled  when  Lewby  exclaimed,  in  a  very  loud  voice,  and 
with  much  excitement  of  manner,  "  That  if  the  newspaper  made  that 
announcement,  it  told  a  deliberate  falsehood." 

In  reply,  the  Times  was  handed  to  the  indignant  tutor,  and  the 
paragraph  announcing  the  promotion,  in  large  type,  and  in  an  appa- 
rently official  manner,  caught  his  eye. 

But  he  was  not  shaken  by  the  sight.  "  I  don't  care  for  the 
T.mes,"  he  said.  '*  I  know,  from  my  own  personal  knowledge,  that 
the  statement  is  false." 

This,  of  course,  aroused  universal  curiosity.    Every  one  pressed 

him  to  state  the  ground  of  his  disbelief.     At  laet  he  yielded,  with 

*  feigned  reluctance,  and  proclaimed  his  own  exalted  prospects  with 

disclaiming  words  and  blushes.      His  strange  announcement  wafi 

heard  with  envy  by  soir.e,  with  incredulity  by  others,  with  astonish- 
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ment  bj  all ;  bat  no  one  liked  to  aak  him  for  a  sight  of  Lord  Melk- 
sham's  letter,  since  to  do  so  wonld  have  seemed  like  throwing  a  donbt 
npon  his  veracity,  or  implying  a  snspicion  of  his  credulity. 

The  party  broke  up,  and  Lewby  retired  to  his  rooms  in  great  agi- 
tation. He  took  oat  the  letter  from  his  desk,  and  re-assored  him- 
weif  by  the  sight  of  the  Treasory  seal.  He  wonld  not  suspect  the 
genoineness  of  the  document ;  bat  a  painful  idea  occurred  to  him, 
that  perhaps  the  bishopric  might  have  been  offered  to  Dr.  Nokirk  in 
the  first  instance,  and  that  Lord  Melksham  might  have  misinter- 
preted some  ambiguous  reply  of  that  dirine  into  a  refusal,  when  it 
was  meant  for  an  acceptance.  He  had  heard  stories  of  similar  mis- 
takes, resulting  from  an  affectation  of  the  nolo  episcoparL  **  Still," 
he  thouTlit,  **  even  if  there  has  been  any  stupid  blunder  about  this 
particular  bishopric,  Lord  Melksham  is  bound  in  honour  to  give  me 
the  next  that  falls.''  And  soothed  by  this  reflection  *he  fell  asleep. 
Early  on  the  following  morning  be  left  Oxford  to  spend  the  day 
with  a  relation  who  held  a  country  living  twelve  miles  off ;  for  he 
was  resolved  to  save  himself  from  all  further  questioning  and  cross- 
examination  till  the  truth  shoaid  be  decided.  He  did  not  return  till 
late  at  night,  and  gave  directions  to  his  scout  to  bring  his  letters  to 
his  bedroom  next  morning  on  the  instant  of  their  arrival.  On  their 
appearance  he  snatched  at  one,  which  bore  the  signature  of  Melk- 
sham on  a  comer  of  the  envelope.  He  tore  it  open,  and  seized  on 
the  enclosure.  Alas,  the  bitter  pang  of  that  momentary  glance  I 
The  letter  was  not  from  Lord  Melksham  himself,  but  from  his  pri- 
Tate  secretary,  and  ran  as  follows  : — 

RsvEREND  Sir  : — I  am  directed  by  Lord  Melksham  to  acknow- 
ledge the  receipt  of  yoor  letter,  and  to  state  in  reply  that  Lord 
Melksham  fears  yon  have  been  imposed  npon.  The  Bishopric  of 
Bridgewater  has  been  bestowed  upon  Dr.  Nokirk,  whose  nomination 
will  be  gazetted  to-morrow.  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  reverend  sir, 
your  obedient  servant, 

"AuousTus  Blarney." 

Trembling  as  Lewby  was  with  nervous  agitation,  and  scarcely  able 
to  hold  or  see  the  letter  in  his  hand,  yet  these  fatal  words  seemed  to 
flash  suddenly  from  the  paper  into  his  brain.    Then  in  an  agony  of 
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shame  and  grief  he  pulled  the  bed-clothes  over  his  head  and  sobbed 
aloud.  The  faithful  serrant  thought  that  his  master  must  haye 
received  news  of  a  mother's  or  a  sister's  death,  and  stood  at  first  in 
respectful  silence.  But  at  last,  seeing  the  prolonged  nature  of  the 
attack,  he  ventured  to  hope  that  Mr.  Lewby  "  wouldn't  take  on  so,'' 
and  asked  ''  whether  he  hadn't  better  call  a  doctor."  This  roused 
Lewbj  for  a  moment,  and  he  dismissed  his  attendant  with  an  order 
to  fasten  his  outer  door,  and  to  give  notice  that  he  was  too  ill  to 
lecture  that  morning. 

Being  thus  left  in  repose  the  poor  man  strove  to  arrange  his  shat- 
tered ideas.  His  first  thought  was  to  leave  Oxford,  aud  retire  to 
hide  his  confusion  in  some  sequestered  curacy,  but  then  he  remem- 
bered that,  thanks  to  his  own  indiscretion,  every  one  at  Oxford,  knew 
by  this  time  of  the  hoax,  so  that  concealment  was  no  longer  possible. 
Besides,  he  had  a  mother  dependent  on  him,  and  could  not  afford  to 
abandon  his  tutorship,  which  was  his  principal  source  of  income. 
Then  the  image  of  the  hateful  letter  which  had  deceived  him  recur- 
red to  his  mind,  with  a  vision  of  its  official  seal,  which  had  so 
haunted  his  fancy  during  the  last  forty-eight  hours.  And  then  a 
thought  suggested  itself  which  restored  him  to  something  like  equa- 
nimity. If  he  could  show  himself  to  be  the  victim  of  a  skilful  for- 
gery, and  puuish  the  perpetrator  as  a  criminal,  it  would  relieve  him 
from  the  imputation  of  ridiculous  credulity.  For  every  man,  he 
thought,  is  at  the  mercy  of  an  unscrupulous  forger,  and  no  caution 
can  guard  against  such  imposture. 

Somewhat  consoled  by  this  expedient,  and  foi'tified  by  resolving 
upon  a  definite  course  of  action,  he  dressed  himself  in  the  little 
barely  furnished  bedroom  where  he  had  performed  the  same  operation 
almost  daily  for  ten  years,  and  which  but  yesterday  he  had  been 
despising  in  his  heart,  while  he  contrasted  it  with  the  sumptuous 
apartment  where  his  toilet  would  take  place  in  the  palace  of  Bridge- 
water.  He  cut  himself  several  times  in  shaving,  and  scalded  his 
liand  with  the  boiling  element  from  his  kettle  as  he  watered  his  tea. 
Mournfully  he  swallowed  his  solitary  breakfast,  and  then  proceeded 
to  the  lodge  to  lay  his  grievances  before  the  warden. 

He  was  shown  into  the  study,  where  unluckily  Miss  Stumper  was 
sitting  with  a  book  in  her  hand  as  he  entered.  She  greeted  him 
civilly  and  withdrew,  but  not  before  a  biting  of  her  lips  and  sup- 
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pressed  expression  of  mirth  in  her  countenance  had  betrayed  that 
she  had  heard  all.  Much  discomfited  by  this  encounter,  Lewby 
seated  himself  on  the  chair  which  Dr.  Stumper  offered,  and  explained 
to  him  (very  needlessly)  the  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed. 
He  ended  by  demanding  that  a  college  meeting  should  be  conyoked, 
to  investigate  the  matter  and  take  measures  for  detecting  the 
criminal.  At  this  moment  Mr.  Brown  (the  senior  tutor)  happened 
to  call,  and  was  shown  in  at  Lewby's  request  to  assist  at  the  con- 
ference. The  letter  and  envelope  were  handed  to  him  for  inspection. 
On  opening  the  letter,  he  exclaimed — 

''  Why,  this  is  Bampton's  hand  I  I  should  know  it  among 
a  hundred." 

Charles  had,  in  fact,  made  no  attempt  to  disguise  his  writing, 
which  was  well  known  to  Mr.  Brown,  who  had  looked  over  many  of 
his  classical  compositions  and  translations.  Lewby  expressed  infinite 
disgust,  but  no  surprise,  for  he  observed  that  he  had  already  the 
worst  opinion  of  Mr.  Bampton,  whose  attendance  at  his  lectures  was 
most  irregular.     Dr.  Stumper  looked  in  despair. 

"Dear  me  I  dear  me  I"  he  cried,  *'  I  might  well  say  it  was  all 
over  with  the  college  when  I  resigned  the  tutorship.  A  fine,  clevef 
young  man  falling  into  this  kind  of  scrape  I  Now,  my  dear  sir,  this 
could  never  have  happened  when  I  was  tutor." 

Mr.  Brown,  naturally  offended,  observed  that  he  reallj  conld  oot 
see  how  any  tutor  could  have  prevented  what  had  occurred. 

"  Not  see,  my  dear  Mr.  Brown  ?  That's  just  the  very  thing,  I 
had  eyes  in  my  head.  I  knew  what  all  the  undergraduates  were 
about.  I  had  a  personal  influence  over  them.  They  never  would 
have  ventured  to  play  such  a  trick  in  my  time,  sir." 

"  Well,  but,"  said  Lewby,  "  that  is  no  satisfaction  to  me  now.  Dr. 
Stumper,  nor  to  the  college  which  Mr.  Bampton  has  insulted,  in  the 
person  of  one  of  its  chief  officers.  What  measures  do  you  propose 
to  take?" 

"  Measures  I"  rei)eated  the  Warden,  "  why  we  must  send  for 
Bampton  first,  and  see  if  he  will  acknowledge  his  handwriting." 

"  Of  that,"  observed  Brown,  "  I  have  no  doubt ;  I  am  sure  that 
Mr.  Bampton  is  a  man  of  honour,  and  incapable  of  a  falsehood, 
although  he  has  been  unhappily  betrayed  into  a  very  inexcusable 
misdemeanour  on  the  present  occasion." 

1* 
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"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  a  misdemeanour,  Mr.  Brown/' 
said  Lewby  ;  "  but  I  think  that  much  too  light  a  term  to  apply  to 
the  crime  of  fofgery.  I  shall  insist  on  a  criminal  prosecution  being 
instituted  against  Mr.  Bampton." 

"  That  shows,  ray  dear  Lewby,"  interrupted  the  Warden — "  that 
just  shows  that  you  know  nothing  of  law.  Why  you  can^t  prose- 
cute a  man  for  forgery  unless  he  has  tried  to  make  money  by  it. 
Besides,  there  is  no  signature  counterfeited  in  Lord  Melksham's  let- 
ter ;  it  is  all  in  the  third  person — ^mere  narrative,  my  dear  sir.  I 
can't  imagine  how  it  could  have  imposed  upon  you." 

At  these  words  Lewby  rose  from  his  chair  in  great  indignation. 

"  It  is  time  for  me,"  he  said,  '*  to  withdraw,  Mr.  Warden,  when 
I  find  you  capable  of  using  snch  expressions  to  me  under  such  cir- 
cumstances ;  nor  can  I  expect  impartiality  from  Mr.  Brown,  who 
naturally  defends  his  favourite  pupil.  But  I  appeal  to  a  college  meet- 
ing, which  I  request  you  to  summon  this  afternoon,  for  the  considera- 
tion of  the  case." 

So  saying,  he  retired,  absolutely  refusing  to  listen  to  any  remon- 
fitraiiccH  <m  the  subject.  The  college  meeting  was  called  accordingly, 
and  alts  [lEled  by  all  the  resident  fellows  of  St.  Chad's,  to  the  num- 
ber of  etL^lit,  Mr.  Lewby  laid  the  case  before  them,  having  pre- 
viously oUtained  from  Bampton  an  admission  of  the  authorship  of 
the  luttciv  After  a  pathetic  appeal  to  the  bympathy  of  his  friends, 
he  m^iveil  that  the  college  should  prosecute  Bampton  for  forgery.  To 
his  htyT\(yT  and  astonishment,  not  a  single  member  of  the  common 
room  would  even  second  the  motion.  Dr.  Stumper  then  proposed 
that  the  offender  should  be  rusticated  for  a  term,  which  was  unani- 
mously agreed  to.  The  meeting  broke  up,  and  Mr.  Brown  sent  for 
Bampton  and  announced  to  him  his  fate,  with  an  appropriate  exhor- 
tation. 

Charles  was  a  good  deal  vexed,  not  on  account  of  the  punishment 
itself,  but  because  of  the  annoyance  it  would  give  his  mother,  and 
the  unfavourable  impression  which  it  must  create  among  his  other 
relatives.  However,  he  felt  that  there  was  no  help  for  it,  and  that 
he  had  no  ground  to  complain  of  the  severity  of  the  sentence.  So 
he  gave  a  farewell  supper  to  his  friends  that  evening  ;  had  an  almost 
affectionate  parting  with  Archer  at  a  tete-u-tite  breakfast  the  next 
morning  ;  and  before  noon  that  day  was  in  the  express  train  to 
Snmmerham. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

CI/TRA-FBOTESTANTS   OF  BtJlOCEBHllC. 

Mb8.  Baxfton  had  not  been  settled  in  her  new  home  more  than 
six  weeks  when  she  was  startled  bj  the  unexpected  appearance  of 
her  son.  He  softened  do¥m  matters  as  well  as  he  conld,  and  soon 
sncceeded  in  getting  her  to  look  on  his  rustication  as  a  matter  of  no 
material  importance.  •  He  conld  read,  he  said,  mach  harder  at  Sum- 
merham  than  at  Oxford ;  and  the  term  for  which  he  was  rusticated 
being  already  more  than  half  over,  his  return  home  need  excite  no 
notice  among  their  friends  ;  he  had  only  anticipated  the  Christmas 
vacation  by  a  few  weeks,  and  many  men  only  kept  half  terms  at 
Oxford.  By  these  and  such  like  considerations  which  he  urged  upon 
her  while  she  was  refreshing  him  with  tea,  Mrs.  Bampton  was 
readily  convinced ;  especially  as  it  was  always  a  delight  to  have 
Charles  at  home,  and  she  was  at  present  particularly  anxious  to  show 
him  over  her  new  house,  and  claim  his  admiration  for  the  furniture 
and  arrangements. 

With  the  latter  object  she  proceeded,  as  soon  as  the  tea-things 
were  removed,  to  conduct  him  over  the  mansion.  Of  course  he 
gratified  her  by  large  doses  of  admiration  bestowed  upon  her  choice 
of  carpets,  papers,  curtains,  and  mirrors,  as  they  examined  dining- 
room,  drawing-room,  and  library  in  detail  They  had  just  returned 
from  this  tour  of  inspection,  and  she  was  settling  herself  down  again 
upon  the  sofa,  when  she  suddenly  exclaimed — 

^'  Oh,  I  have  not  shown  you  my  new  book-cases  after  all,  Charles  I 
Ton  know  how  often  I  have  said  I  ought  to  have  some  books  in  the 
drawing-room  ;  and  now  come  closer  and  look  here." 

She  held  up  a  candle  as  she  spoke  over  a  set  of  rosewood  shelves 
which  filled  a  recess.    Charles  approached  and  began  to  read  the 
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titles  which  glittered  in  gold  on  the  monj-colonred  bindings  which 
stood  before  him. 

"  My  dearest  mother  I"  he  cried  ont,  "  \«hat  in  the  name  of  won- 
der have  you  got  here  ?  *  Roderick  Random  1'  *  Ferdinand  Count 
Fathom  !'  '  Peregrme  Pickle  !^  *  Tom*  Jones  V  *  Pamela  I'  *  Rabelais !' 
*  Les  Confessions  de  Rousseau  I  I'  *  Candide  par  Voltaire  I  1'  *  (EuYres 
de  George  Sand'  (twenty  volumes  of  them  ^oo)  1 1  '  Paul  de  Kock' 
(in  twenty-four  volumes)! !  I  Why,  my  da^rling  mother,  you  have 
collects  together  all  the  most  indecent  books  iik  Europe  I" 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Charles,  by  speaking  to- me  in  that  way  ? 
and  besides,  they  are  not  books  at  all ;  don't  you  see  they  are  only 
wooden  backs  bound  in  leather  to  make  pretence,  and  fill  up  the 
room  handsomely  ?" 

"  ^  Vt  Well,  dearest  mamma,  pray  don't  be  angry  ;  but  do  tell  me 
where  you  got  the  titles." 

"  Why  it  was  in  the  railway,  dear,  after  we  parted  from  you  in 
London.  We  were  put  into  the  same  carriage  with  Mr.  Thingamy, 
'  the  great  author,  ymi  kin>vv.  1  found  out  who  he  was  by  seeing  his 
le  upon  his  carpetbag  i  fo  1  fell  into  conversation  with  him,  and 
pleasant  and  agrc^eabla  he  was  ;  and  as  I  meant  to  get  this 
iKJok-cnsc,  aiid  woTitcd  -  ^ne  titles  of  nice  modem  books,  I 
#ked  Mm  if  be  woold  iimih  mommend  me  a  list,  and  I  wrote  the 
*i\tim  from  his  dictation  in  tny  pocket-book,  and  sent  them  after- 
wards to  the  upholsterer/" 

*'  Then  all  I  can  .mv,  mamma,  is  that  Mr.  Thingamy  is  a  great 
Jblackgnard,  atid  has  token  you  in  most  shamefully.  No  decent 
woman  could  read  a  single  book  on  that  shelf.  Yon  must  have  it 
burnt  to-morrow,  you  must  indeed  I" 

"  How  very,  very  shocking,"  sobbed  out  poor  Mrs.  Bampton,  "  to 
be  imposed  upon  and  insulted  in  such  a  way  1  Clara  told  me  she 
did  not  like  the  look  of  them  ;  but  she  could  know  nothing  about  it, 
you  know.  But,  Charles  dear,  you  are  very  young :  are  you  sure  yon 
know  the  character  of  the  books  ?  For  if  they  are  so  bad  as  you 
say,  I  trust  you  have  not  read  them  yourself." 

"  Why,  mamma,  when  boys  are  sent  to  school,  you  know,  they  get 
books  which  they  ought  never  to  see  at  home.  I  can  assure  you 
there  is  no  doubt  of  what  I  say." 

"  Well,  dear  Charles,  if  it  is  so,  of  course  they  most  be  got  rid  of 
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at  once  ;  bat  before  I  order  them  to  be  barnt,  I  must  ask  dear  Mr. 
MooDj  if  he  agrees  with  you." 

"  Moony  I  who  is  Mr.  Moony,  mother  ?"  rejoined  Charles ;  but 
the  answer  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Clara,  who  had  been 
spending  the  eveiiing  out,  and  now  on  returning  from  her  party  found 
Charles,  to  her  astonishment,  standing  by  the  fire,  and  ran  to  throw 
herself  into  his  arms. 

Soon  afterwards  the  servants  came  in  for  family  prayers,  which 
Mrs.  B.  read  from  a  new  book,  different  from  what  she  had  formerly 
used,  and  which  seemed  to  Charles  by  no  means  an  improvement  on 
his  old  acquaintance.  He  took  it  up  after  prayers,  and  found  that 
it  was  entitled  "Protestant  Devotions,  by  the  Rev.  T.  Moony." 
Again  he  recurred  to  his  former  inquiry — 

"  Who  is  this  Mr.  Moony,  mother  ?" 

"  He  is  the  clergyman  under  whose  ministry  it  is  our  privilege  to 
sit,''  replied  his  mother  ;  "  you  will  no  doubt  see  him  here  to-morrow, 
and  I  trust  you  will  learn  to  value  him  as  he  deserves  " 

As  she  spoke  she  cast  a  hasty  glance  at  Clara,  who  said,  with  a 
slightly  sarcastic  accent — 

"  He  cannot  fail  to  do  that,  manmia,  I  think." 

"  Light  the  candles,  Clara,  my  love,"  replied  the  mother,  "  it  is 
time  for  bed." 

So  they  all  kissed  and  bade  good  night,  dispersing  to  their 
several  rooms ;  but  in  half  an  hour  Charles  was  in  Clara's  apart- 
ment, and  brother  and  sister  sat  down  for  a  comfortable  gossip. 

"  Well,  Clara,"  said  Charles,  after  he  had  fully  satisfied  her  curi- 
osity about  his  Oxford  adventures,  "  well,  Clara,  and  how  do  you 
like  Summerham  ?" 

"  Why,  you  know  I  have  only  been  here  three  weeks,"  replied  she, 
"  for  I  came  bock  from  Aunt  Helen's  on  the  first  of  this  month  ;  but 
what  I  have  seen  of  the  society  I  don't  like  at  all.  This  Mr.  Moony 
whom  manmia  worships,  is  at  the  head  of  everything,  at  least  in  the 
set  with  which  we  mix,  and  he  is  odious." 

"  Why,  what  sort  of  a  man  is  he,  Clara  ?" 

"  Oh  1  he  is  the  leading  clergyman  of  the  Low  Church  party  in 
Summerham,  and  preaches  in  the  fashionable  church  ;  he  is  a 
widower,  and  was  married  to  a  Lady  Lucy  (lately  dead),  daughter 
of  the  Earl  of  Mushroom,  whose  park  was  close  to  Mr.  Moony's  first 
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curacy.  He  somehow  contrired  to  meet  her  in  the  cottages  aboat 
the  parish,  and  at  last  persuaded  her  to  nm  off  with  him.  They  say 
he  was  engaged  to  another  woman  at  the  time,  and  broke  her  heart 
by  breaking  off  the  match,  but  perhaps  that  is  scandal.  He  is  a 
good-looking  man,  with  a  fine  voice,  and  talks  fluent  nonsense  with- 
out stammering.  But  his  manners  are  detestable — a  mixture  of 
fawning  and  familiarity  which  absolutely  sickens  one,  especially  when 
it  is  jomed  with  the  most  irreverent  introduction  of  sacred  words  and 
sentiments,  which  a  really  pious  man  would  confine  to  the  recesses 
of  his  own  heart.  I  cannot  help  feeling,  too,  that  all  his  smoothness 
and  softness  has  a  design  about  it ;  he  is  so  very  attentive  and  com- 
plimentary to  mamma.  You  will  hardly  believe  it,  but  I  assure  you 
that  the  other  day,  at  an  exposition  party  (as  they  call  them),  he 
was  expoundiug  that  verse  about '  whatsoever  things  are  pure,  what- 
soever things  are  lovely,'  and  when  he  came  to  the  last  words  he  said 
with  a  smirk,  '  I  think  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  in  this  word  lavd/if 
St.  Paul  refers  peculiarly  to  the  fairer  sex,'  and  as  he  said  it  he  gave 
an  insinuating  glance  at  mamma." 

"  Had  Lady  Lucy  much  money  ?"  said  Charles. 

"  No,  very  little.  Her  family  were  displeased  at  the  match  and 
only  gave  her  ,£5,000,  I  believe.  Still  that  was  a  good  deal  to  Mr. 
Moony,  and  the  aristocratic  connection  made  him  idolised  by  the 
wealthy  vulgarians  of  his  sect,  who  were  charmed  at  having  a  Lady 
Lucy  at  their  parties.  But  now  she  is  dead,  he  will  no  doubt  be 
looking  for  fortune  in  a  new  matrimonial  speculation.  As  it  is,  I 
believe  he  has  two  or  three  ladies  calling  on  him  every  week  to  con- 
sult him  about  cases  of  conscience.  Then  he  is  so  odiously  con- 
ceited— every  other  word  is  about '  my  sermons,'  *  my  poems,'  *  my 
pamphlet.'  And  he  has  the  impertinence  to  patronise  me,  too ; 
calling  me  '  my  dear  young  lady,'  or  '  my  sweet  little  antagonist,'  if 
I  say  a  word  against  the  nonsense  which  he  crams  down  poor  mam- 
ma's throat  for  Gospel." 

''And  how  can  mamma  be  taken  with  such  a  man?"  said 
Charles. 

"  Oh  I  he  is  all  the  fashion  here,"  said  Clara,  ''  and  that  goes  a 
great  way,  you  know.  Besides,  he  has  the  reputation  of  a  leader  in 
the  religious  world,  and  all  women  are  caught  by  reputation,  I  sup- 
pose.   Moreover,  mamma  believes  him  to  be  very  good,  and  she 
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VM^d  Ihink  a  close  connection  with  liim  a  kind  of  passport  to 
leaver.  Bat  I  need  not  tell  yon  more  abont  him,  for  yon  will  see 
him  next  Monday.  He  is  asked  to  dine  here,  and  is  to  bring  with 
him  a  depitation  from  the  Millenarian  Society." 

*'A  depwtaiiffnP^  cried  Charles,  "  why  how  many  will  that  bef" 

"Oht  only  one;  they  call  the  travelling  agent  a  deputation. 
But  did  manuLa  tell  yon  who  are  coming  to  stay  here  to-morrow  ?" 

"  No,  is  it  any  one  I  know  ?" 

''  It  is  old  Admiral  Hawser,  with  his  daughter  and  little  Freddy. 
Charlotte  Hawser,  it  seems,  is  a  fervent  admirer  of  Mr.  Moony's, 
and  she  has  arranged  her  plans  so  as  to  spend  Sunday  here  (the  day 
after  to-morrow,  you  know),  that  they  might  hear  him  preach. 
They  will  be  of  our  duner  party  on  Monday,  too,  and  I  feel  curious 
to  see  how  such  inconj^mous  elements  will  mix.  But  it  is  getting 
very  late ;  you  must  reaUy  go,  or  mamma  will  be  scolding  me  for 
sitting  up.     Good  night,  Obarles." 

"  Good  night,  love." 

The  admiral  above  referred  to  was  a  cousin  of  Mrs.  Bampton's,  an 
honest  old  sailor,  who  troubled  himself  very  little  abont  any  specu- 
lative matters,  was  content  to  take  his  theology  from  his  catechism, 
and  always  believed  the  clergyman  of  the  church  which  he  happened 
to  attend  a  pattern  of  orthodoxy,  unless  he  preached  very  noisily 
and  controversially  indeed. 

Miss  Hawser  was  quite  different  from  her  papa,  whom  she  regarded 
as  being  in  a  benighted  and  almost  Pagan  state.  She  lived  in  a 
constant  whirl  of  religious  dissipation,  going  about  from  meeting 
to  meeting,  and  flitting  from  preacher  to  preacher,  to  gratify  her 
taste  for  novelty  and  excitement.  She  was  deep  in  the  mysteries  of 
prophetical  speculation,  and  all  the  time  she  could  spare  from  the 
care  of  her  toilette  (to  which  she  was  extremely  devoted)  she 
bestowed  upon  the  calculation  wherein  the  end  of  the  world  is 
periodically  determined  by  the  members  of  her  sect.  In  short,  milli- 
nery was  her  business,  millcnarianism  her  amusement.  The  reason 
of  her  anxiety  to  see,  and  above  all  to  hear,  Mr.  Moony,  was,  that 
the  last  prophetical  romance  which  she  had  been  reading  was  a 
pamphlet  which  he  had  put  forth,  entitled  "  The  Armageddon  Alma- 
nac." When  she  heard  that  hci  relatioLS  were  settled  at  the  town 
which  enjoyed  the  ministrations  >f  the  author,  she  unmcdiately  per- 
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snaded  her  father  (who  let  her  have  her  own  way  in  eyerything)  to 
propose  the  present  yisit  to  Mrs.  Bampton. 

The  Admiral  and  his  daughter  arrived  to  dinner  on  Saturday,  and 
on  Sunday  the  whole  family  sallied  forth  together  to  their  parish 
church,  where  Charles  beheld  for  the  first  time  the  stalwart  form  of 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Moony.  There  was  nothing  very  striking  in  his  per- 
formance of  the  serrice,  except  a  little  mouthing  of  what  he  deemed 
the  more  edifying  portion  of  the  prayers.  The  sermon  was  more 
remarkable,  not  for  its  matter,  but  for  its  want  of  matter.  It  was  a 
vapid  and  pointless  enunciation  of  theological  common-places,  and, 
though  an  hour  in  length,  could  not  possibly  have  cost  five  minutes 
to  prepare.  The  verbiage,  prolixity,  and  wearisome  repetition,  made 
it  painfully  evident  to  an  intelligent  hearer  that  the  preacher  was 
speaking  against  time.  Indeed,  the  whole  contents  of  the  sermon 
might  have  been  compressed  into  four  sentences  by  an  attentive 
auditor ;  just  as  the  flabby  and  distended  volume  of  the  jelly-fish 
collapses  into  water  if  you  squeeze  it,  and  the  bulky  animal  leaves 
nothing  behind  but  a  little  white  skin  upon  the  sand. 

It  was  a  puzzle  how  Mr.  Moony  had  obtained  his  reputation  as 
a  preacher,  even  with  the  very  shallow  minds  by  which  he  was 
admired.  Probably  the  existence  of  Lady  Lucy  was  the  true 
explanation  of  it ;  and  when  once  placed  by  that  connection  among 
the  stars  of  his  sect,  he  maintained  it  by  his  pamphlets  on  prophecy, 
by  preaching  extempore,  and  by  never  failing  in  every  sermon  to 
enunciate  the  most  characteristic  shibboleths  of  his  party  at  least 
three  times  over. 

As  they  came  out  of  church,  Miss  Hawser  was  rapturous  in  her 
admiration.  She  appealed  to  her  father — "  Wasn't  it  beautiful,  dear 
papa  ?" 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  meekly  replied  the  old  Admiral,  "  I  have  no 
doubt  it  was  very  excellent ;  but  I  fear  that  I  am  gradually  losing 
my  memory  now,  for  I  cannot  quite  recollect  what  Mr.  Moony  was 
preaching  about." 

Charles  laughed.  "  You  are  much  too  humble,  my  dear  Admiral," 
be  said  ;  "  if  you  could  remember  any  subject  at  all  of  the  sermon 
we  have  just  listened  to,  you  would  show,  not  memory,  but  imagina* 
tion." 

"  Ah  1  Mr.  Bampton,"  cried  Miag  Hawser,  "  I  am  sorry  to  see  a 
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jonng  man  like  yoa  going  in  the  waj  of  the  scofFer.  It  iB  trne,  dear 
Mr.  Moony  nerer  preaches  to  the  nnconyerted,  so  that,  of  course,  to 
you  he  must  have  seemed  as  one  that  beateth  the  air.  But  I  can 
assure  yon  that,  to  the  converted,  his  words  were  fnll  of  precious 
treasure.  I  have  found  them  a  repast  on  which  I  shall  banquet  for 
many  weeks  to  come." 

The  next  morning,  while  Admiral  Hawser  and  Charles  were  in  the 
drawing-room,  just  before  going  down  to  luncheon,  the  door  bell 
rang,  and  the  footman  announced  ^*  The  Reverend  Joseph  Murphy.'^ 

A  clergyman  entered,  rubicund  in  face,  spherical  in  paunch,  and 
dressed  in  splendid  clerical  costume,  of  the  cut  which  formerly  would 
have  sufficed  for  an  archdeacon,  lii^it  is  now  adopted  by  **  deputa- 
tions." He  introduced  himself  to  the  Admiral  (whom  he  evidently 
mistook  for  the  master  of  the  house),  as  the  travelling  representa- 
tive of  the  '*  Millenarian  Society."  He  called,  he  said,  to  collect  the 
subscription  which  Mrs.  Hampton  had  so  liberally  promised ;  and 
was  told  by  Admiral  Hawser  that  she  would  be  down  in  a  minute, 
and  would  then  pay  it.  He  proceeded,  with  some  embarrassment, 
humming  and  hawing  a  good  deal,  to  say  that  he  had  also  to  explain 
a  little  matter  which  was  personal  to  himself. 

**  I  have  taken  upon  my  shoulders,  my  dear  sir,  more  arduous  and 
extensive  duties  in  connection  with  this  society,  than  1  have  been 
able  to  fulfil  with  justice  to  myself.  In  fact,  without  any  increase 
of  my  salary,  the  society  has  added  this  district  to  my  labours,  and 
the  expenses  of  travelling  are  enormous.  The  consequence  has 
been,  that — ah — ah — in  fact— ah — I  have  been  compelled  to  exceed 
my  income,  and  am  at  this  moment  threatened  mth  a  writ  for  iS200." 

*'  Do  you  mean  that  you  are  in  danger  of  arrest,  sir  ?"  said  the 
Admiral. 

"  I  shall  be  so,  my  dear  sir,  unless  I  can  raise  the  £200  in  a  few 
days.  But  some  dear  Christian  friends,  here  and  elsewhere,  have 
offered  to  collect  the  money  for  me  ;  and  Mr.  Moony  tells  me  that 
your  excellent  lady,  sir,  would  be  willing  to  act  as  a  collector.  The 
money  should  be  paid  in  to  the  Murphy  Fund,  at  the  office  of  the 
Parent  Society." 

"  Yon  are  under  some  mistake,  sir,"  interrupted  the  Admiral,  "  I 
have  no  wife,  and  I  certainly  cannot  undertake  to  collect  for  you 
myself.    But  as  you  have  mentioned  the  fact  that  you  are  livmg 
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beyond  your  income,  perhaps  joa  will  allow  me  to  snggest  the 
importance  of  attending  to  economy  in  trifles  ;  if  you  take  care  of 
the  pence  (yon  know)  the  ponnda  will  take  care  of  themselTes." 
And  as  he  spoke  he  glanced  at  the  agent's  elaborate  costume,  which 
spoke  of  milimited  tailors'  bills. 

"  Just  so,  my  dear  sir/'  replied  the  undaunted  Paddy,  not  a  whit 
abashed.  ''  Exactly  what  I  am  always  telling  Mrs.  Murphy.  'You 
should  be  more  economical  in  the  children's  dress,  my  dear,'  I  often 
say  to  her ;  '  you  should  not  spend  so  much  in  fly-hire  and  washing.' " 

This  was  too  much  for  the  Admiral,  who  with  difficulty  restrained 
himself  from  kicking  the  reyerend  msolrent  down  stairs.  But  at 
that  moment  Mrs.  Bampton  entered,  and  welcomed  the  delegate  with 
her  most  gracious  smiles.  She  paid  her  subscription  to  the  Milieu- 
arian  Society,  and,  on  reading  Mr.  Moony's  note,  promised  (to 
Charles's  boundless  horror)  that  she  would  also  collect  for  the 
Murphy  Fund.  Mr.  Murphy  then  took  his  leave,  promising  to  join 
them  again  in  the  company  of  Mr.  Moony,  at  dinner. 

Besides  this  unsavoury  addition,  the  dinner  party  included  one  or 
two  families  belonging  to  the  neighbourhood,  so  that  they  sat  down 
twelve  in  all.  Nothing  peculiar  occurred  to  vary  the  monotony  of 
the  repast,  except  the  voracious  and  noisy  feeding  of  Mr.  Murphy, 
whose  sensual  countenance  beamed  with  enjoyment  of  the  good 
things  before  him.  His  usual  impudent  volubility  was,  however, 
restrained,  out  of  deference  to  his  patron,  Moony. 

The  Admiral,  who  was  kept  iu  excellent  training  by  his  daughter, 
was  very  quiet,  and  said  nothing  to  startle  the  proprieties  of  the 
clique  ;  except  once,  when  d  propos  to  some  remarks  about  the  good 
trout-streams  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Summerham,  he  turned  to  Mr. 
Moony  and  asked  him  ''  whether  he  was  fond  of  fly-fishing  ?"  But 
Miss  Hawser  came  at  once  to  her  pastor's  rescue — '^  Oh,  papa,  how 
can  you  put  such  a  question  ?    Mr.  Moony  is  a  fisher  of  men  now." 

After  the  cloth  was  removed  the  conversation  became  less  general, 
and  gradually  subsided  into  a  monologue  of  Mr.  Moony's,  occasion- 
ally broken  by  adulatory  promptings  from  Murphy,  who  acted  as  his 
jackal.  For  example,  the  latter  began  with  ''I  think  it  would 
interest  us  all  very  much,  sir,  if  you  would  tell  us  the  history  of  that 
remarkable  case  of  sudden  conversion  which  you  were  the  means  of 
accomplishing  by  your  speech  at  the  last  Protestant  Association." 
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Mr.  Money,  after  a  little  coyness,  acceded  to  the  request,  and  edi£ed 
the  company  by  a  long  rigmarole  to^the  glorification  of  himself,  ren- 
dered more  ridicnlons  by  the  professions  of  orthodox  humility  with 
which  it  was  interspersed.  When  he  had  concluded,  Morphy  peti- 
tioned for  another  anecdote  ;  and  this  process  was  repeated  several 


When  the  ladies  withdrew,  this  exhibition  terminated,  and  was 
followed  by  a  languid  interval  of  dulness  in  the  dining-room.  Mr. 
Moony  had  no  longer  the  same  stimulus  from  the  rapt  attention  of 
his  audience  ;  Charles  and  the  Admiral  conversed  apart,  and  the 
other  gentlemen  drank  their  wine  in  silence.  At  last  the  quantity 
which  he  had  imbibed  began  to  tell  on  Murphy,  who  waxed  loqua* 
cious  in  his  native  brogue,  which  grew  thicker  and  richer  as  the 
wine  mounted  to  his  head.  He  edified  the  company  by  an  account 
of  a  clever  exploit  he  had  performed  in  the  last  railway  journey 
which  he  undertook  on  behalf  of  the  society  he  represented.  He 
found  his  carpet-bag  missing  (he  said)  at  the  terminus  ;  and  where 
he  expected  it  to  be,  saw  a  leathern  portmanteau,  which  seemed 
without  an  owner. 

"  And  said  I  to  myself,  sure  then  exchange  is  no  robbery  :  most 
likely  the  man  who  lost  this  leathern  convanience  has  got  me  carpet- 
bag, bad  luck  to  him  ;  so  I  took  the  trunk  home  with  me  instead, 
and  it  has  never  been  claimed  since." 

"  And  did  you  open  it,  sir  ?"  asked  Charles. 

"  Open,  is  it,"  said  Murphy,  "  and  what  for  shouldn't  I  ?  Indeed 
hut  I  did  open  it,  and  have  worn  the  clothes  in  it  ever  since  ;  and 
mighty  convanient  I  have  found  them  ;  for  the  man  that  lost  them 
must  have  been  just  me  own  size  barring  that  he  was  a  thought 
bigger.     And  with  the  help  of  the  tailor  that  fault  is  aisy  cured." 

Mr.  Moony  now  felt  that  his  pratig^  was  exceeding  the  limits  of 
discretion  ;  yet  it  was  dangerous  to  interrupt  him  in  his  present  ex- 
alted state,  00  he  wisely  made  a  move  to  join  the  ladies,  in  order  to 
prevent  farther  mischief. 

On  reaching  the  drawing-room,  they  found  the  younger  portion  of 
the  community  employed  in  petting  Mr.  Moony's  little  boy,  a  child 
eight  years  old,  who  had  been  asked  to  come  in  the  evening  to  look 
at  pictures  and  play  at  dominoes  with  Freddy  Hawser,  a  child  of  the 
age. 
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Clara  was  asking  whether  he  knew  little  Oeorgy  Rnbric,  the  son 
of  another  clergyman  in  Summerham  ? 

''  No/'  cried  the  child  ;  "  I  hate  him  ;  he  is  a  nasty  tractarian." 

"  Why,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Charles,  "  what  do  you  know  about 
tractarians  ?     Do  yon  know  what  the  word  tractarian  means  ?" 

''  Oh,  yes,"  said  the  precocious  controyersialist ;  '*  I  pick  up  lit- 
tle things  from  what  papa  says  at  luncheon.  I  know  very  welL 
Tractarian  means  the  same  as  an  infidel." 

**  Quite  right,  you  darling  I"  cried  Miss  Hawser  ;  ''  how  delight- 
ful to  see  clear  Tiews  firmly  impressed  on  the  mind  of  such  a  suck- 
Imgl" 

"  But  what  does  an  infidel  mean  ?"  pursued  Charles,  stQl  address- 
ing the  boy.  His  last  question,  however  was  a  poser  ;  after  hesita- 
ting a  moment,  the  young  theologian  stammered  out,  *'  Oh  1  an 
infidel  means — an  infidel — but  I  don't  want  to  talk  any  more  about 
it ;"  saying  which  he  extricated  himself  from  Charles's  grasp,  and 
retreated  to  the  opposite  comer  of  the  room. 

When  tea  and  coffee  had  been  handed  round,  Charles  was  just  begin- 
ning bashfully  to  ask  a  young  lady  who  sang,  to  give  them  some  music; 
but  his  request  was  cut  short  by  a  general  move.  Mrs.  Bampton  had 
said  something  to  Mr.  Moony,  the  apparent  result  of  which  was, 
that  the  latter  gentleman  addressed  the  assembled  society  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  Now,  dear  friends,  we  will  endeavour  to  turn  an  hour  to  profit, 
by  discussing  the  scriptural  reasons  which  lead  us  to  look  forward 
to  the  speedy  restoration  of  the  Jews.  My  friend,  Mr.  Murphy,  has 
interesting  views  and  facts  to  communicate  upon  the  subject." 

A  circle  of  chairs  was  then  formed,  the  ladies  on  one  side,  and 
the  gentlemen  on  the  other  ;  a  Bible  was  handed  round  to  each,  and 
a  large  one  was  placed  before  Mr.  Murphy,  who  took  his  seat  at  the 
table,  with  Mr.  Moony  on  his  right  hand.  The  delegate  of  the  Mil- 
lenarian  Society  (who  had  been  sobered  by  two  or  three  cups  of 
strong  tea  and  coffee)  then  began  a  long  and  rambUng  exposition,  in 
which  he  demonstrated  from  the  prophetic  scriptures,  that  the  Jews 
must  be  restored  to  Palestine  about  the  time  of  the  battle  of  Armar 
geddon,  which  (he  said)  was  clearly  to  be  identified  with  the  French 
revolution  of  1848.  He  then  went  through  some  elaborate  and  curi- 
ous arithmetical  calculations,  from  which  it  resulted  that  the  resto- 
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ration  of  the  Israelites  was  to  take  place  in  1852,  and  the  world  was 
to  come  to  an  end  in  1853.  After  he  had  proved  this  by  *'  the  high 
priori  road,"  he  bronght  forward  a  collection  of  facts  as  collateral 
eyidence.  He  asserted  that  Baron  Rothschild  had  purchased  a  mil- 
lion of  square  miles  in  Jndea  as  a  location  for  the  tribes  of  Benjamin 
and  Jndah,  who  were  already  hastening  to  take  possession  of  their 
inheritance.  He  further  showed  that  the  expected  passing  of  the 
Jewish  Emancipation  Act  would  tend  to  forward  the  same  moYcment, 
by  exasperating  the  minds  of  Christians  against  the  Jews,  through 
the  heat  of  electioneering  conflicts,  which  would  make  England  a 
painful  residence  for  the  children  of  Israel.  But  especially  the  pro- 
posed change  in  the  law  of  usury  could  not  fail  to  operate  beneficially 
in  the  same  direction.  For,  as  soon  as  the  law  should  permit  an 
unlimited  rate  of  interest  for  money,  the  principal  occupation  of  the 
Jews,  yiz. :  lending  money  at  prohibited  rates,  would  be  taken  from 
them  :  and,  hence,  having  no  further  temptation  to  remain  in  this 
country,  they  would  hurry  to  their  own  land. 

Upon  the  conclusion  of  the  lecture  upon  which  we  have  briefly 
indicated  the  leading  points,  Mr.  Murphy  expressed  his  hopes  that 
any  of  his  audience  who  found  any  difficulties  in  the  views  he  had 
ezxH)unded,  would  put  any  questions  or  make  any  observation  they 
pleased.  Then  turning  to  Admiral  Hawser,  who  was  seated  on  his 
left,  he  begged  to  know  whether  his  sentiments  coincided  with  what 
had  been  just  delivered.  The  Admiral  replied  that  he  had  never 
studied  the  subject,  and  could  not  venture  to  form  an  opinion  about 
it.    Mr.  Moony  shook  his  head. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  he  said,  **  permit  me  to  observe  that  you  make  a 
very  sad  confession.  One  of  the  most  distinguished  leaders  of  the 
religious  world  has  told  us  that  the  surest  and  most  infallible  criterion 
of  conversion  is  feeling  an  interest  in  the  destiny  of  the  Jewish  peo- 
ple. The  absence  of  it,  I  am  bound  to  say,  is  a  most  dangerous  and 
alarming  symptom." 

As  he  spoke  he  looked  angrily  at  Charles,  who  was  sitting  next 
him  on  the  right,  and  who  had  rather  irreverently  employed  himself 
(unobserved,  as  he  fancied)  in  reading  a  new  volume  of  Tennyson's 
poems  during  the  whole  time  of  Mr.  Murphy's  lecture.  An  awk- 
ward pause  ensued,  which  was  broken  by  Mr.  Murphy  again  appeal- 
ing to  the  audience  for  their  objections. 
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"  Hare  not  any  of  our  younger  friends  a  word  to  say  on  the  sob* 
ject  V  he  asked,  with  a  bow  and  smile,  meant  to  be  insinoating,  to 
the  young  ladies. 

Clara  accepted  the  challenge. 

''  Perhaps,  sir,"  she  said,  ''you  would  be  kind  enough  to 
inform  us  whether  there  is  any  single  year  in  the  present  century 
which  has  not  been  fixed  upon  by  one  or  other  of  the  millena- 
rian  writers  as  the  commencement  of  the  millenium  ?" 

Mr.  Murphy  looked  puzzled,  but  Mr.  Moony  replied — 

''  It  is  true  that  the  beginning  of  the  millenium  has  been  fixed  by 
different  holy  men  at  a  number  of  different  epochs.  But  that 
circumstance  only  shows  that  the  true  church  has  always  been  in  an 
attitude  of  expectation,  as  it  ought  to  be." 

**  But  does  not  it  also  show,  sir,"  said  Clara,  "  That  the  calcula^ 
tions  made  by  these  holy  men  are  by  no  means  to  be  relied  on  ?" 

"  My  de^r  young  lady,"  answered  the  clergyman,  "  I  beseech  you 
to  beware  of  yielding  to  the  sceptical  and  even  scoffing  spirit,  indi- 
cated by  that  question.  And  now,  dear  friends,  I  think  no  purpose 
will  be  answered  by  further  prolonging  this  discussion." 

The  carriages  had  now  been  waiting  at  the  door  some  time,  and, 
after  an  extempore  prayer  from  Mr.  Moony,  the  gnests  dispersed, 
leaving  some  of  their  hosts  heartily  sick  of  their  company.  Even 
Mrs.  Bampton  was  rather  weary,  though  she  would  have  been  horri- 
fied if  any  one  had  hinted  the  possibility  of  such  a  sensation  result- 
ing from  the  enjoyment  of  snoh  '*  privileges."  Miss  Hawser  alone 
was  unfeignedly  delighted  with  her  evening,  and  warmly  congratu- 
lated Mrs.  Bampton  on  the  inestimable  advantage  of  possessing  such 
a  pastor,  to  which  the  matron  responded  with  becoming  fervour. 
Charles  and  Clara  reserved  the  expression  of  their  feelings  till  they 
were  snugly  seated  beside  the  fire  in  the  bedroom  of  the  latter. 
Then  they  gave  full  vent  to  the  indignant  scorn  which  filled  their 
breasts. 

"  Now,  Charles,"  cried  the  sister,  "  now  you  see  the  stuff  that  is 
palmed  upon  us  for  religion." 

"  I  do,  indeed,"  he  replied,  "  and  hear  it,  too.  But  for  my  part  I 
heard  quite  enough  on  Sunday  to  satisfy  me  that  our  dear  mother's 
favourite  is  as  thorough  an  impostor  as  ever  breathed." 

"  I  have  no  patience  with  the  hypocrite,"  said  Clara  ;  "  why,  do 
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yoQ  know,  with  all  this  pretence  to  sanctity  he  entirely  neglects  his 
duties  as  a  clergyman  ?  Last  week  I  happened  to  see  in  the  street  a 
poor  woman  whose  face  was  half  eaten  away  with  a  horrible  cancer. 
She  was  standing  at  the  door  of  the  miserable  cellar  where  she  lived. 
I  went  into  the  poor  creature's  house,  which  is  not  above  a  stone's 
throw  from  Mr.  Moouy's  church,  and  began  to  talk  to  her.  She  is 
dreadfully  poor,  and  sufifers  agony  from  the  disease  which  is  killing 
her  by  inches.  I  tried  to  comfort  her  by  giving  all  the  sympathy  I 
could  ;  and  she  seemed  so  grateful,  and  said  it  was  so  cheering  to 
see  any  one  that  seemed  to  care  for  her.  '  But,  of  course,'  I  said, 
'  Mr.  Moony  often  comes  to  read  and  pray  with  you.'  '  Bless  you, 
miss,  not  he,'  she  said,  *  he  would  never  think  of  troubling  himself 
about  poor  folk  like  me.'  *  But  aren't  you  in  his  parish  V  said  I. 
*  Why  yes,  ma'am,  for  the  matter  of  that  I  suppose  we  be  ;  but  he 
never  comes  nigh  any  poor  folk.  Once  a  month,  perhaps,  his  curate 
comes  and  leaves  a  tract,  and  that  is  all  we  knows  about  him.' " 

''Ah  I"  said  Charles,  **  that  is  just  what  I  have  expected,  from  all 
I  have  heard  at  Oxford  about  the  ways  of  popular  preachers.  I 
dare  say  if  you  asked  him  why  he  never  called  on  your  proi^git^  he 
would  tell  you  that  he  was  not  sent  to  visit  the  sick,  but  to  preach 
the  Gospel." 

**  The  Gospel,  indeed  I"  cried  Clara,  "  as  if  that  miserable  empty- 
headed  trash  he  preaches  could  be  any  Gospel  to  any  creature.  Why 
if  he  really  meant  anything  by  the  stereotyped  formulas  he  is  for 
ever  repeating,  he  would  mean  to  tell  nine-tenths  of  his  hearers  to 
despair,  which  would  be  strange  glad-tidings.  But,  in  fact,  he  means 
nothing.  He  does  but  sing  an  old  song  by  rote,  which  he  learnt  not 
from  Scripture  but  tradition." 

"  True,"  said  Charles,  "  he  and  his  friend  Mr.  Murphy  are  pretty 
samples  of  the  popular  religion  of  the  present  day." 

"  Yes,"  said  Clara,  "  such  are  the  idols  of  our  popular  religionists  ; 
and  I  am  sure  we  may  say,  they  that  make  them  are  like  unto  them. 
'  lAkt  feopkf  like  priest.*  Only  look  at  the  organ  of  the  sect,  that 
horrid  '  Rouser,'  which  mamma  takes  in.  Did  you  ever  see  such  a 
compound  of  superstition,  formalism,  unscrupulous^  dishonesty,  and 
malignant  nncharitableness  ?  And  as  to  the  practical  religion  of  its 
readers^  the  sordid  trafficking  in  piety  disclosed  by  its  advertisement? 
is  a  sufficient  criterion  of  that." 
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*'  For  my  part/'  said  Charles,  '*  I  have  not  studied  theology  yet, 
and  don't  know  much  abont  the  matter.  But  one  thing  I  am  quite 
sure  of  ;  that  if  the  Gospel  according  to  Moony  be  Chdstianity,  I 
can  never  be  a  Christian.  The  Irish  rebels  were  so  struck  with  the 
goodness  of  Bishop  Bedel  (heretic  as  they  thought  hun)  that  when 
he  died  under  their  hands,  they  prayed  '  Sit  anima  mea  cum  Bedello ' 
('  May  0ur  spirits  be  tfnih  BedePs ').  And  on  the  same  principle  of 
instinctiye  conscience,  I  would  pray,  *  Ne  sit  anima  mea  cum 
Moonio.'     A  heaven  with  such  as  him  would  be  no  heaven  to  me." 

**  I  quite  join  in  that  petition,''  said  Clara.  *'  Indeed,  from  all  I 
see  of  the  *  Evangelical '  set  here,  their  religion  consists  solely  in  the 
adoption  of  a  set  of  phrases  which  they  learn  by  heart.  They  are 
the  most  worldly-minded  and  self-indulgent  people  I  ever  saw,  and 
think  much  more  of  rank  and  wealth  than  those  whom  they  con- 
demn as  carnal.  In  fact,  Mr.  Moony  owes  his  own  position  solely  to 
his  having  married  an  Earl's  daughter  ;  her  title  was  his  passport  to 
the  chief  places  in  their  synagogues.  And  then  only  observe,  if  any 
rich  peer  or  wealthy  merchant  professes  himself  a  convert,  how  he  is 
toadied  by  the  sect ;  put  into  the  chair  at  all  their  meetings  ;  slav- 
ered with  the  most  fulsome  compliments  on  his  piety  and  benefi- 
cence ;  and  all  because  his  ten  thousand  a-year  reflects  a  certain 
lustre  on  his  associates,  and  ekes  out  their  spiritual  pride  by  pride 
of  purse." 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Charles.  ''  I  never  read  the  reports  of  their 
platform  exhibitions  without  disgust.  They  drive  me  to  doubt  the 
truth  of  religion  altogether.  At  all  events,  the  Low  Church  religion 
is  humbug.  In  theory,  it  consists  in  love  of  Jews  and  hatred  of 
Papists  ;  in  practice,  it  is  the  worship  of  mammon." 

\T1ius  rashly  and  hastily  did  Charles  and  Clara  (with  the  Impa- 
tiedbe  of  their  age  and  temper)  draw  sweeping  inferences  from  their 
limited  observation.  They  had  seen  a  few  unworthy  clergymen, 
calling  themselves  "  Evangelicals,"  and  from  this  they  concluded  that 
all  Evangelical  clergymen  were  unworthy.  They  had  seen  mammon- 
worship  and  uncharitableness  in  a  religious  newspaper ;  and  they 
inferred  most  falsely,  that  all  the  readers  of  that  paper  were  unchar- 
itable worshippers  of  mammon.  Henceforth  their  minds  were  filled 
with  prejudice  against  the  whole  of  a  large  and  earnest  religious 
party ;  and  everything  which  they  observed  in  Summerham  con- 
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firmed  this  prejndice.^  The  samples  which  they  saw  were  bad  ;  and 
the  good,  which  bj  examination  they  might  have  discoyered,  they 
saw  not ;  because  it  did  not  thrnst  itself  upon  their  notice. 

Yet  in  the  very  town  where  they  lived  the  same  party  in  the 
church  which  they  hastily  condemned  would  hare  supplied  them  with 
examples  of  the  truest  holiness  of  life,  the  most  self-sacrificing  devot- 
edneas  to  duty.  But,  unhappily  for  Clara  and  her  brother,  those 
who  might  have  dispelled  their  prejudices  were  hidden  from  their 
observation.  The  rank  overgrowth  of  weeds  concealed  the  modest 
JBowers  which  lurked  beneath  ;  and  thus  it  happens  in  most  cases. 
*The  leaders  of  the  **  religious  world  "  are  of  the  earth,  earthy ;  their 
followers  are  often  saints  from  heaven  ;  yet  the  scum  and  rubbish 
float  upon  the  surface,  and  colour  the  whole  contents  of  the  vessel 
in  the  eyes  of  superficial  observer^ 

So  it  was  in  Summerham,  where  there  were  seven  clergymen,  com- 
monly reckoned  as  members  of  the  "  Evangelical"  party.  Among 
these^  Mr.  Mooney  took  the  lead,  as  being  the  incumbent  of  the  most 
fashionable  church,  the  most  popular  preacher,  and  the  vamest  man. 
His  curate  was  a  mere  parrot  of  himself ;  and  the  minister  of  a  Chapel 
of  ease  in  his  parish,  though  a  more  laborious  and  better  clergyman, 
was,  if  possible,  more  shallow  and  bigoted  than  the  other  two. 

These  were  all  resident  in  the  fashionable  suburb  of  Summerham, 
which  was  a  modem  outgrowth  from  the  ancient  town  ;  consisting 
of  a  succession  of  terraces  and  squares  tenanted  by  the  richer  classes, 
with  a  few  streets  of  shops  which  ministered  to  their  wants. 

But  there  was  another  portion  of  Summerham  very  different  firom 
this — a  tangled  mass  of  impoverished  and  decaying  streets  and  alleys 
— ^which  had  been  deserted  by  the  wealthy,  and  was  left  to  poverty 
and  labor.  The  population  were  principally  weavers,  whoso  handi- 
craft had  in  a  former  generation,  before  the  introduction  of  the 
steam-engine,  been  a  lucrative  employment.  Now  its  profits  barely 
sufficed  to  keep  soul  and  body  together,  and  yet  those  who  had  been 
bred  to  it  could  not  persuade  themselves  to  renounce  the  skill  which 
had  cost  them  so  much  toil  to  learn,  nor  bid  their  right  hand  forget 
its  cunning.  Rather  than  consent  to  this,  they  toiled  on  in  hopeless 
perseverance  in  a  vain  struggle  against  fate  ;  and^bred  up  sons  to 
the  same  miserable  trade,  who  in  their  turn  were  doomed  to  hand 
down  the  errors  of  their  fathers  to  a  third  generation.    Meanwhile, 

8 


170  PEKYEBSION. 

thej  were  reduced  to  that  state  of  destitation  in  which  pmdential 
restraints  are  no  longer  heeded.  They  married  early,  and  reared  up 
hordes  of  panper  chUdren  in  numbers  annually  increasing.  Owing  to 
these  causes,  a  population  of  twenty  thousand  souls  was  densely 
packed  in  the  overcrowded  flats  and  undrained  cellars  of  the  lower 
town. 

This  population  was  divided  unequally  between  two  parishes,  St. 
John's  and  St.  George's.  The  latter  contained  only  5,000  persons, 
and  had  an  endowment  of  £Z00  aryear.  The  former  contained 
15,000  souls,  and  its  vicar  had  only  an  income  of  iS200. 

Both  these  livings  had  formerly  been  in  the  gift  of  the  corporation 
of  Snmmerham,  which  had  usually  bestowed  them  on  the  sons  of 
aldermen,  who  had  scarcely  ever  resided  among  their  parishioners, 
but  had  kept  a  clerical  .hack  to  take  the  necessary  duty,  and  had 
themselves  lived  elsewhere. 

This  was  under  the  ancient  dispensation  of  pluralities  and  non- 
residence  ;  but  in  recent  times  the  advowsons  had  been  purchased 
by  the  late  Mr.  Simeon,  with  a  view  to  provide  the  town  with 
efficient  clergy. 

The  trustees  of  his  will  had  presented  them  to  men  of  a  very 
different  stamp  from  the  old  incumbents. 

For  St.  George's  (the  smaller  and  richer  of  the  two),  they  had 
selected  a  hard-working  curate,  who  had  previously  served  his 
apprenticeship  to  clerical  duty  in  a  northern  town.  He  was  a  man 
of  no  great  ability,  and  a  rigid  upholder  of  the  dogmas  of  his  party  : 
but  he  was  a  zealous  minister  of  Christ,  gave  himself  with  unstinted 
self-devotion  to  his  work,  and  was  too  busy  to  have  any  time  to 
spare  for  the  tea  parties  and  expositions  of  the  fashionable 
suburb. 

It  was  far  more  difficult  to  find  a  fit  incumbent  for  the  large  and 
hopelessly  neglected  parish  of  St.  John's.  The  trustees  had  offered 
it  to  many  clergymen  in  vain.  At  length  they  hit  upon  the  right 
man,  and  set  him  in  the  right  place. 

Mr.  Johnson  was  one  of  those  fervent,  apostolic  souls,  who  seem 
sent  now  and  then  into  the  world  by  special  mission  from  heaven,  to 
prove,  to  a  mammon-seeking  and  unbelieving  generation,  the  reality 
of  those  unseen  things  in  and  for  which  they  manifestly  live.  Tet 
his  birth  and  breeding  had  seemed  to  prepare  for  him  a  very  different 
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destiny.  He  was  the  son  of  an  infidel  ironmaster  in  the  Midland 
districts,  and  was  brought  np  in  his  childhood  upon  Tom  Paine  and 
Dr.  Darwin,  as  a  substitute  for  the  Gospel.  His  father  was  a  man 
of  coarse  energy  and  calculating  shrewdness,  originally  apprenticed 
to  a  brazier  ;  from  which  position  he  had  raised  himself  to  the 
possession  of  great  wealth,  by  a  iife  of  industry  and  cunning.  Like 
many  cleyer  self-taught  men,  whose  habits  have  made  them  conyers- 
ant  only  with  the  tangible  and  material,  he  belieyed  in  nothing 
but  what  he  saw  and  felt ;  and  being  also  a  man  of  low  tastes  and 
vicious  inclinations,  he  entertained  a  positive  hatred  for  Christian- 
ity. Happily,  however,  ambition  had  led  hun  to  make  his  son  a 
gentleman,  and  with  that  view  he  had  sent  him  to  Eton  and  to 
Cambridge. 

At  school  yonng  Johnson  had  seen  nothing  tending  to  alter  his 
hereditary  unbelief ;  which,  however,  he  never  obtruded  upon  others, 
being  too  fully  occupied  with  cricketing  and  rowing  to  think  much 
of  theology.  But  when  he  had  cast  the  slough  of  boyhood  his 
heart  began  to  thirst  for  something,  he  knew  not  what,  of  which  he 
felt  the  need.  He  shrank  with  loathing  from  the  coarseness  of  his 
parental  home,  where  (his  mother  being  dead)  a  mistress  now  reigned 
over  his  father's  board.  He  wanted  sympathy,  and  found  it  not  on 
earth.  He  felt  the  germs  of  a  heavenly  life  stirring  within  him,  but 
they  were  cut  down  by  the  frost  of  infidelity.  Religion  he  could  not 
yet  believe,  for  though  he  had  read  about  it,  and  heard  it,  he  had 
never  seen  it ;  and  nothing  but  personal  example  will  ever  make  a 
Christian. 

In  this  state  of  blind  groping  after  truth  he  went  up  to  Cam- 
bridge, where  his  steps  were  directed  to  the  church  of  the  late  Mr. 
Simeon.  There  he  felt  at  once  that  the  man  he  listened  to  was  in 
earnest.  After  hearing  him  two  or  three  times  more,  he  sought  an 
interview  with  the  preacher,  and  laid  open  his  heart  to  him.  Per- 
sonal intercourse  confirmed  the  impression  which  public  exhortation 
had  begun.  He  found  that  his  new  teacher  was  really  living  as  he 
professed  to  live,  above  the  world  ;  spending  time  and  substance  not 
on  self  but  on  God. 

Johnson  soon  became  a  devoted  "  Simeonite,"  and  gave  himself 
np,  while  still  an  undergraduate,  to  the  teaching  of  Sunday  schools, 
and  to  the  visiting  of  the  fatherless  and  widows  in  their  affliction. 
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He  felt  himself  dmnelj  called  to  the  work  of  the  ministrj  ;  and  as 
hiR  father's  death  had  now  remored  all  opposition  to  sach  a  step,  he 
entered  into  holj  orders  as  soon  as  his  age  enabled  him  to  do  so. 
Thenceforward  the  world  was  dead  to  him,  and  he  to  the  world.  His 
large  fortune  and  his  yigorous  health  were  spent  freely  and  unre- 
servedly in  his  Master's  service.  The  sole  aim  of  his  existence  was 
to  lead  his  fellow  men  to  heaven. 

Ho  had  not  been  long  ordained  when  his  appointment  to  St.  John's 
gave  ample  scope  to  his  energies  as  well  as  to  those  of  several  like- 
minded  assistants,  whom  he  took  with  him  as  curates,  and  treated  as 
brothers.  He  always  continued,  as  was  natural,  a  steadfast  disciple 
of  those  doctrines  which  had  been  indeed  to  his  own  soul  the  truth 
of  God  unto  salvation.  Perhaps,  also,  there  was  some  want  of  cha- 
rity in  his  opinions  of  those  who  diiSered  from  him.  But  if  so,  it 
was  morely  intellectual  comprehensiveness,  not  catholic  love,  that  he 
lacked.  If  ever  he  condemned  a  doctrine  with  asperity,  it  was  only 
out  of  his  earnest  desire  to  save  the  souls  of  those  who  seemed  to 
him  in  error. 

Such  was  the  man  whom  Charles  and  Clara,  as  they  returned  from 
their  rides,  might  sometimes  have  seen  engaged  in  his  laborious  itin- 
erancy through  the  meanest  streets  of  Summerham,  visiting  the 
sick,  succouring  the  tempted,  and  preaching  the  Gospel  from  house 
to  house.  They  passed  him  without  notice,  for  there  was  nothing 
interesting  to  a  superficial  observer  in  his  plain  countenance,  stout 
figure,  and  expression  of  florid  health.  Nor  did  his  fervent  devotion 
to  his  work  excite  any  general  admiration.  By  the  sick  and  suffer- 
ing, it  is  true,  he  was  adored  ;  but  even  in  his  own  parish  he  was  by 
no  means  universally  popular.  He  was  too  active  not  to  clash  with 
those  who  profited  by  abuses,  too  zealous  to  be  always  prudent  in 
his  contest  with  evU.  Moreover,  his  public  ministrations  were  little 
valued  except  by  the  poor  and  humble.  His  plain  and  earnest  ser- 
mons were  full  of  warning  to  the  sinner  and  consolation  to  the  peni- 
tent ;  they  struck  hard  strokes  against  the  conscience  of  the  self- 
deceiver  ;  but  they  were  not  garnished  with  any  rhetorical  artifices, 
nor  brightened  by  the  play  of  fancy,  or  the  light  of  genius. 

Hence  he  had  no  popularity  as  a  preacher,  and  often  saw  the 
benches  before  him  half  empty,  which,  whenever  Mr.  Moony  preached 
for  him,  were  sure  to  be  crowded  to  excess.   At  the  public  meetings 
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of  the  misfiionarj  and  other  societies  supported  bj  his  sect,  he 
shrank  from  taking  a  prominent  part,  although  he  deemed  it  his  duty 
to  attend.  He  had  the  humblest  opinion  of  his  own  abilities,  and 
disliked  everything  which  brought  him  into  personal  prominence.  So 
he  sat  silent  in  the  corner  of  platform,  where  others  displayed  their 
talents  for  the  gratification  of  the  audience. 

Thus,  to  the  general  public  of  Summerham,  Mr.  Johnson  was 
unknown  ;  by  the  religious  world  he  was  thought  **  faithful  but  not 
interesting ;"  and  by  Mr.  Moony  he  was  despised  as  a  laborious 
drudge,  who  showed  by  his  incessant  toil  that  he  did  not  fully  appre- 
ciate **  the  freedom  of  the  Gospel."  Nor  were  there  wanting  those 
who  charitably  hoped  he  was  not  a  Jesuit  in  disguise,  "  it  was  so 
odd,  with  his  fortune,  that  he  never  married.'' 

Thrice  happy  would  it  have  been  for  Charles  and  Clara  had  they 
fallen  under  the  influence  of  this  apostolic  man,  at  the  time  when 
they  were  forming  opinions  on  which  hung  the  good  and  evil  of 
their  after  years.  From  his  lips,  and  still  more  from  the  unspoken 
language  of  his  life,  they  might  have  learnt,  at  least  in  that  their 
day,  the  things  which  belonged  unto  their  peace  ;  but  now  they  were 
hid  from  their  eyes.  |  Their  hearts  were  hardened  against  religion 
itself  by  the  low  and  sordid  aims  which  they  discovered  in  those  who 
made  piety  a  cloak  for  selfishness.  For  the  events  of  every  day 
during  Charles's  sojourn  confirmed  both  brother  and  sister  in  their 
prejudices;  because  they  daily  saw  some  new  instance  of  folly, 
guile,  or  malice  perpetrated  in  the  name  of  piety.  And  at  length 
their  minds  became  so  completely  warped  that  they  would  scarce 
have  listened  to  an  angel  from  heaven  if  he  had  come  to  them 
under  the  disguise  of  an  ''evangelical  clergyman."  If  there  was 
any  hope  that  either  of  them  could  ever  be  touched  by  religious 
impulses,  such  a  blessing  must  now  come  to  them  through  an  oppo- 
site party  in  the  church.  Their  hatred  of  the  Low  Church  might 
perhaps  lead  them  to  receive  Christianity  under  its  Tractarian  form, 
or  might  possibly  transfer  them  as  easy  converts  to  the  Church  of 
Home.  Otherwise  it  seemed  as  if  they  must  both  fall  victims  to  the 
first  infidel  publication  which  might  happen  to  come  into  their 
hands. 

Such  was  the  state  of  mind  in  which  they  parted  when  Charles 
returned  to  Oxford.    After  his  departure  Clara's  disgust  against  her 
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mother's  clique  was  jet  farther  aggravated  bj  finding  herself 
annoyed  by  the  attentions  of  Mr.  Moony's  enrate.  The  Rey.  Zecha- 
riah  Brown  was  a  servile  copyist  of  Moony,  for  even  the  lowest  ani- 
mals have  their  parasitical  animalcules  ;  he  had  been  introduced  to 
the  Bampton  fanuly  by  his  principal,  who  had  not  forgotten  to  inform 
him  that  Miss  Bampton  had  a  fortune  of  iS10,000  settled  upon  her 
by  her  father's  will ;  rumour  havin^i  as  usual,  doubled  the  actual 
sum.  The  curate  was  attracted  by  the  tempting  bait,  and  resolved 
to  try  his  chance  for  it ;  but  he  soon  saw  that  too  much  precipita- 
tion would  ruin  him  ;  and  Miss  Bampton's  manner  was  so  discourag- 
ing (not  to  say  snubbing),  that  he  was  at  first  inclined  to  withdraw, 
and  told  his  rector  that  he  feared  the  inclinations  of  *^  the  object " 
(so  he  called  her)  were  such  as  to  annihilate  his  hopes  altogether. 
But  Moony,  who  had  his  own  reasons  for  wishing  the  house  cleared 
of  Clara,  encouraged  Brown  to  persevere  ;  telling  him  he  must  try 
the  effect  of  proximity  and  patience,  and  weary  into  surrender  the 
fortress  which  he  could  not  storm.  On  this  hint,  Brown  did  not 
speak  ;  but  continued  to  persecute  Clara  with  his  unwelcome  assidui- 
ties. He  contrived  to  meet  her  whenever  she  went  out  to  walk,  apd 
insisted  on  turning  bock  to  walk  with  her.  Though  she  would  not 
take  his  arm,  or  even  answer  yes  orno  to  his  remarks,  he  still  pei^ 
sisted  in  accompanying  her.  Again,  at  every  party  she  went  to,  he 
planted  himself  by  her  side,  and  seemed  so  completely  to  assume  his 
right  to  that  place,  as  to  drive  others  away.  The  worst  of  all  this 
was,  that  Mrs.  Bampton  made  it  very  evident  that  she  wished  to 
encourage  the  pretensions  of  the  curate ;  and  when  Clara  remon- 
strated with  her,  she  replied  that  she  should  think  it  a  great  privi- 
lege to  see  her  daughter  the  wife  of  so  good  a  man  as  dear  Mr. 
Brown. 

Meanwhile  a  report  was  circulated  through  Summerham  that 
Clara  was  actually  engaged  to  the  enrate  ;  and  she  had  to  endure 
the  congratulations  of  her  female  friends  upon  the  subject,  and  to 
see  that  her  indignant  denials  were  received  with  doubt,  if  not  incre- 
dulity. For  it  was  plainly  Mr.  Brown's  determination  to  give  to  his 
association  with  Miss  Bampton  and  her  family  the  semblance  of 
approaching  connection,  and  to  behave  in  all  respects  like  the  son-in- 
law  elect ;  and  as  Mrs.  Bampton  lent  her  aid  to  this  manoeuvre,  it 
was  difficult  for  Clara  to  defeat  it ;  for  though  she  always  left  the 
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room  when  Mr.  Brown  called  on  them,  yet  she  coald  not  get  oat  of 
the  carriage  when  her  mother  took  him  np  in  it  on  orertakiDg  him 
in  his  walks,  nor  conld  she  reject  his  arm  at  a  dinner  party,  when 
the  lady  of  the  house  (under  the  belief  that  she  was  conferring  a 
pleasure  upon  both)  desired  Mr.  Brown  to  take  down  Miss  Bamp- 
ton. 

At  last  she  had  recourse  to  the  desperate  step  of  remonstrating 
with  Mr.  Brown  himself.  She  took  an  opportunity  of  staying  at 
home  one  afternoon,  at  the  hour  when  his  usual  daUy  visit  was  paid, 
on  a  day  when  Mrs.  Bampton  happened  to  be  out.  Her  admirer 
was  shown  up  to  the  drawing-room,  and  instead  of  immediately  dis- 
appearing, as  was  her  usual  habit,  she  confronted  him  with  an  unex- 
pected welcome. 

**  I  am  glad  to  see  yon,  Mr.  Brown  ;  I  have  long  wished  to  have 
an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  you  alone," 

'*  I  am  sure.  Miss  Bampton,"  stammered  the  curate,  *'  I  hare  often 
wished,  that  is,  I  mean — I  meant  to  say,  my  wishes  were  the  same 
a^  yours." 

''I  wish  to  tell  yon,  sir,"  contmued  Clara,  with  a  contemptuous 
glance,  "  that  I  must  insist  on  your  discontinuing  your  attentions  to 
me  and  yonr  visits  to  this  house.  They  are  quite  useless,  and  highly 
repugnant  to  me." 

"  Oh,  Miss  Bampton,"  exclaimed  Brown,  "  I  am  sure  you  cannot 
mean  what  you  say.  You  could  not  be  so  cruel  as  to  forbid  me 
the  house.  Consider  the  encouragement  I  have  received  from  your 
dear  and  honoured  mother." 

"  Nonsense,  sir,  that  is  nothing  to  the  purpose.  If  yon  are  a  gen- 
tleman yon  will  feel  that  this  continued  persecution  of  me  is  most 
unmanly." 

"  Oh,  Miss  Bampton,  pray  don't  say  that.  I  hope  you  will  get 
to  like  me  better  by  degrees.  Indeed,  indeed,  I  think  you  will.  I 
assure  yon  all  the  young  ladies  who  attend  my  Bible-class  pay  me 
the  most  flattering  attentions,  and  I  do  not  think  there  is  one  of 
them  who  would  refuse  me.     But  I  prefer  you  to  them  all." 

"  I  am  sorry,  sir,"  said  Clara,  ''  that  you  force  me  to  repeat  what 
I  have  already  said.  In  plain  English,  yon  are  highly  offensive  to 
me  ;  and  when  you  know  this,  you  cannot  surely  be  so  foolish  or  so 
nngentlemanlike  as  to  persevere  in  annoying  me  by  your  society." 
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"  But,  Miss  Bampton,"  expostnlated  the  lover,  "  perhaps,  you 
know,  my  perseverance  may  conquer  your  dislike.  Your  mamma 
herself  told  me  she  thought  and  hoped  it  would. «  And,  besides, 
everybody  in  Summerham  believes  we  are  engaged  already.  Oh 
indeed  I  cannot  give  up  all  hope." 

"  I  see,  sir,"  said  Clara,  "  that  I  was  mistaken  in  supposing  you 
a  gentleman.  But  at  all  events  I  shall  take  means  to  show  that  the 
report  which  has  been  circulated  is  a  falsehood,  so  you  will  gain 
nothing  by  your  disgraceful  persecution  of  me." 

With  these  words  Clara  rose,  and,  ringing  the  bell  for  the  servant 
to  let  out  Brown,  she  left  the  room. 

After  this  interview  Clara  flattered  herself  that  she  had  fairly  got 
rid  of  her  importunate  suitor.  What  then  was  her  disgust  when 
the  indefatigable  curate  made  his  appearance  at  his  usual  hour  the 
next  day,  as  if  nothing  had  happened  to  mar  his  prospects  I 

On  hearing  his  knock,  she  at  once  retreated  to  her  room,  and, 
having  locked  the  door,  wrote  a  letter  to  her  uncle  Henry,  explain- 
ing the  state  of  the  case,  and  proposing  an  immediate  visit  to  him 
and  her  aunt  in  London.  She  begged  that,  if  he  possibly  could,  he 
would  come  hunself  and  fetch  her,  in  order  to  overcome  her  mother's 
opposition.  He  answered  her  by  return  of  post,  enclosing  an  invita- 
tion from  his  wife,  and  promising  to  come  for  her  on  the  following 
day. 

Mrs.  Bompton  at  first  hesitated  about  the  acceptance  of  the 
invitation,  which  interfered  with  her  own  plans  for  Clara.  But  she 
stood  considerably  in  awe  of  her  brother-in-law,  and  feared  lest  he 
might  ferret  out  sometliing  about  Mr.  Moony's  flirtation  with  herself 
if  she  opposed  his  wishes  for  his  niece's  company.  Besides,  she  was 
not  sorry  to  have  Clara  out  of  the  way  just  now,  though  she  would 
have  preferred  her  permanent  to  her  temporary  absence.  She 
therefore  gave  an  ungracious  assent  to  the  proposal ;  and  on  the 
following  day  Clara  was  safe  under  the  shelter  of  her  imde's  roof. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

ACADEMIC    BELLES. 

Charles  Bamfton  returned  to  Oxford  with  a  strong  feeling  of 
disgust  and  indignation  against  the  low-chnrch  party  in  full  possession 
of  his  mind.  His  stay  at  Snmmerham  had  turned  his  attention  to 
theological  sobjects,  and  his  inexperience  had  led  him  to  suppose 
hunself  qualified  to  pronounce  a  sweeping  condemnation  on  one 
of  the  two  great  parties  which  divided  the  church.  He  was  thus 
predisposed  to  listen,  with  more  deference  than  he  had  hitherto  done, 
to  the  teaching  of  that  opposite  school  of  opinion  which  was  then 
predominant  at  Oxford.  Yet  he  was  not  in  a  state  of  mind  favour- 
able for  the  investigation  or  the  retention  of  religious  truth.  He 
was  not  earnestly  seeking  for  a  principle  of  action  which  might  guide 
his  life  and  control  his  wiO,  nor  was  he  led,  by  the  discipline  of  sor- 
row, to  that  refuge  and  consolation  which  the  world  could  not  give 
nor  take  away.  On  the  contrary,  the  world  gave  him  all  that  he 
desired  in  abundant  measure  ;  his  lot  was  full  of  comfort  and  luxury, 
and  scarcely  disturbed  by  a  single  breath  of  trouble  or  of  care.  His 
health  was  good,  his  purse  full,  and  he  saw  all  things  through  the 
rose-coloured  medium  of  his  own  animal  spirits. 

He  lived  in  the  amusements  and  excitements  of  the  present  hour, 
and  had  no  need  of  a  brighter  future.  Moreover,  the  fundamental 
principles  of  his  creed  were  in  a  most  unsettled  state.  He  felt  the 
truth  of  Christianity  itself  an  "  open  question  f  and  the  conversation 
of  his  friend  Archer  had  accustomed  him  to  the  idea  that  perhaps  all 
the  creeds  of  Christendom  wete  but  the  fables  of  priestcraft.  Still, 
however,  he  was  not  prepared  to  renounce  his  hereditary  faith.  The 
notion  of  apostatising  from  Christianity  was  abhorrent  to  his  feelings  ; 
the  name  of  infidelity  was  associated  with  dark  and  malignant 
images ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  his  imagination  was  captivated, 
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and  his  taste  attracted,  by  the  charms  of  architecture  and  masic, 
which  adorned  the  high-church  system  ;  and  still  more  by  its  ''  dim 
religious  light,"  its  air  of  poetic  mysticism  and  reverential  reserve, 
which  contrasted  so  favourably  with  the  profanation  of  the  most 
sacred  themes,  by  their  irreverent  exposure  on  the  most  trivial  occa- 
sions, which  he  had  witnessed  in  the  opposite  party. 

Thus,  in  spite  of  Archer's  sarcasms,  Charles  made  up  his  mind  (as 
he  said)  to  give  the  high-church  system  a  fair  trial.  And  this  reso- 
lution was  fostered  and  ripened  more  rapidly  than  it  would  otherwise 
have  been  by  a  new  friendship  which  he  made  (or  rather  which  was 
made  for  him)  at  this  time,  with  a  man  considerably  older  than 
himself. 

He  had  been  advised  by  his  college  tutor  to  become  the  private 
pupil  of  a  newly-ordained  bachelor  of  arts,  of  the  name  of  Lapwing, 
who  had  a  high  reputation  as  an  instructor  in  "  science."  Let  not 
the  uninitiated  reader  suppose  that  Mr.  Lapwing  condescended  to 
know  anything  of  those  vulgar  branches  of  knowledge  which  are 
commonly  classed  as  "sciences,"  such  as  chemistry,  astronomy, 
geology,  conchology,  and  the  other  "  ologies.^  In  Oxford  "  sdence " 
has  a  different  meaning,  and  denotes  the  Nicomachsean  ethics  of 
Aristotle,  together  with  all  the  metaphysical  speculations  which  can 
be  built  thereupon.  This  department  of  philosophy  forms  a  very 
important  portion  of  the  course  prescribed  for  an  Oxford  degree,  nor 
can  any  man  enter  the  schools,  with  a  chance  of  honours,  who  has 
not  studied  it  profoundly. 

And  let  us  add,  in  case  any  ignorant  Benthamite  should  sneer  at 
this,  that  no  better  training  could  be  devised  for  minds  of  the  high- 
est order  than  these  investigations  afford,  if  duly  taught ;  whereof  it 
may  be  deemed  a  suflScient  argument,  that  its  value  has  been  attested 
by  the  witness  of  two  judges  so  competent,  yet  so  different,  as  Mr. 
Gladstone  and  Dr.  Arnold  ;  the  latter  of  whom  refused  (as  we  read 
in  his  biography)  to  send  his  sons  to  any  other  university  than  that 
of  Oxford,  because  elsewhere  they  would  miss  the  Aristotelian 
discipline. 

Mr.  Lapwing,  however,  though  familiar  with  the  text  of  Aristotle 
and  the  orthodox  commentaries  upon  it,  was  not  exactly  the  man  to 
give  his  pupils  a  true  and  philosophic  insight  into  the  subject  matter 
on  which  he  lectured  them.    He  boasted,  indeed,  that  he  had  read 
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through  Aristotle's  ethics  seventeen  times,  and  had  written  oat  a 
translation  of  the  whole  of  it  four  times  over,  with  copious  extracts 
from  the  notes  of  the  most  approved  interpreters.  And,  in  reality, 
he  knew  the  treatise  almost  bj  heart,  conld  translate  it  accurately 
(for  he  was  a  good  scholar),  and  conld  illnstrate  one  passage  by 
another,  in  a  way  which  was  very  nsefdl  to  a  stndent  preparing  for 
examination.  Bat  as^p  the  philosophy  of  the  questions  involved,  he 
was  a  blind  guide.  jHe  had  muddled  a  brain  originally  weak  by 
metaphvsical  speculations,  till  he  had  not  a  single  clear  idea  in  his 
head.  The  chief  use  he  now  made  of  Aristotle  was  to  construct 
arguments  from  his  ethics  in  favour  of  the  Tractarian  theory ;  and  he 
really  fancied  that  the  metaphysics  of  the  atheistical  old  Stagyrite 
might  be  judiciously  applied  to  illustrate  the  doctrine  of  the  Real 
Presence. 

To  complete  the  character  of  Lapwing,  it  must  be  added  that  he 
had  a  strange  element  of  romance  in  his  composition,  and  was 
addicted  to  the  extemporaneous  formation  of  the  most  singularly  sen- 
timental and  schoolgirlish  attachments.  jTlie  objects  of  this  weak- 
ness, however,  were  always  of  his  own  sex  ;  for  he  was  a  thorough 
recluse,  and  never  stirred  from  the  pale  of  his  cloister  into  female 
society.  But  the  tenderness  which  other  men  give  to  the  softer  half 
of  the  creation,  he  bestowed  upon  rough  and  whiskered  under- 
graduates. It  would  not  be  enough  to  say  that  he  swore  an  eternal 
friendship  with  his  favourite  pupils  ;  eternal  love  would  be  almost 
too  tame  an  expression  for  the  endearments  which  he  lavished  upon 
them  in  succession,  while  the  caprice  lasted.  He  celebrated  the 
praises  of  their  beauty  in  English  sonnets  and  Latin  lyrics ;  he  forced 
upon  them  the  most  intimate  confidences,  and  revealed  to  them  the 
hidden  secrets  of  his  heart ;  he  addressed  them  by  their  Christian 
names,  joined  with  the  most  caressing  epithets  ;  and  he  signed  his 
notes  to  them  ;  "  Youra.  with  fond  affection,"  "Yours  till  death," 
or  *'  Your  own  Henry.'M  The  most  ridiculous  part  of  the  matter 
was,  that  these  ardent  passions  seldom  lasted  above  a  month,  and 
never  survived  the  term  ;  so  that  when  the  beloved  object  returned, 
after  a  few  weeks'  vacation,  to  Oxford,  he  was  met  by  his  former 
lover  with  a  cold  pressure  of  the  hand,  or  perhaps  a  mere  bow  and 
smile,  which  often  paralysed  him  with  astonishment,  and  sometimes 
moved  him  to  wrath.    Nay,  some  were  even  silly  enough  to  make 
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the  Tain  attempt  to  reyive  the  expiring  embers  of  affection  by  expos- 
tulation and  complaint. 

When  Charles,  on  his  return  after  the  Christmas  vacation,  became 
Mr.  Lapwing's  pupil,  he  was  at  once  adopted  as  the  idol  of  one  of 
these  fits  of  transitory  fondness. 

Flattered,  as  a  very  young  man  naturally  is,  by  finding  himself 
the  object  of  an  old  man's  attention  and  regard,  Charles,  whose 
judgment  was  always  under  the  influence  of  his  affections,  was  the 
more  disposed  to  receive  the  teaching  of  his  new  friend.  The  latter 
sought,  above  all  other  things,  to  convert  his  favourites  to  his  own 
religious  opinions,  or  (to  speak  more  accurately)  to  his  own  eccle- 
siastical party  ;  and  he  lost  no  time  in  sounding  Charles  upon  the 
subject.  In  return,  Charles  confided  to  him  the  real  state  of  his  own 
belief,  and  his  doubts  about  the  truth  of  revealed  religion.  These 
did  not  shock  Lapwing  so  much  as  he  had  expected.  He  referred 
them  entirely  to  the  "  Popular  Protestantism"  in  which  Charles  had 
been  educated. 

''  Tour  mind  has  been  trained  in  the  wrong  direction,"  said  he, 
"  and  has  naturally  got  warped.  Ton  have  been  told  to  look  for 
all  truth  in  the  Bible,  and  you  ask,  of  course,  why  you  are  to  receive 
the  Bible.  And  then  you  are  sent  to  study  Paley's  *  Evidences'  and 
*  Natural  Theology,'  and  they  have  not  convinced  you.  My  dearest 
friend,  I  don't  wonder  at  your  doubts  ;  you  have  been  taught  to  put 
the  cart  before  the  horse.  Ton  should  have  been  accustomed,  from 
your  infancy,  to  look  to  the  church  as  the  fountain  of  truth,  and  from 
her  hand  you  should  have  received  the  Bible,  or  at  least  those  por- 
tions of  holy  writ  which  she  administers  to  her  lay  children.  Nor 
need  you  trouble  yourself  about  the  rest.  She  requires  implicit,  not 
explicit,  faith  from  her  lay  sons.  If  you  have  not  yet  been  so  happy 
as  to  be  trained  in  her  holy  obedience,  you  may  at  once  make  experi- 
ment of  its  sweetness  for  yourself.  If  you  do  not  now  feel  entire 
intellectual  assent  to  her  creed  and  formularies,  trouble  not  yourself 
about  them,  but  obey  her  outward  laws,  and  render  bodily  homage 
to  her  ordinances  ;  observe  her  fasts,  attend  her  services,  turn  to  the 
east  at  the  recitation  of  the  creed,  bow  to  the  holy  altar  on  entering 
and  quitting  chapel,  and  use  such  other  rules  of  holy  life  as  I  shall 
recommend  to  you  on  her  authority.  By  thus  living  as  if  the 
church's  system  were  true,  you  will  soon  receive  an  intuitive  convic- 
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Hon  of  its  trath  ;  and  all  yonr  doubts  will  yanish,  because  |K)a  will 
instinctiyely  embrace  all  that  joor  holj  mother  sets  before  yon,  either 
as  agenda  or  credenda,^ 

In  compliance  with  this  advice,  Charles  adopted  the  practices 
recommended  to  him  bj  his  spiritual  pastor,  which,  indeed,  inyolved 
no  very  serere  amount  of  self-denial.  He  fasted  from  meat  (though 
not  from  fish,  puddings,  or  dessert)  on  Wednesdays  and  Fridays,  and 
on  the  eres  of  saints'  days.  He  bowed  to  the  altar,  he  bent  his  head 
at  the  sacred  name  whenever  it  occurred  in  the  service  ;  he  bought 
a  handsome  rosary  of  ebony  and  silver,  with  the  aid  of  which  he 
recited  three  paternosters  at  each  of  the  canonical  hours.  He  gave 
a  grand  carnival  supper  on  Shrove  Tuesday,  and  thenceforward 
abstained  from  all  parties  during  Lent,  except  on  the  Sundays, 
which,  being  festivals,  were  celebrated  by  him  with  orthodox  con- 
viviality. He  practised  Gregorian  chants  on  his  piano  ;  he  made  a 
speech  iu  praise  of  Laud  at  the  Union  ;  and  last,  though  not  least, 
attended  both  morning  and  evening  chapel  daily  for  a  fortnight. 
This  latter  effort,  however,  was  too  great  to  be  sustained  ;  and  he 
confided  to  Lapwing  his  fear  that  he  "  never  could  go  on  getting  up 
to  morning  chapel."  His  confessor  wisely  replied,  that,  since  in  this 
matter  the  weakness  of  bis  flesh  impeded  the  wiltingness  of  his  spirit, 
he  would  use  the  sacerdotal  power  of  dispensation  which  as  a  priest 
he  possessed,  to  absolve  him  from  any  attendance  of  supererogation 
beyond  that  required  by  the  college  authorities. 

At  the  same  time,  Charles's  tractarian  leanings  were  confirmed 
by  a  tenderer  feeling  than  his  love  for  Lapwing,  which  indeed  was 
not,  on  his  side,  of  a  very  enthusiastic  character.  At  the  beginnmg 
of  the  term  he  had  formed  an  acquaintance  with  the  family  of  Pro- 
fessor Dimple,  whom  he  had  met  at  a  dinner  party  of  Dr.  Stumper's  ; 
for  the  Warden  made  a  point  of  asking  the  men  of  his  college  to 
dmner  once  a  year.  Mrs.  Dimple  had  discovered  from  Mrs.  Stumper 
that  Charles  was  heir  to  an  estate  of  jS3,000  a  year.  Upon  this 
information  she  lost  no  time,  after  their  first  introduction,  in  sending 
him  an  invitation  to  her  parties  ;  for  in  the  Professor's  house  were 
two  unmarried  daughters,  whcse  portionless  condition  rendered  their 
mother  fuUy  alive  to  the  advantages  of  good  society. 

The  two  Miss  Dimples  were  specimens  of  a  peculiar  female  genus  ; 
the  oniveraity' belle.    Charlotte,  the  eldest,  had  been  a  great  favour- 
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ite  in  her  time.  She  was  handsome,  well  dressed,  and  talkative,  and 
in  the  first  flnsh  of  her  youth  and  spirits  had  been  a  really  charming 
person,  who  could  scarcely  have  failed,  if  placed  in  ordinary  circum- 
stances, to  marry  well.  But  she  had  been  spoiled,  and  had  spoiled 
her  fortunes,  under  the  malignant  influence  of  the  Oxonian  atmos- 
phere into  which  she  had  emerged  from  the  eggshell  of  the  school- 
room. Surrounded  by  admirers,  among  whom  it  seemed  as  though 
she  had  only  to  pick  and  choose,  she  had,  in  fact,  neyer  once  received 
an  offer  which  she  could  prudently  have  accepted.  Vainly  had  Mrs. 
Dimple,  when  first  she  brought  out  the  lovely  Charlotte,  filled  her 
drawing-room  with  "Tufts"  ajid  " Gentlemen  Commoners,"  i.  e.  (to 
interpret  the  academic  slang)  with  youthful  peers  and  other  scions 
of  aristocracy.  They  came  willingly  to  flirt,  but  not  one  of  them 
ever  thought  of  wedlock,  except  to  laugh  at  the  lady  Frofessoress 
for  her  absurdly  imagining  the  possibility  of  their  condescending  to 
such  an  alliance. 

Meanwhile  they  offered  to  Charlotte's  beauty  the  tribute  of  unlim- 
ited admiration  and  attention.  They  danced  with  her,  rode  with 
her,  walked  with  her,  flattered  her  in  the  tenderest  compliments,  and 
breathed  in  her  ear  the  softest  sighs.  She,  poor  girl,  trained  by  her 
mother  to  think  that  marriage  with  a  title  was  the  great  object  of 
life,  was  only  too  willing  to  encourage  her  adorers  ;  and  her  vanity, 
stimulated  as  it  was  by  her  mother's  delusion,  not  unnaturally 
deceived  her  into  the  belief  that  some  of  the  flatterers  who  sur- 
rounded her  were  serious  in  their  attentions.  Thus  the  first  years 
of  her  youth  were  spent  in  hope  deferred,  but  not  abandoned  ;  for, 
though  admirer  after  admirer  quitted  Oxford  without  proposing,  she 
still  flattered  herself  with  the  fond  belief  that  the  beau  of  the  present 
hour  would  be  less  faithless  than  his  predecessors.  Meanwhile  she 
repelled  those  whom  her  wit  and  beauty  might,  in  their  early  prime, 
have  tempted  into  the  imprudence  of  making  sincere  advances  to  a 
portionless  spinster.  For  the  only  marrying  members  of  a  univer- 
sity are  the  senior  fellows  of  colleges,  shortly  about  to  stop  into  a 
benefice,  and  able  to  furnish  their  parsonages  comfortably  with  the 
accumulated  savings  of  their  tutorship. 

But  Charlotte,  in  the  sauciness  of  youthful  spirits,  voted  these 
grave  and  worthy  men  the  dullest  bores  ;  and  one  of  her  chief 
amusements  was  to  snub  them,  and  make  them  ridiculous  in  the 
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ejea  of  her  younger  satellites.  Thus  she  had  repelled  a  retiring 
fellow  of  Queen's,  who  had  made  up  his  mind  to  propose  for  her,  by 
telling  him,  when  he  spoke  of  the  desirableness  of  laying  down  a 
wooden  pavement  in  the  High  Street,  that  "  he  and  the  rest  of 
his  common  room  had  only  to  lay  their  heads  together,  and  the 
thing  was  done." 

Again,  when  another  grave  snitor  of  the  same  class  was  apolo- 
gising to  her  for  his  "  deficiency  in  small  talk,"  she  cnt  him  short 
by  begging  him  not  to  distress  himself,  for  she  '*  found  his  talk 
quite  small  enough."  These  sallies  were  received  with  great 
applause  by  those  whose  admiration  she  coveted  ;  but  such  empty 
praise  was  a  poor  equivalent  for  the  solid  partners  she  threw  away. 
The  butterflies  of  fashion  who  flickered  round  her  proved  truly 
ephemeral,  as  far  as  their  attentions  to  her  were  concerned.  They 
passed  like  the  slides  of  a  magic  lantern,  and  left  no  sign  of  their 
presence  ;  except,  perhaps,  in  some  insignificant  wrinkle  on  her 
brow,  or  some  small  thorn  implanted  in  a  tender  comer  of  her  heart. 

Thus  year  after  year  of  unprofitable  expectation  passed  away, 
till  at  last  Charlotte  opened  her  eyes  to  her  true  prospects.  She 
now  changed  her  tactics  ;  professed  a  dislike  (which  indeed  was 
genuine)  to  the  noise  and  silly  clatter  of  undergraduates  ;  was 
polite  to  the  grave  and  reverend  seniors  of  the  common  rooms ; 
entered  into  their  academic  disputes  and  Tory  politics  ;  and  even 
smiled  at  their  college  jokes.  But  she  was  no  longer  in  the  first 
bloom  of  womanhood  ;  and  college  fellows  grow  cautions  with 
advancing  years.  No  doubt,  had  she  possessed  a  moderate  fortune, 
she  might  even  yet  have  found  a  mate  ;  but  she  had  nothing  save 
her  good  looks,  and  these  were  waning  under  the  fret  of  continual 
disappointment.  Moreover,  she  was  still  guilty  of  her  former  error 
under  another  form — angling  for  the  larger  fish,  who  would  not 
rise  to  her  bait,  and  neglecting,  till  it  was  too  late,  the  smaller  fry, 
whom  she  might  have  caught. 

When  Charles  made  acquaintance  with  the  family,  Charlotte  had 
fairly  faded  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,  and  had  herself  almost 
renounced  the  hopes  which  she  had  so  long  cherished.  She  con- 
soled herself  by  a  dashing  and  masculine  style  of  talk,  by  a  liberty 
of  promiscuous  reading,  and  by  assuming  a  licence  to  do  all  those 
acts  of  independence  (such  as  travelUng  without  a  chaperone,  walk- 
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ing  oat  alone  at  all  hoars  of  the  day  and  night,  and  so  forth),  of 
which  men  or  matrons  asaally  enjoy  the  monopoly,  to  the  exclusion 
and  enslayement  of  young  ladies. 

Mary,  the  younger  sister,  was  now  just  entering  on  the  career 
which  Charlotte  had  quitted  in  disgust.  She  had  less  talent  and 
vivacity  than  her  sister,  nor  was  her  beauty  equal  to  what  that  of 
the  former  had  been.  But  she  made  up  for  this  deficiency  by  a 
winning  softness  of  manner,  which  both  invited  and  rewarded  atten- 
tion; and  the  appearance  of  interest  which  she  put  on  as  she  listened 
to  the  conversation  of  her  admirers,  waa  peculiarly  captivating 
to  the  younger  sort. 

She  was  also  very  romantic,  very  enthusiastic,  passionately  fond 
of  music  and^poetry,  and  a  most  devoted  disciple  of  Tractarian 
Orthodoxy,  jindeed  it  may  be  remarked  in  passing,  that  this  faith 
is  peculiarly  smted  to  young  ladies  ;  for  it  encourages  and  utilises 
their  accomplishments,  sets  them  upon  embroidering  altar  cloths, 
illnmmating  prayer-books,  elaborating  surplices,  practising  church 
music,  carving  credence  tables,  and  a  hundred  other  innocent  diver- 
sions, which  it  invests  with  the  prestige  of  religious  dut]^  And 
besides  this,  it  imposes  no  cruel  prohibition  (like  the  rival  creed) 
upon  their  favourite  amusements  ;  but  commends  the  concert,  smiles 
upon  the  ball,  and  does  not  even  anathematise  the  theatre. 

^11  the  accomplishments  and  fascinations  of  Mary  Dimple  were 
displayed  for  the  captivation  of  Charles  Bampton,  and  not  without 
success.  Their  ecclesiastical  sympathies  gave  them  many  points  of 
common  interest ;  and  Charles  was  led  to  adopt  more  and  more  of 
the  peculiarities  of  the  sect,  and  to  fancy  himself  a  zealous  adherent 
of  its  doctrines,  by  his  admiration  for  their  lovely  champiSiTI 

Besides  bemg  mvited  to  the  formal  parties  at  the  profe^r's,  he 
soon  received  a  general  invitation  to  tea  "  whenever  he  was  not 
better  engaged,''  of  which  he  often  availed  himself. 

On  these  occasions  he  brought  Mary  the  newest  church  music, 
sang  Gregorian  chants  with  her,  or  suggested  designs  for  her  ecclesi- 
astical embroidery. 

At  other  times  he  gave  little  musical  parties  in  his  college-rooms, 
to  which  he  invited  the  Dimples,  to  meet  a  few  friends,  and  practise 
madrigals,  anthems,  or  masses,  with  some  select  voices  from  tho 
chohr  of  St.  Chad's. 
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Besides  these  social  meetings,  the  young  conple  occasionally 
enjoyed  more  private  interviews.  For  Charles  had  discovered  that 
Mary  regalarly  attended  daily  service  at  one  of  the  city  charches  -, 
and,  in  spite  of  his  dislike  of  morning  chapel,  he  managed  to  be 
very  regalar  in  his  attendance  at  St.  Peter's.  Nor  did  it  seldom 
chance  that,  about  a  quarter  before  eleven,  he  met  the  young  lady 
emerging  from  her  father's  house  ;  in  which  case,  being  on  his  way 
to  the  same  church  with  her,  what  could  he  do  less  than  carry  her 
prayer*book  ?  And  if  when  they  reached  the  sacred  building  he 
sat  in  the  same  pew  with  her,  and  read  the  responses  out  of  her 
book,  who  shall  blame  him  ? 

Tct  it  was  one  of  these  delicious  meetings  which,  observed  by 
malicious  eyes,  led  to  the  premature  dispulsion  of  Charles's  dream 
of  bliss.    The  case  befel  in  this  wise  : 

As  young  Lord  Pamby  was  passing  by  St.  Peter's  on  a  certain 
unlucky  morning,  he  beheld  Charles  sauntering  thither  from  the 
opposite  direction,  with  the  charming  Mary  hanging  on  one  arm,  and 
her  book-bag  hanging  on  the  other. 

"  Confound  that  fellow  1"  cried  Pamby  to  a  tuft-hunting  com- 
panion with  whom  he  was  riding,  "  what  a  deuced  pretty  girl  he  is 
flirting  with  ;  and  hang  me  if  she  does  not  seem  to  be  sweet  upon 
him  too  I" 

"  I'm  sure  you  needn't  envy  him,"  replied  his  toady  ;  "for  you 
know  very  well  there  is  not  a  girl  in  Oxford  who  could  refuse  you 
anything  ;  you  need  only  ask  and  have." 

"  Upon  my  honour,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Pamby,  candidly,  "  I 
believe  you  are  about  right.  And  now  I  think  of  it,  it  would  be 
good  fun  to  cut  him  out  of  his  sweetheart,  just  as  I  have  with 
Lapwing.    What  do  you  bet  me  that  I  don't  ?" 

"  By  Jove  I"  replied  the  other,  "  I  am  not  gomg  to  be  such  a  fool 
as  to  bet  against  you  on  that  point ;  on  the  contrary,  I  would  lay 
ten  to  one,  that,  if  you  chose  it,  you  could  cut  out  Bampton  before 
a  week  was  over." 

"  Well,  then,  just  see  if  you  can't  get  some  fellow  to  make  a  bet 
of  it,"  said  Pamby,  "  for  curse  me,  if  I  don't  try  to  take  the  wind 
out  of  his  sails,  just  for  the  lark  of  the  thing." 

To  explain  the  above  allusion  to  Lapwing,  we  should  have  pre- 
mised, that,  after  the  tutor's  passion  for  Charles  had  endured  n 
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month,  and  had  nearly  reached  that  period  of  efflorescence  after 
which  it  was  destined  rapidly  to  fade  and  wither,  he  acquired  a  new 
papil  in  the  person  of  Lord  Pamby,  a  yoathfhl  Christ  Chorch  tuft, 
son  and  heir  of  the  Earl  of  Namby. 

Lapwing  was  enchanted,  for  the  earl  was  a  conspicooos  patron 
and  champion  of  the  high-church  moyement,  and  had  signed  all  the 
Anglican  protests,  addresses,  and  petitions,  for  the  last  ten  years. 
So  Pamby  was  at  once  taken  to  the  tutor's  heart ;  and  his  love  for 
Charles,  instead  of  dying  by  that  calm  and  imperceptible  process  of 
extinction  to  which  it  was  naturally  doomed,  was  snuffed  out  at  once 
by  the  superseding  power  of  a  new  affection.  Lapwing  indeed 
became  unusually  enthusiastic  eren  for  him,  in  his  predictions  of  the 
future  career  and  illustrious  destiny  of  his  new  faTOurite.  Nor  was 
he  content  to  give  utterance  to  his  feelings  in  sober  prose  ;  bat 
broke  forth  into  poetry  on  a  theme  so  inspiring. 

The  following  is  one  of  several  sonnets  which  were  handed  roan4 
in  manuscript  among  his  friends  at  this  period  ;  and  it  may  serve  as 
a  specimen  of  the  general  character  of  his  amatory  effusions. 

V"  Thou  walkest  with  a  glory  round  thy  brow, 
^     A  radiance  not  of  earthly  coronet, 

Albeit,  ere  thy  Bun  in  night  shall  set, 
The  ermine  robe  shall  from  thy  shoulders  flow, 
And  on  thy  front  an  earFs  tiara  glow. 

My  Pamby,  oh,  my  pupim  Yet,  ah  yet, 

Tis  not  for  this  that  thouTsince  first  we  met. 
Hast  been  to  me  what  sunshine  is  to  snow, 
Melting  the  coldness  of  my  barren  heart. 

Ko,  not  for  this ;  but  that  I  saw  thee  true 
In  soul  and  sympathies,  thy  Mother*s  son — 
Son  of  thy  Mother  Church — and  thou  shalt  dart 

Confusion  on  her  foeman*s  impious  crew. 
The  Cross  thy  banner,  Hill  the  fight  be  won." 

It  was,  of  course,  rather  mortifying  to  Charles  to  be  thus  eclipsed 
and  discarded,  in  favour  of  a  rival  whom  he  despised.  Archer  too 
made  himself  very  merry  on  the  subject,  which  did  not  tend  to 
increase  his  friend's  equanimity.  His  disgust  betrayed  itself  in  his 
manner  to  Pamby  very  visibly,  and  thus  created  in  the  mind  of  tho 
lutter  a  strong  dislike  to  Bampton.      However,  Charles  consoled 


ACADBHIO  BELLES.  187 

himself  under  Ms  mortification  by  the  smiles  jof  the  enchanting 
Mary,  with  whom  he  was  daily  falling  more  and  more  in  love. 
Indeed,  so  serious  had  his  feelings  become,  that  he  had  already 
written  to  his  sister  Clara  about  the  matter,  and  had  asked  her 
adyice  as  to  the  tune  and  manner  of  making  a  formal  declaration  of 
his  affection.  But,  alas  1  the  very  day  he  wrote  this  letter  was  that 
on  which  Pamby  had  registered  a  vow  to  supplant  him  with  his 
mistress,  as  he  had  already  supplanted  him  with  his  friend.  Nor 
was  it  long  before  this  cruel  resolution  was  carried  out  in  act. 

Of  course  the  young  viscount  had  very  little  trouble  in  obtaining 
an  introduction  to  Professor  Dimple's  family,  and  equally,  of  course, 
Mrs.  Dimple  lost  no  time  in  asking  him  to  dinner.  All  that  evening 
he  paid  the  most  marked  attention  to  Mary,  and  made  (it  must  be 
owned)  very  rapid  progress  in  her  good  graces.  So  manifest  was 
this  to  an  experienced  observer,  that  the  elder  Charlotte  perceived 
plainly,  from  the  results  of  this  one  evening,  that  her  sister's  tendresse 
for  Charles  was  not  sufficient  to  harden  her  against  homage  so  much 
more  gratifying  to  her  vanity.  She  sighed  as  she  observed  ;  for  the 
scene  brought  back  to  her  the  events  of  other  days,  when  (fifteen 
years  before)  she  had  herself  been  courted  and  caressed  by  the  titled 
and  the  gay,  and  had  suffered  their  empty  and  hollow  flattery  to 
render  her  deaf  to  voices  less  sprightly  but  more  sincere.  With 
these  recollections  pressing  upon  her  she  resolved,  if  she  could,  to 
guard  Mary  from  the  saipe  error,  before  she  had  as  yet  made  fatal 
shipwreck  of  her  happiness. 

When  she  and  Mary  reached  their  own  apartment  that  night,  she 
proceeded  to  carry  this  resolution  into  effect.  The  lecture  was  given 
while  the  elder  sister  was  brushing  the  younger's  hair  ;  for,  as  they 
coold  not  afford  a  maid,  the  sisters  performed  for  each  other  these 
offices  of  the  toilette.  Thus  the  wmcing  caused  in  Mary's  mind  by 
the  home-truths  of  Charlotte,  was  disguised  by  exclamations  of  pain, 
and  complaints  of  her  bad  brushing. 

"  My  dearest  Mary,"  began  the  elder  sister,  "  I  fear  you  are  a  fool. 
I  was  just  as  bad  when  I  was  your  age,  and  that's  why  I  tell  you." 

**  You  are  very  polite,  Charlotte,"  replied  Mary,  blushing  con- 
acionsly — **  what  in  all  the  world  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Nonsense,"  said  the  other,  "  yon  know  very  well  what  I  mean ; 
but  if  you  don't,  FU  enlighten  you  at  once." 
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"  Pray  do,  dear,"  said  Mary.     "  Oh  I  how  you  pull  my  hair  V 

"  Well,  then,"  continaed  Charlotte,  "  for  the  last  three  weeks  Mr,- 
Bampton  has  been  paying  yon  marked  attentions  ;  so  moch  so,  that 
I  (who  haye  had  some  experience)  really  believe  he  wishes  to  offer 
you  a  home  for  life.  And  you,  to  say  the  least,  have  not  discour- 
aged him." 

"  Oh  I  don't,"  cried  Mary,  "  you  pulled  a  great  piece  out  then  I 
I  hardly  know  what  you  are  talking  about.  Why  should  I  have  dis- 
couraged Mr.  Bampton  ?" 

"Now,  my  dear  little  Mary,  don't  be  silly  ;  just  listen  to  me  :  Mr. 
Bampton  means  something,  and  this  Lord  Pamby,  whom  you  have 
flirted  with  so  egregiously  to>night,  means  nothing,  in  spite  of  all 
his  compliments.  Nay,  you  needn't  toss  your  head  in  that  way — I 
know  what  I  am  talking  of.  Haven't  I  been  taken  in  just  in  the 
same  way,  while  you  were  a  baby  in  arms  ?  These  lords  have  no 
notion  of  condescending  to  a  marriage  with  girls  in  our  rank  ;  and 
even  if  they  had,  their  parents  would  not  let  them." 

"  Oh  I  but,  Charlotte,"  interrupted  Mary,  "  the  Earl  of  Namby 
is  so  superior  to  such  prejudices  ;  so  good  and  catholic-minded,  and 
— ^and — his  son  told  me  this  evening  how  much  the  earl  despised  all 
the  conventionalities  of  social  position." 

"  Stuff !"  exclaimed  Charlotte,  "  don't  you  see  he  said  that  merely 
because  he  was  taken  with  your  pretty  face  for  the  moment  ?  No, 
no,  depend  upon  it,  these  people  never  forget  when  it  comes  to  the 
point  that  they  are  the  porcelain  clay  and  we  the  eartlien." 

"  Well,  but  dearest  sister,  there  are  surely  exceptions  to  every 
rule.  Not  that  I  care  at  all  for  this  lord  whom  you  are  plaguing  me 
about — nor — ^nor — (here  her  voice  faltered  a  little) — nor  for  Mr. 
Bampton  either  ;  I  am  sure  he  has  no  right  to  say  that  I  have  ever 
encouraged  him." 

**  Well,  Mary,"  said  Charlotte,  "  I  have  said  quite  enough.  Only 
remember  my  words  :  if  you  go  on  flirting  with  Lord  Pamby,  as 
you  did  just  now,  you  will  lose  Mr.  Bampton,  and  then  you  will  find 
out  when  it  is  too  late,  that  you  have  sacrificed  substance  for  shadow." 

Thus  the  conversation  ended,  and  the  sisters  were  soon  afterwards 
asleep  ;  the  elder  dreaming  of  pitfalls  masked  by  flowers  ;  the 
younger  of  coronetted  coaches  and  a  marriage  in  the  ''Morning 
Post." 
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Cbarles  had  escaped  the  pun  of  witnessing  Lord  Pamby's  incipient 
rivalship  and  Mary's  infidelity,  by  his  absence  from  the  Professor's  on 
the  evening  when  these  things  ocenrred.  The  next  morning  his  lore 
met  him  on  the  way  to  St.  Peter's  smiling  and  gracions  as  osnal,  for 
her  sister's  lectnre  had  made  some  impression  on  her  mind.  As  they 
walked  together  he  ventured  to  give  the  arm  which  clnng  to  his  a 
gentle  pressure,  which,  as  he  fancied  (bat perhaps  his  fancy  deceived 
him),  was  slightly  returned.  That  afternoon,  however,  he  saw  her, 
to  his  great  discomposure,  riding  with  Lord  Pamby  and  Miss  Stumper, 
the  latter  having  been  asked  as  a  companion  to  make  things  proper. 
The  following  day  she  was  not  at  daily  service,  and  when  he  called 
at  the  Professor's  he  learnt,  to  his  dismay,  that  Mrs.  Dunple  and  the 
two  Miss  Dimples  were  gone  down  the  river  to  Iffley.  On  further 
inquiry,  he  found  that  Lord  Pamby  was  the  giver  of  the  picnic,  and 
the  stroke  of  the  six-oar  which  had  conveyed  the  party. 

That  night  he  went  to  Professor  Dimple's  to  tea ;  but,  alas  I 
instead  of  the  quiet  family  party  which  generally  welcomed  him  so 
cordially,  he  found  an  interloper  poaching  on  his  preserve.  The 
Professor  shook  hands  with  him  less  warmly  than  ws^  his  wont ; 
Mrs.  Dimple's  manner  was  repellent,  and  Mary  declined  to  try  the 
music  he  had  brought  her,  and  would  not  sing  with  him  on  pretence 
of  a  cold.  Pamby  was  at  her  side  all  the  evening,  and  it  was  but 
too  evident  that  she  preferred  the  attentions  of  the  viscount  to  those 
of  the  commoner.  Charles  withdrew  at  an  early  hour  in  disgust, 
without  wishing  her  good  night ;  and  next  morning  he  was  absent 
from  the  daily  service  at  St.  Peter's. 

Tet  he  could  not  at  once  bring  himself  to  believe  that  Mary  was 
faithless  ;  the  struggle  between  him  and  his  rival  continued  for  a 
fortnight,  manifestly  to  the  advantage  of  the  latter,  yet  protracted 
by  the  influence  of  a  few  caressing  looks  and  gracious  words  bestowed 
from  time  to  time  on  Charles  by  the  coquettish  girl,  who  was  loth  to 
lose  him  utterly  before  she  had  secured  his  successor.  The  crisis, 
however,  came  at  last.  A  dance  was  given  by  the  wife  of  one  of 
the  "  heads  of  houses,"  on  Lady-day  ;  that  epoch  being  fixed  because 
the  greatness  of  the  festival  was  held  to  absorb  and  overpower  the 
penitential  character  of  the  Lenten  season  in  which  it  fell,  and  con- 
sequently to  render  dancing  lawful,  which  otherwise  in  Lent  was 
thought  an  abomination.    This  ball  had  been  looked  forward  to  for 
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some  time,  and  Mary  had  promised  to  dance  the  first  waltz  with 
Charles  ;  a  promise  of  which  he  reminded  her  on  the  day  before  it 
was  to  become  doe. 

The  evening  came  ;  the  handsome  snite  of  rooms  at  Durham  Lodge 
was  lighted  np,  and  was  already  chequered  with  a  moving  tapestry 
of  blae  ganze,  black  lace,  pink  silk,  white  shoulders,  and  flower-be- 
decked tresses. 

As  Charles  edged  his  way  through  the  crush,  he  saw  Mary  at  a 
distance  looking  (as  he  thought)  dazzlingly  beautiful  in  her  ball 
dress  of  embroidered  tarlatan,  looped  up  with  scarlet  verbena.  The 
first  quadrille  was  just  over,  and  a  waltz  was  on  the  point  of  follow- 
ing. Charles  approached  his  charmer  and  claimed  her  promise  ;  but 
before  she  could  answer.  Lord  Pamby  came  between  them,  and  took 
her  hand  sans  phrases  to  lead  her  into  the  circle. 

"  But  you  promised  me  P  was  Charles's  indignant  exclamation,  on 
seeing  that  she  offered  no  opposition  to  this  manoeuvre. 

"Miss  Dimple's  engaged  to  me,"  said  Lord  Pamby,  without 
stopping. 

"  Oh,  pray  excuse  me,  Mr.  Bampton,"  was  the  lady's  soft  reply  ; 
"  but  I  thiok  you  must  forget.  It  was  Lord  Pamby  I  promised  this 
waltz  to." 

Another  moment  and  she  was  revolving  in  the  giddy  maze,  leaving 
the  brain  of  her  discarded  partner  whirling  no  less  rapidly,  though 
with  a  less  pleasurable  movement. 

This  scene  gave  the  finishing  stroke  to  Charles's  passion.  He 
called  no  more  at  Professor  Dimple's,  and  left  the  field  in  the 
undisputed  possession  of  his  rival,  who  continued  his  attentions  to 
Mary  with  great  ardour  till  Charles  was  fairly  driven  from  the  arena. 
Thenceforward  the  viscount's  assiduities  gradually  diminished.  But 
he  did  not  quite  extinguish  the  hopes  he  had  excited  before  the  con- 
clusion of  the  term,  when  he  left  Oxford  for  the  Easter  vacation  ; 
for  he  judiciously  considered  that  it  would  be  easier  to  change 
his  tone  and  manner  to  Mary  after  an  interval  of  six  weeks'  absence, 
than  to  make  an  abrupt  alteration  when  he  met  her  daily. 

Thus  Charles  had  been  twice  jilted  in  a  single  term  ;  first  by  bs 
tutor*  and  again  by  his  mistress.  It  is  singular,  but  true,  that  these 
sentimental  disappointments  chilled  the  fervour  of  his  ecclesiastical 
feelings,  which  had  been  blended  so  closely  with  his  friendship  and 
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liis  loTO  that  the  destrnction  of  the  latter  tended  to  sap  the  ritality 
of  the  former.  He  could  not  practice  his  Gregorian  tones,  for  they 
reminded  him  of  Mary's  infidelity  ;  he  discarded  his  rosary,  because 
it  was  associated  with  the  capricious  desertion  of  Lightfoot.  Day  by 
day  he  crossed  himself  less  deroutly;  often  he  forgot  to  bow  to  the 
altar,  and  his  Friday  fasts  were  abandoned  altogether.  Tet  it  is 
possible  that,  althongh  the  enthnsiasm  and  romance  of  his  ecclesiola- 
try  had  died  away,  he  might  still  have  remained  a  high  churchman 
by  profession  and  theory,  had  it  not  been  for  the  satire  of  Archer. 
But  the  latter,  whose  dominion  orer  Charles  had  been  superseded  for 
a  time  by  the  passionate  attachment  of  Lightfoot,  and  the  tenderer 
fascinations  of  Mary  Dimple,  now,  upon  their  defection,  recovered 
more  than  his  former  share  of  influence. 

He  did  not  attempt  to  argue  Charles  out  of  his  Anglican  peculiari- 
ties, which  might  only  have  roused  his  combativeness  in  their  defence, 
and  perhaps  turned  his  preference  into  partisanship  ;  but  he  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  sneering  at  the  follies  of  the  sect,  and  showing 
up  its  disciples  in  a  ridiculous  point  of  view.  Nor  did  he  do  this 
offensively,  so  as  to  provoke  Charles's  self-esteem  or  irritate  his  tem- 
per ;  but  contrived  by  adroit  and  good-humoured  sarcasm  to  force 
Charles  himself  to  laugh  with  him  at  the  tractarian  clique.  As  a 
gpecimen  of  his  mode  of  operation,  we  cannot  do  better  than  to  copy  a 
letter  addressed  by  him  to  his  friend  during  the  ensuing  Easter  vaca- 
tion, which  Charles  spent  in  Clara's  company  at  his  uncle's  house  in 
London. 

Letter  from  G.  F,  Archer  to  Q,  Bampton,  Eeq, 

*'  Mt  Dear  Bavpton  : — I  find  this  vacation  time  very  dull  at 
Oxford,  and  envy  you  the  London  gaieties  in  which  you  are  doubtless 
immersed.  But  I  had  one  piece  of  amusement  yesterday  which  I 
owe  to  you,  and  of  which,  therefore,  I  will  send  you  an  account. 

'*  In  the  first  place  you  must  know  that  yesterday  morning  was 
the  monthly  meeting  of  the  Ecclesiological  Society,  of  which  you 
were  not  long  ago  elected  a  member,  although  you  have  not  yet 
attended  any  of  their  assemblies.  I  thonght  at  first  that,  as  the 
vacation  had  begun,  there  would  be  no  meeting  yesterday.  But  you 
know  that  they  continue  lectures  at  Christ  Church,  Balliol,  and  Exe- 
ter, longer  than  we  do  at  St.  Chad's  ;  so  that  there  arc  still  a  good 
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many  men  up  here,  and  the  meeting  was  held  as  nsnal.  Ton  know 
(or  perhaps  yon  dont  know)  that  as  a  member  70a  have  a  right  to 
admit  a  stranger  on  these  occasions  ;  so  I,  having  a  cariosity  to  see 
what  the  thing  was  like,  and  nothing  better  to  do,  made  free  with 
an  old  card  of  yoors  which  was  on  my  chimney-piece,  and  was 
admitted  to  the  assembly  as  your  friend. 

**  On  entering  the  room  where  the  society  assembles,  I  beheld  a 
sloping  mass  of  individaals,  in  sable  suits  and  solemn  faces,  collected 
for  the  purpose  of  gaining  architectural  and  ecclesiastical  wisdom. 
The  chairman,  flanked  by  a  brace  of  secretaries,  in  sallow  visc^^ 
and  steel  spectacles,  was  placed  in  front  of  an  inclined  plane  of 
faces,  under  a  powerful  gas-light,  which,  aided  by  a  tin  reflector,  shed 
'  intolerable  day '  upon  the  trio.  Around  the  room  were  suspended 
grim  figures  of  priests  and  warriors  of  the  olden  time,  rubbings  or 
impressions  of  monumental  brasses,  some  perfect  and  some  mutilated 
— a  bishop  minus  his  crosier,  or  a  knight  bereft  of  his  sword.  Other 
equally  quaint  devices  were  seen  on  all  sides  :  one  figure  praying, 
with  his  head  turned  aside  and  a  scroll  issuing  from  his  mouth,  like 
the  direction  from  the  neck  of  an  apothecary's  phial ;  another  strip 
of  calico  representing  a  lady  and  gentleman  reposing  side  by  side 
engaged  in  their  devotional  exercises,  with  a  group  of  children  at 
their  feet  similarly  employed,  the  girls  under  the  lady,  the  boys  un- 
der the  gentleman.  On  the  table  before  the  president  were  models 
of  fonts  and  churches,  drawings  of  windows,  elevations  of  towers, 
a  mahogany  ballot-box,  and  a  china  saucer  full  of  little  white 
beans. 

"  After  a  few  preliminary  forms  had  been  gone  through,  Mr.  Dis- 
mal Dry,  of  St.  John's  College,  was  called  upon  by  the  president  to 
read  a  paper  on  a  recent  visit  made  by  him  (Mr.  D.  D.)  to  the 
church  of  Hogs  Norton,  in  Gloucestershire.  The  gentleman  thus 
appealed  to  rose  from  his  seat  on  one  of  the  lower  benches,  and, 
having  unrolled  his  manuscript,  proceeded  to  state  that  during  an 
architectural  tour  through  the  midland  counties,  his  attention  had 
been  drawn  to  the  beautiful  but  neglected  church  of  Hogs  Norton. 

" '  This  edifice,'  continued  Mr.  Dry,  *  is  a  good  specimen  of  the 
early  English,  and  is  dedicated  to  that  blessed  saint  and  martyr,  St. 
Sus.  (Applause.)  It  possessed,  amongst  other  curious  and  vener- 
able remains  of  the  piety  of  our  forefathers,  the  identical  orgsji 
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upon  whiek  the  qaadmpeds  of  fonaer  days  were  wont  to  perfonn, 
aceordi^  to  tke  well-knovm  tradition  preserred  in  the  writings  of 
Remigins,  of  St.  Alban's ;  a  tower  in  which  the  profane  jackdaws 
had  built  a  quantity  of  nests  ;  and  some  decorated  gurgoyles,  under 
which  the  ignorant  and  impious  cottagers  of  Hogs  Norton  had 
placed  tubs  to  catch  the  rain  water.'  (Disapprobation^  and  here 
and  there  a  smiting  on  the  breast.)  Mr.  D.  D.  regretted  to  state 
that  the  vicar's  pony  was  allowed  to  crop  the  herbage  of  the  church- 
yard, and  that  the  little  boys  of  the  Tillage  whetted  their  knives 
with  impunity  upon  the  tombstones.  But  these  were  trifling  matters 
of  eoaeeniy  when  compared  with  the  enormities  that  were  suffered  to 
exist  in  the  interior  of  the  building.  A  Protestant  excrescence— 
(hear,  hear), — ^in  the  shape  of  a  gallery,  entirely  blocked  up  one  of 
the  aisles,  and  the  nave  was  filled  with  pews^  among  which  the 
squire's  pew,  surrounded  by  brass  rods  and  red  curtains,  stood,  a 
conspicuous  deformity.  The  chancel  was  used  for  a  Sunday-school ; 
the  piscina  had  a  copy  of  Watt's  hymns  lyiag  in  it ;  and  the  sedilia 
exhibited  a  pile  of  horn-books.  The  rood-loft  had  disappeared,  but 
the  staircase  still  remained,  and  was  used  as  a  closet,  in  which  the 
church  brooms  were  deposited.  AU  the  brasses  had  been  torn  up, 
except  one,  of  which  Mr.  D.  had  much  pleasure  in  presenting  the 
society  with  an  impression.  It  represented  the  body  of  a  knight 
tenus  crura f  the  remaining  portion  being  concealed  by  a  pew.  Mr. 
D.  was  happy  to  inform  the  society  that  the  altar  (now  so  improper- 
ly called  the  communion  table)  still  remained ;  as  did  also  the 
eastern  sepulchre.  Two  hagioscopes,  or  squints,  were  blocked  up ; 
and  the  east  window  had  lost  its  painted  glass,  except  one  small 
fragment,  which,  from  its  colour  and  pattern,  he  believed  must  have 
formed  an  integral  portion  of  the  Vu*gin  Mary's  petticoat.  Of  this, 
however,  he  was  not  quite  certain,  but  would  submit  a  drawing  of 
it  for  the  opinion  of  the  society.  (The  drawing  was  here  handed 
round,  and,  after  moving  up  and  down  the  inclined  plane  aforesaid, 
returned  to  the  president's  table.)  A  handsome  stone  cross  formerly 
adorned  the  extremity  of  the  roof,  but  this  had  been  taken  down  by 
the  rebel  Puritans  and  destroyed.  Of  the  epitaphs  and  inscriptions, 
Mr.  D.  had  transcribed  a  few  of  the  most  remarkable,  which  he 
would  forthwith  read.  The  first  was  on  a  slab  in  the  south  aisle, 
a&d  appears  to  have  been  written  on  the  death  of  a  former  lord  of 
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the  manor,  who  had  been  suddenly  taken  off  in  the  midst  of  his 
earthly  enjoyments  and  pleasures.  The  name  and  date  were  both 
effaced,  but  the  following  yerso  remained : — 

Psb  B  feb  imtibB  to  saxf  bxtl^  m: 
Caktn  ill  at  ibatibt, 
^nb  ai  one  it  ba$  bU  xcf  bit^  me.' 

Another  upon  a  small  tablet  against  the  wall,  to  the  memory  of 
Miss  Homer,  the  daughter  of  a  former  incumbent,  was  particularly 
affecting : — 

'' '  Pm  lies  il^t  bobg  of  filzjBbet^  f  oncer, 
S^e  l^s  lefi  i}pB  colb  foorib  tot  s  bBzmer/ 

But  the  most  curious  inscription  in  this  interesting  church  existed 
upon  the  monument  of  a  crusader.  It  was  engrayed  in  Lombaidic 
capitals,  and  might  be  read  as  foUows  : — 

"'lei  flifil  Sire  |o^  be  Kickletobg, 

qttie  fust  sngneur  be  test  btUe  be  fogs  |[ottoir. 

Vans  qui  {mr  in  passe  pour  c^arite  pour  ranhnee  pxiet' 

The  knight  here  mentioned  had  fought  in  the  Holy  Land,  and 
returned  to  "die  in  his  native  village.  The  family  had  long  been 
extinct,  bat  Mr.  D.  had  ascertained  that  a  collateral  descendant  from 
the  Tickletobys  of  Hogs  Norton  still  existed  in  London,  where  he 
was  engaged  in  the  honourable  office  of  instructing  youth. 

"  Mr.  Dismal  Dry,  having  finished  his  paper,  sat  down.  A  pro- 
longed stamping  of  feet  and  knocking  of  umbrellas  succeeded,  and 
then  the  president  asked  the  meeting  if  any  one  wished  to  make  any 
observations  upon  Mr.  Dry's  communication.  After  a  long  pause, 
Professor  Humdrum  rose,  and  moved  that  a  letter  of  remonstrance 
be  written  to  the  vicar  on  the  subject  of  his  pony,  and  that  ten  shil- 
lings be  voted  by  the  committee  for  the  cleaning  of  the  '  squmts.' 
Both  resolutions  were  carried  by  acclamation  ;  and  then  the  learned 
Professor  asked  Mr.  Dry  whether,  in  the  coarse  of  his  researches,  he 
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bad  ascertained  the  valae  of  the  Imng  of  Hogs  Norton  and  the 
name  of  the  lay  impropriator  ?  Mr.  D.  replied  '  that  since  the  com- 
matation  of  tithes,  the  living  had  increased  considerably  in  Talae  ; 
it  was  now  upwards  of  forty-fiye  pounds  per  annum.  The  present 
incumbent  had  a  famUy  of  nine  children,  and  a  wife  in  an  infirm 
state  of  health.  The  great  (or  lay)  tithes,  amounting  to  three 
thousand  a-year,  were  the  property  of  the  Earl  of  Noddy,  who 
resided  in  Italy.'  This  information  being  quite  satisfactory,  the 
society  proceeded  to  hear  other  essays  and  observations  of  a  similar 
kind  ;  and  at  ten  o'clock  the  president  left  the  chair,  and  the  mem- 
bers dispersed. 

"  These  be  thy  gods,  0  Israel. — ^Believe  me,  yours  truly, 

"  G.  F.  Abcher."* 


*  Tha  chief  part  of  the  ftboye  letter  appeared  anonjinoiiily  sixteen  or  leTenteen  years  ago 
in  a  proTincial  newspaper.    It  is  hoped  that  the  unknown  author  will  pardon  its  insertion 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

AKOLO-CATBOUCa   OF   SCIQCIBHAX. 

Aftbb  a  yidt  of  nearly  three  months  in  London,  Clara  retorned 
home  ;  she  foond  Summerham  greatly  changed  since  her  defmrtore. 
In  the  first  place,  her  fears  lest  she  shonld  be  compelled  to  call  Mr. 
Moony  her  step-father  were  entirely  removed ;  for  he  had  married 
the  wealthy  widow  of  a  merchant,  whose  fortune  consisted  of  fifty 
thousand  pounds  in  the  Three  per  Cents.,  which  he  justly  considered 
preferable  to  Mrs.  Bampton's  jointure,  terminating  as  it  must  with 
her  life.  The  pastor's  marriage  synchronised  with  another  occur- 
rence, which,  though  not  apparently  in  any  way  related  to  it,  yet 
had  an  important  bearing  on  its  results.  This  contemporary  erent 
was  the  collation  of  a  Mr.  Morgan,  son  of  the  Archdeacon  of  Auld- 
ham,  to  the  rectory  of  Chetwick  Magna,  near  Summerham. 

The  Reyerend  Henry  Morgan  was  as  ultra  high  church  as  Mr. 
Moony  was  ultra  low  church  ;  in  short  (to  adopt  the  popular  slang 
of  the  day),  Mr.  Moony  was  a  '' Recordite,"  and  Mr.  Morgan  a 
**  Tractarian."  His  father,  the  archdeacon,  was  indeed  one  of  the 
leaders  of  the  last-named  party.  For  though  he  had  been  an  infidel 
when  in  college,  and  now  laughed  in  his  sleeve  at  the  opinions  which 
he  affected  to  advocate,  he  had  a  craving  for  notoriety,  which  was 
gratified  by  his  position  as  a  party  leader.  At  the  same  time  his 
passion  for  jobbing  led  him  into  so  many  mal-practices,  that  it  was 
almost  necessary  for  him  to  command  the  services  of  a  band  of  janis- 
saries, who  (from  a  spirit  of  partizanship)  were  ready  to  defend  him, 
whether  right  or  wrong.  Moreover,  he  found  it  profitable  to  raise 
a  dust  around  him,  by  public  agitation,  in  order  to  blind  men's  eyes 
to  his  private  delinquencies.  In  this,  however,  he  did  not  entirely 
succeed ;  for  his  sharp  practice  occasionally  brought  him  into  the 
courts  of  law ;  and  his  character  had  been  roughly  handled  on  such 
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occasions,  both  by  the  speeches  of  connsel  and  bj  the  rerdicts  of 
jories. 

The  rectoTj  of  Chetwick  irhich  he  had  jnst  conferred  npon  his 
son,  he  had  acquired  in  a  characteristic  manner.  Its  patronage 
belonged  to  an  old  lady,  who  knew  nothing  of  business,  and 
employed  a  stupid  country  attorney  as  her  agent.  When  the  rec- 
tory (which  was  one  of  the  richest  in  the  diocese)  became  vacant, 
she  presented  her  grandson  to  it. 

In  reply  the  archdeacon,  who  acted  as  secretary  to  the 
bishop,  requested  her  to  send  her  title-deeds  to  his  solicitor  for 
inspection,  on  the  plea  of  his  anxiety  to  satisfy  himself  that  there 
could  be  no  other  claimant.  To  this  demand  her  attorney  was 
weak  enough  to  consent. 

After  a  delay  of  two  months  from  the  receipt  of  the  deeds,  the 
solicitor  signified  his  doubts  about  the  title,  and  raised  some 
ingenious  points  of  law  affecting  its  yalidity. 

On  these  points  a  discussion  was  carried  on  between  the  solicitors 
on  both  sides,  the  archdeacon  profesdng  the  most  conscientious  scru- 
pulosity on  the  subject,  declaring  bis  anxiety  to  present  the  old 
lady's  nominee,  and  only  wishing  to  be  quite  sure  that  he  should  not 
tnToWe  himself  in  responsibility  by  so  doing. 

This  discussion  was  spun  out  till  the  period  of  six  months  was 
orer,  after  which  every  vacant  living  lapses  to  the  bishop. 

Then  the  mask  was  thrown  aside.  The  episcopal  secretary  wrote 
to  say  that  his  lordship  had  satisfied  himself  that  Mrs.  Jones's  title 
was  defective,  and  the  next  day  the  bishop  collated  Henry  Morgan 
to  the  benefice. 

To  explain  the  connection  between  this  event  and  Mrs.  Moony's 
marriage,  we  must  premise  that  the  rural  parish  of  Chetwick 
adjoined  the  suburban  district  of  New  Summerham.  In  fact,  what 
New  Summerham  was  to  the  old  town,  Chetwick  was  to  the  suburb; 
the  point,  namely,  towards  which  each  inhabitant,  as  he  increased 
in  wealth,  had  a  constant  tendency  to  migrate. 

The  squares  and  terraces  of  New  Summerham  threw  out  in 
advance  a  cloud  of  detached  skirmishers,  in  the  shape  of  "  villas," 
"lodges,"  and  "cottages,"  of  more  or  less  pretension;  and  the 
majority  of  these  (including  Mrs.  Hampton's  house)  were  parochially 
rituato  in  Chetwick. 
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Thus  the  party  views  of  the  rector  of  that  parish  had  neoessanly 
considerable  influence  on  the  ecclesiastical  politics  of  the  neighboor- 
ing  town.  Bnt  this  had  been  for  some  years  in  abeyance,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  apathetic  and  valetudinarian  habits  of  the  aged  rector, 
who  was  recently  defunct. 

Now,  however,  there  was  a  new  incumbent,  who  at  once  raised 
the  banner  of  Anglo-Catholicism,  and  loudly  proclaimed  his  hostility 
against  the  theological  party  which  hitherto  had  reigned  in  Sum- 
merham. 

Among  the  nouveaux  riches  of  the  place,  the  son  of  the  archdeacon 
was  looked  upon  as  something  rather  "aristocratic,"  and  would 
naturally  command  a  certain  amount  of  deference.  Hence,  under 
any  circumstances,  it  might  have  been  expected  that  some  of  the 
denizens  of  Laurel  Cottage,  Belle  Yue  Villa,  Prospect  House,  and 
Florence  Court,  would  transfer  their  allegiance  from  Mr.  Moony  to 
Mr.  Morgan. 

But  the  number  of  such  deserters  (or  hadcdidtrs,  as  Mr.  Moony 
called  them)  was  greatly  increased  by  the  occurrence  of  his  mar- 
riage at  this  particular  time.  For  it  destroyed  that  tender  senti- 
ment with  which  his  fairer  hearers  had  regarded  their  unweddod 
pastor;  a  sentiment  which  was  quite  distinct  from  any  personal 
hope  of  his  alliance.  For  there  were  many  who,  though  they  had 
never  received  any  attention  from  him,  and  had  not  the  slightest 
expectation  that  his  choice  would  fall  upon  them,  yet  felt  that  the 
new  tie  which  he  had  contracted  with  Mr.  Blowser,  rendered  him  a 
far  less  interesting  character. 

On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Morgan  was  a  bachelor,  and  loudly 
advocated  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy ;  which  invested  him  with  a 
romantic  prestige  of  cenobitical  austerity,  and  inspired  dreams  of 
the  triunj|>hs  that  might  be  won  by  her  who  should  convince  him  of 
his  mistake.  Mrs.  Bampton  was  one  of  the  earliest  to  give  up  the 
pew  which  she  had  occupied  under  Mr.  Moony,  and  to  take  sittings 
in  Chetwick  church,  which  was  almost  equally  near  her  house  ;  for 
she  lived  almost  upon  the  border  line  which  separated  the  parishes. 
Her  new  pastor  and  his  curate  soon  made  her  acquaintance ;  and 
she  easily  accepted  their  assurance  that  the  Gospel  which  she  had 
hitherto  listened  to  was  a  delusion*  and  that  her  safety  was  only 
to  be  secured  by  ecclesiastical  ordinances  and  apostolical  succession. 
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^ 

It  was  amusing  to  see  the  facility  with  which  she  adopted  the 
new  shibboleths  imposed  upon  her  by  her  tractarian  teachers.  Yet 
there  was  nothing  strange  in  the  matter  ;  for  the  system  she  had 
formerly  supported  had  never  been  either  embraced  by  her  feelings 
or  comprehended  by  her  understanding^ 

But  though  the  internal  change  in  her  character  was  nought,  the 
external  alteration  in  her  language,  manner,  and  occupations  was 
considerable  ;  and  the  difference  was  so  far  favourable,  that,  although 
she  thought  no  more  of  religion  than  before,  she  chattered  about  it 
much  less.  And  that  she  was  more  usefully  employed  in  embroider- 
ing altar  cloths  for  Mr.  Morgan  than  in  working  slippers  for  Mr. 
Moony. 

But  the  new  rigime  under  which  she  fell  will  be  best  illustrated  by 
the  following  letters  from  Clara  to  her  brother — 

{Letter  /.) 

"  My  Dearest  Charles  : — It  is  now  a  month  since  my  return, 
and  I  am  getting  a  little  more  accustomed  to  the  extraordinary 
metamorphosis  which  everything  at  home  has  undergone  smce  I 
left  it. 

**  My  last  three  letters  will  have  put  you  au  fait  as  to  this  revo- 
lution, and  you  know  how  delighted  I  was  at  its  accomplishment. 
Nor  has  my  opinion  altered  in  this  respect,  although  the  more  I  see 
of  our  new  spiritual  pastor  and  master,  the  less  I  like  or  respect 
him. 

"  There  is  no  trace  of  heavenward  aspiration  either  in  his  counte- 
nance or  preaching.  Nay,  his  look  belies  him,  if  he  be  not  both 
coarse  and  sensual.  I  hear,  too,  that  he  was  expelled  from  school 
and  college.  His  supercilious  dogmatising  upon  subjects  of  which  I 
feel  sure  he  is  profoundly  ignorant,  disgusts  me.  Moreover,  he 
gives  himself  absurd  airs  in  society  on  the  strength  of  being  the 
archdeacon's  son.  But,  in  spite  of  all  this,  I  had  rather  attend  bis 
church  than  Mr.  Moony's  ;  for  his  sermons,  though  not  better  than 
the  other's,  are  infinitely  shorter  ;  being  seldom  more  than  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  in  length  ;  and  his  curate,  who  is  musical,  has  got  up  a 
very  good  choir,  so  that  the  chanting  is  delightful,  and  the  service 
really  devotional  in  its  effect  upon  one's  feelings. 

"  Last  Thursday  was  a  grand  field-day.    The  archdeacon  (who 
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was  formerly  a  colonial  bishop,  and  therefore  has  a  right  to  conflim. 
yon  know)  came  to  hold  a  confirmation  at  Ghetwick  in  the  monungy 
and  to  attend  a  meeting  in  aid  of  the  '  Propagation  Society '  in  the 
afternoon.  We  attended  both  the  services,  and  were  asked  to  din- 
ner at  Mr.  Morgan's  to  meet  the  archdeacon  in  the  evening  ;  so  that  i 
I  saw  and  heard  enough  to  satisfy  my  cariosity.  i 

"  The  confirmation  was  a  pretty  sight ;  and  the  girls  eq)edally  | 

as  they  came  np  with  their  white  veils  or  handkerchiefs  over  their  | 

heads  to  the  altar  rails  to  receive  the  blessing,  realised  one's  notion  | 

of  the  rite.    Had  I  been  at  a  greater  distance,  I  believe  I  should  | 

have  been  mnch  impressed  ;  bat,  nnfortnnately,  oor  seat  is  close  to  i 

the  altar,  so  that  I  was,  as  it  were,  behind  the  scenes,  and  my  prox-  i 

imity  to  the  stage  destroyed  the  illosion  of  the  spectacle.  The  first 
thing  that  disgusted  me  was  the  pantomimic  attitudinising  of  the 
archdeacon.  As  he  sat  by  the  altar,  listening  to  the  service  which 
preceded  the  confirmation,  he  went  through  a  series  of  gesticula- 
tions in  accordance  with  the  words  which  were  read.  The  Gospel 
of  the  day  was  that  which  describes  the  raising  of  the  widow's  son. 
He  stood  up  and  listened  to  it  with  an  affectation  of  eager  interest, 
as  if  he  heard  it  for  the  first  time  ;  lifted  up  his  hands  and  eyes  at 
the  more  striking  parts  ;  and,  when  it  came  to  the  miracle,  assumed 
a  look  of  devout  amazement,  to  which  nothing  but  tlie  pencil  of 
H.  B.  could  do  justice. 

"The  acting  was  altogether  bad  and  oveidone  ;  it  is  strange 
that  so  clever  a  man  should  not  perceive  that,  while  he  fancies  he  is 
playing  the  part  of  a  saint,  every  one  else  sees  in  him  a  comedian 
acting  Tartuffe.  One  ought,  however,  to  make  some  allowance  for 
the  natural  difficulties  with  which  he  has  to  contend  ;  for  Manunon* 
worship  and  worldly  cunning  have  fixed  his  old  leathery  features 
into  an  expression  which  can  scarcely  by  any  contortion  or  grimace 
be  made  to  appear  consistent  with  devotion. 

**  Another  thing  surprised  me  in  him  ;  namely,  the  indecent  man- 
ner in  which  he  allowed  himself  to  exhibit  the  violence  of  his  tem- 
per on  such  a  solemn  occasion.  He  had  placed  Mr.  Morgan's  curate 
at  the  rails  to  help  in  arranging  the  children,  whom  the  chaplain 
brought  up  in  batches  of  twenty  at  a  time,  that  they  might  all  be 
blessed  at  ouce  ;  which,  by  the  by,  is  contrary  to  the  Rubric.  The 
Archdeacon-Bishop  was  in  a  great  harry  to  get  the  business  over  ; 
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uid  wheneyer  there  was  a  moment's  pause,  he  exclaimed  in  a  Yoice 
loud  enongh  for  me  to  hear  distinctly,  '  Can't  they  come  up  quicker  ? 
U!  iii  is!  ts!  is!  U !  ts!  What  are  they  dawdling  for?'  and 
when  thos  irritated,  his  objurgations  of  the  trembling  cnrate  were 
tremendous  : — '  Can't  you  stop  where  I  placed  you,  sir  V  *  What 
are  you  about,  sir  V  and  so  on.  I  need  not  say  that  all  this  dissi- 
pated the  charm  which  the  ceremony  might  otherwise  have  wrought 
upon  my  imagination. 

'*  In  his  charge  to  the  confirmed  there  was  nothing  remarkable, 
except  the  ease  and  fluency  with  which  he  delivered  it  extempore. 
He  certainly  is  an  admirable  speaker.  The  topic  he  dwelt  on  was, 
of  course,  Baptismal  Regeneration  ;  and  he  contriyed  to  render  the 
disquisition  interesting  by  some  sharp  hits  against  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury. 

"  This  completed  the  proceedings  of  the  morning.  In  the  after- 
noon there  was  a  service  and  sermon  on  behalf  of  the  '  Propagation 
Society,'  which,  you  know,  is  as  great  a  favourite  with  the  High 
Church  as  the  Millenarian  Society  was  with  Mr.  Moony  and  his 
clique.  The  sermon  was  preached  by  Mr.  Morgan,  who  walked  up 
the  aisle  in  the  stateliest  manner  to  the  pulpit ;  the  train  of  his  sur- 
plice (in  which,  of  course,  he  preached)  being  borne  by  six  of  the 
Sunday-school  children,  dressed  in  the  S8.me  sacred  garments.  The 
text  was — *  If  any  provide  not  for  his  own  he  is  worse  than  an  infi- 
del ;'  at  the  giving  out  of  which  I  observed  several  of  the  clergy 
present  look  at  each  other  with  a  smile,  suggested  no  doubt  by  the 
application  of  the  words  to  the  circumstances  attending  Mr.  Mor- 
gan's presentation  to  the  living.  But  he  applied  it  in  a  different 
sense,  to  show  the  primary  duty  of  churchmen  to  provide  bishops  for 
their  own  colonists,  which  (according  to  him)  was  the  object  of  the 
society  for  which  he  preached.  He  began  by  describiDg  the  present 
state  of  the  church  and  nation — '  The  country  filled  by  countless 
swarms  of  sects  which  spring  up  like  toadstools  under  our  feet.'  (I 
admired  the  metaphor,  which  at  once  suggested  to  the  pious  mind 
the  idea  of  trampling  on  them.)  '  The  church,  too,  torn  by  warring 
parties  ;  and  even  the  successors  of  the  Apostles  at  variance  among 
themselves,  nay,  some  of  them  openly  heretical,  even  to  the  point  of 
denying  in  their  charges  the  blessed  truth  of  their  own  apostolical 
saccession.    In  this  dreadftil  state  of  things,  what  were  we  to  do  ? 

9* 
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Were  we,  like  some  misgnided  persons,  to  give  up  oar  time  &nd 
attention  to  heathens  and  Jews,  and  neglect  our  brethren  ?  Were 
we  to  act  like  that  schismatical  party  amongst  onrseWes  [here  he 
cast  a  withering  look  at  Mr.  Moony],  who  compass  sea  and  land  to 
make  one  proselyte  ;  and  who,  when  he  is  made,  persuade  him  that 
he  has  entered,  in  some  mysterions  way,  into  the  number  of  the  electa 
from  whom  all  but  themselves  are  held  to  be  aliens  ?  Or  again, 
were  we,  like  some  unJUial  hearts  among  us,  to  turn  to  Rome  in  pre- 
ference to  our  own  true  Mother  ?  No ;  let  us  rather  begin  with 
cultivating  our  feelings  of  love  by  the  charities  of  domestic  life  in 
our  own  families.'  [I  looked  at  the  Archdeacon  as  his  son  said  this, 
and  saw  his  lips  move  impatiently.  What  he  said,  I  heard  not ;  I 
imagine  it  was  something  like — '  Ass  I  can't  he  let  that  alone  1'] 
*  Thence,'  continued  the  preacher,  *  let  us  extend  our  benevolence  to 
our  parishes  ;  and,  finally,  let  it  flow  to  the  societies  for  promoting 
Christian  knowledge  and  the  propagation  of  the  Gospel.  So  shall 
we  still  be  dwelling  among  our  own  people.' 

"  After  this  extraordinary  discourse  a  meeting  followed,  which  I 
did  not  attend,  being  thoroughly  tired  with  the  two  services.  So 
I  we^it  and  lay  down  for  two  hours,  till  it  was  time  to  dress  for  din- 
ner. At  the  Rectory  we  found  a  large  party  assembled,  including 
the  more  ^stinguished  of  the  neighbouring  clergy  and  laity.  I  had 
the  good  luck  to  sit  near  the  archdeacon  at  dinner,  and  heard  a  good 
deal  of  his  conversation.  One  thing  astonished  me,  in  a  man  who 
has  seen  so  much  of  the  world — I  mean  the  servility  of  his  manners 
and  his  exaggerated  compliments  to  the  people  of  rank  who  were 
present.  I  suppose  this  is  the  remnant  of  habits  contracted  in  his 
earlier  days  ;  although  I  have  seen  other  men,  who  have  raised  them- 
selves from  an  origin  equally  low,  quite  free  from  any  trace  of  this 
meanness.  He  was  very  amusing,  and  told  several  good  stories.  I 
never  saw  any  one  with  such  perfect  self-possession — ^never  changing 
a  word,  and  always  expressing  himself  in  the  best  possible  phrases. 
But,  poor  man,  he  has  one  look  (meant  for  insinuating),  the  most 
horrid  imaginable.  I  think  it  must  be  the  very  look  with  which  the 
evil  one  uttered  the  great  original  fatal  lie. 

"  I  did  not  hear  him  speak  on  theological  subjects  at  all,  except 
in  answer  to  two  questions.  One  was  Lord  Belleville's,  who  asked 
bim  to  recommend  a  course  of  study  for  his  third  son,  who  was  pre- 
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paring  for  ordination.  The  archdeacon  seemed  bored  by  the  inter- 
rogatory, bat  replied  quietly  that  he  might  perhaps  yentore  to  sug- 
gest, in  addition  to  the  books  in  the  chaplain's  list,  that  the  young 
gentleman  should  copy  out,  in  manuscript,  all  the  rubrics  of  the  book 
of  common  prayer,  the  clergy  being  too  often  sadly  deficient  in  their 
acquaintance  with  the  church's  laws  therein  contained.  The  second 
question  was  from  Lady  Norton,  who  begged  the  archdeacon  to 
recommend  her  an  orthodox  book  of  self-examination,  which  she 
might  give  to  the  daughters  of  her  tenants  who  had  been  confirmed. 
He  answered  by  recommending  a  manual  on  the  subject,  by  Mr. 
Ward  (the  Roman  Catholic  convert),  published  (he  said)  some  time 
before  his  unhappy  desertion  of  the  church,  and  strictly  orthodox. 
I  had  the  curiosity  to  buy  this  book  to^ay  at  our  high-church  book- 
seller's, and  found  part  of  it  very  useful,  but  was  startled  with  some 
of  the  queries.  I  extract  two  of  them  for  your  benefit :  '  Vlllth. 
Commandment,  question  8. — Have  yov,  opened  letters  TUft  meant  for  you, 
and  has  harm  foUawed  it  V  *  Vth.  Capital  sin,  question  3. — Have 
ytm  laughed^  or  been  pleased,  when  other  persons  have  overeaten  themselves, 
or  have  been  drunk  V  I  rather  doubt  whether  the  archdeacon  could 
giye  a  satisfactory  answer  to  the  first  of  these  questions  ;  certainly 
he  could  not,  if  under  the  head  of  letters  we  include  title-deeds. 

**  Now  do  praise  me  for  writiog  such  a  volume  of  chit-chat,  and 
reward  me  for  it  by  a  more  particular  account  of  your  own  proceed- 
ings in  reply.  Have  you  seen  any  more  of  the  faithless  Mary  ?  And 
how  is  Lord  Pamby  behaving  ?  Don't  be  angry  at  my  questions, 
but  believe  me, 

"  Your  own  sister, 

"Clara." 

{Letter  2.) 

"  My  Dbarest  Brother, — Our  curate's  wife,  Mrs.  Bubble,  has  been, 
for  some  time  past,  plaguing  me  to  '  spend  a  long  day'  with  her.  I 
had  hitherto  succeeded  in  shirking  the  alarming  invitation,  but  at 
last  she  nailed  me,  by  insisting  that  I  should  name  some  day  when  I 
was  not  eogaged.  So  I  had  no  help  for  it,  and  fixed  on  yesterday, 
as  the  Mong  day'  to  be  thus  spent ;  and  a  long  day  indeed  I 
found  it. 

''  Mrs.  Bubble  called  for  me,  ia  her  pony  carriage,  at  eleven 
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o'clock,  and  carried  me  (^  in  triamph  to  Chnrcli  Lodge  (as  thej 
have  named  their  house).  She  is  really  a  good  sort  of  woman, 
though  she  cannot  put  her  aspirates  in  the  right  places.  Her  dangh- 
ter,  too,  with  whom  she  was  most  anxious  that  I  should  swear  an 
eternal  friendship,  is  a  nice  unpretending  girl  of  seventeen.  Her 
eldest  son  was  luckily  not  at  home,  but  in  an  attorney's  office  in 
Loudon.  She  told  me  in  confidence,  that  when  he  was  at  home  for 
the  vacation,  she  found  it  quite  unpleasant  to  walk  through  the 
streets,  because  'all  the  gentlemen  would  stare  so  at  Fanny,  and  all 
the  ladies  at  Henry.' 

"  When  we  were  settled  in  the  drawing-room,  she  proposed  giving 
me  the  great  treat  of  reading  the  last  letters  from  her  dear  cousin, 
the  Bishop  of  Tomphulia.  I  trembled  when  I  saw  her  produce,  as 
she  spoke,  some  manuscripts  of  prodigious  length,  and  infinitesimaliy 
minute  handwriting,  upon  thin  foreign  paper,  the  transparency  of 
which  compelled  you  to  see  both  sides  at  once.  To  add  to  the  hor^ 
rors  of  deciphering  them,  the  bishop's  text  had  been  supplemented 
by  additions  from  other  members  of  his  family  ;  so  that  the  letters 
were  scribbled  athwart  and  across,  with  a  quilted  i^^pendix  from  his 
wife,  and  codicils  from  his  daughters,  and  having  been  circulated 
round  all  Mrs.  Bubble's  friends  and  acquaintances,  since  their  arrival, 
they  were  torn  and  tattered,  and  looked  for  all  the  world  like  a  beg- 
gar's pass. 

"  These  fearful  documents  Mrs.  Bubble  put  into  my  hands,  asking 
whether  I  would  not  like  to  read  them  aloud,  while  she  and  her 
daughter  worked,  as  it  gave  them  pleasure  to  hear  the  dear  bishop's 
words  over  and  over  again.  I  excused  myself,  on  the  ground  of 
weak  sight,  and  begged  she  would  rather  read  them  to  me,  which 
she  accordingly  did.  The  perusal  occupied  two  good  hours,  during 
the  chief  part  of  which  I  was  enjoying  my  own  meditations,  so  that 
I  can  tell  you  very  little  of  the  contents  of  the  episcopal  corres- 
pondence. But  I  should  not  think  the  bishop's  remarks  likely  to  be 
very  able  or  important,  judging  by  the  tone  of  another  document  of 
his,  for  funds  in  aid  of  *  the  cathedral  of  Squatterville.'  It  was 
addressed  to  *  All  and  singular,  the  Christian  people  in  the  obedience 
of  the  metropolitical  sees  of  Canterbury,  York,  Armagh,  and  Dublin.' 
It  began,  '  Well  beloved  in  the  communion  of  the  church,  we  greet 
you  well ;'  and  ended,  *  Given  from  our  palace,  in  this  our  cathedral 
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city  of  Squattenrille, — John  Tomphnlia.'  This  is  sofficientlj  mag- 
nificent— is  it  not  ? — when  one  remembers  that  five  years  ago  this 
high  and  mighty  prelate  was  a  cnrate  in  the  diocese  of  Anldham, 
where  he  attracted  the  bishop's  notice  by  his  eager  partisanship,  and 
was  therefore  recommended  by  him  to  the  late  Archbishop,  who  sent 
him  to  the  colonies  at  her  Majesty's  expense. 

"  The  reading  of  these  letters  lasted  till  Inncheon-time,  which  was 
the  children's  dinner.  Mr.  Babble  then  came  in  from  his  stndy ;  and 
fonr  brats,  in  yarions  stages  of  dirt,  disorder,  and  untidiness,  clat- 
tered down  the  staircase  with  a  noise  like  thunder,  and  rushed  into 
the  drawing-room,  tumbling  over  one  another,  in  their  eagerness  to 
be  fed. 

**  But  why  should  I  describe  that  most  digusting  atrocity,  a  child- 
ren's dinner  ?  The  only  thing  audible  during  the  repast,  except  their 
crunching  and  munching,  was  the  rebukes  addressed  to  them  by 
their  parents :  '  Willy,  dear,  don't  fill  your  mouth  so  full ;'  '  Polly, 
lore,  hold  your  spoon  between  your  fingers  ;'  *  Jacky,  my  boy,  don't 
put  your  knife  into  your  mouth,'  and  so  forth.  These  interesting 
remarks  were  varied  by  parental  jokes,  which  passed  between  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Babble,  about  the  state  of  the  children's  digestion,  the 
plumpness  of  their  stomachs,  or  the  fatness  of  their  persons,  which 
nearly  drove  me  from  the  room. 

"  At  last  the  animals  were  fed,  and  returned  to  their  stye.  Wo 
then  went  out  for  a  drive,  during  which  I  was  compelled  to  listen 
and  respond  to  Mrs.  Bubble's  weary  prosing  about  the  servants'  mis- 
demeanours, and  her  children's  attire.  When  we  got  back,  I  retired 
to  my  room,  on  pretence  of  dressing  for  dinner  ;  my  hostess  telling 
me,  with  a  significant  air,  that  they  had  a  gentleman  to  dine  with 
them  whom  she  was  sure  I  should  like,  for  *  he  was  so  inteUectual — 
the  Bean  of  Squatterville,  in  fact,  who  was  just  going  out  to  rejoin 
their  dear  cousin  in  the  colonies.' 

"  Accordingly,  when  dinner-time  arrived,  this  sairdisafU  dignitary 
(whose  name  is  Slocombe)  made  his  appearance  ;  a  dapper  little 
man  about  thirty,  dressed  in  hyperclerical  costume,  and  brimful 
of  conceit.  He  took  me  down,  and  I  waa  compelled  to  endure  his 
conversation  during  the  entertainment.  I  took  the  opportunity  of 
eliciting  some  information  about  his  history,  and  found  that  after 
taking  a  second-class  at  Oxford,  he  had  gone  oat  as  a  colonist  to 
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SquatteiriUe,  and  there  had  been  ordained  by  the  Bishop  of  Tom* 
pholia.  He  was  now  come  home  to  see  his  relations,  and  to  collect 
money  for  the  '  cathedral '  of  Sqnatteryille,  by  means  of  the  episco- 
pal circular  which  I  hare  above  described.  His  '  deanery '  appeared 
to  be  a  mere  imposture,  no  such  dignitary  having  ever  been  created 
by  any  legal  authority  in  the  colony,  and  there  being  no  chapter 
over  which  he  could  be  dtainui,  (You  see  how  learned  I  have  grown 
about  all  these  church  matters.)  In  fact,  the  Bishop  of  Tomphulia 
had  chosen  to  call  his  chaplain  Dean  of  Squattenrille,  without  any 
right  whatever  so  to  do,  and  the  chaplain  puts  the  false  title  on  his 
cards.  (This,  at  least,  is  Mr.  Morgan's  spiteful  criticism.  He 
remarked  to  mamma,  '  The  Bishop  of  Auldham  might  quite  as  justi- 
fiably name  me  dean  of  Chetwick ;' — ^which  I  am  sure  Mr.  Morgan 
would  like  exceedingly.) 

*^  Mr.  Slocombe  patronized  Mr.  Bubble  very  ostentatiously  ;  and 
as  the  curate,  who  is  really  a  good,  kind  soul,  submitted  to  this  with 
perfect  humility,  they  got  on  very  well  together.  But  I  had  almost 
forgotten  to  tell  you  of  the  extraordinary  scene  in  the  drawing-room, 
before  we  went  down  to  dinner.  The  first  bell  had  rung,  and  we 
were  all  assembled  except  Mrs.  Bubble,  when  the  door  opened,  and 
our  hostess  appeared  in  a  costume  so  extraordinary,  that  it  was 
impossible  for  any  of  us  to  restrain  our  laughter.  Over  each  shoulder 
descended  the  leg  of  a  pair  of  black  cloth  trousers,  and  the  remainder 
of  the  same  garment  hung  down  over  her  back.  Poor  Mr.  Bubble 
rushed  forward,  pulled  ofif  the  misplaced  garment,  and  flung  it  out- 
side the  door.  Mrs.  Bubble  joined  good-humouredly  in  the  general 
amusement. 

'' '  Law  bless  me.  Miss  Bampton,'  she  ssdd,  '  who  would  have 
thought  of  my  being  so  forgetful  ?  I  just  put  those  things  over  my 
shoulders  while  I  was  talking  to  nurse,  after  I  was  dressed,  to  keep 
me  warm  you  know,  for  my  room  is  very  cold  to<lay ;  in  fact,  though 
it  is  May,  I  do  believe  with  this  east  wind  the  hatmosphere  is  full  of 
icy  particles.' 

**  *  The  atmosphere,  my  dear,  you  mean,'  said  Mr.  Bubble  ;  *  but 
you  had  better  keep  to  words  of  two  syllables.' 

"  '  Law,  Mr.  Bubble,  you  are  so  funny  ;  but  I  am  sure  the  ther- 
mometer is  below  Nero,  say  what  you  please.  But  only  to  think. 
Miss  Bampton,  of  my  doing  such  a  ridiculous  thing.     It  just  reminds 


AKGL0-0ATH0LIG8  OF  BI7HMEBHAM.  207 

me  of  what  happened  to  Mr.  Babble,  when  we  were  in  onr  last 
curacy.  He  was  asked  to  dine  at  Sir  Harry  Tufton's,  which  was 
seven  mUes  from  our  house.  So  he  went  there  on  horseback,  as  it 
was  a  fine  summer  evening,  ready  dressed  for  dinner  ;  but,  to  save 
spoUlng  his  best  coat,  he  got  me  to  pin  up  the  tails  behind  him. 
Well,  he  did  not  come  back  till  late  ;  and  when  he  came  upstairs,  I 
asked  what  sort  of  an  evening  he  had  had  ?  **  Oh,"  says  he,  ''a  very 
pleasant  evening  indeed,  my  dear,  and  every  one  was  very  merry  and 
good-humoured  ;  but  I  cannot  think  what  made  them  laugh  so  when 
I  first  came  in  ;  and  afterwards  they  were  constantly  laughing  when 
I  spoke,  even  when  I  said  nothing  at  all  funny."  "  Why  bless  me," 
says  I,  "  Mr.  Bubble,  I  hope  you  didn't  forget  to  unfasten  your  coat- 
tails  when  you  got  there ;  for,  I  declare,  the  pins  look  just  in  the 
same  place  I  put  them  in  this  afternoon,  before  you  went  I"  And 
would  you  believe  it.  Miss  Bampton,  that  was  just  what  he  had  been 
and  done  ;  so  no  wonder  they  laughed  at  him.' 

"  But  to  return  to  my  description  of  the  dmner.  I  was  just  saying 
that  the  sham  *  Dean '  got  on  very  well  with  our  host  who  bore  his 
impertinence,  and  seemed  to  admire  him.  But  I  could  not  endure 
the  creature  ;  he  was  one  of  those  low  men  who  mistake  flippant 
familiarity  for  well-bred  ease.  Thus  he  patted  Miss  Bubble  on  the 
shoulder,  and  had  the  impudence  to  ask  me,  'How  is  mamma?' 
And  seeing  the  string  of  a  locket  round  Mrs.  Bubble's  neck,  the 
locket  itself  being  hidden  below  her  dress,  he  begged  her  to  let 
him  look  at  it ;  and,  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  seized  the  string 
and  pulled  out  the  locket  from  its  hiding-place. 

But  I  had  better  give  you  a  bit  of  the  conversation  at  dinner,  in 
a  dramatic  form,  by  way  of  a  sample  of  our  bill  of  fare  : 

"  Mr.  Bubble, — Have  you  heard  that  the  Romanist  bishop,  who 
so  lately  arrived  here,  is  dead  ? 

"  Mrs.  Bubble. — Is  he  ?  Oh,  then,  they  will  be  having  a  Te  Deum 
in  their  beautiful  new  cathedral  here. 

Mr.  Bubble. — A  Requiem,  my  dear — you  mean  a  Requii^m. 

**  Mr.  Sloambe. — Is  the  music  likely  to  be  fine  ?  If  so,  I  will 
attend  the  service. 

"Mrs.  Bubble. — Oh,  very  fine.  There  will  be  some  of  Signor 
Fugue's  pieces,  no  doubt,  which  Mr.  Bubble  likes  so  much,  though 
I  can't  say  I  enter  into  them  quite. 
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•*  Mr.  Bubble,— FngneB,  my  dear,  yon  mean,  not  Signer  Fngoes ; 
there  never  was  a  composer  of  the  name  ;  a  fugue  ia  a  particular 
kind  of  music.  But  surely,  Mr.  Dean,  you  would  not  think  of  sanc- 
tioning a  false  and  idolatrous  church  by  your  presence  at  its  ser- 
vices. 

"  Mr.  Slocomhe.— Oh,  I  can't  go  so  far  as  to  apply  those  terms  to 
the  Church  of  Rome  ;  I  always  attend  mass  when  I  am  in  France, 
and  I  think  the  Roman  church  is  as  true  a  chur^sh  as  ours  ;  it  is 
only  a  pity  we  misunderstand  each  other. 

"  Mr.  Bubble.— Bnt  how  can  you  think,  Mr.  Dean,  being  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  England,  that  any  other  clinrch  is  a  true 
church  ? 

"  Mr.  Slocombe. — ^I  do  not  see  the  difficulty. 

"  Mr.  Bubble.— Why,  of  course,  you  know,  it  follows,  that  if  we 
are  members  of  the  Church  of  England  we  must  think  every  other 
church  wrong,  and  therefore  we  must  think  the  Church  of  England 
the  only  true  church. 

"  Mr.  Slocombe. — I  cannot  see  that ;  all  churches  which  have 
bishops  with  the  true  apostolical  succession,  are  branches  of  the  one 
church  catholic. 

"  Mr.  Bubble. — ^Well,  but  you  see,  I  allow  that  every  one  who  is 
acting  on  his  convictions  is  a  member  of  the  church  catholic  ;  bat 
still  not  a  member  of  the  true  church. 

"  Mr.  Slocombe.— Uj  dear  Bubble,  what  are  you  saying  ?  Every 
honest  men  a  member  of  the  Catholic  Church  !  Why,  that  is  rank 
latitudinarianism,  or  worse. 

"  Mr.  Bubble  [who  evidently  did  not  know  his  lesson  perfectly]. — 
Ah,  well  perhaps  I  was  wrong  in  that ;  I  did  not  explain  myself 
clearly.  But  at  any  rate,  I  cannot  allow  the  Romanists  to  be  the 
true  church,  flog  me  if  I  can. 

"  Mr.  Slocombe. — But  then,  my  dear  Bubble,  if  the  Church  of 
Rome  be  not  a  true  church,  there  was  no  true  church  in  the  world 
during  the  middle  ages. 

**  JVfr.  Bubble  [hesitating]— Well— no — ^I  suppose  there  was  not 
— except — except,  perhaps,  among  the  Vaudois. 

*'Mr.  Slocombe.— "^he  Vaudois  I  I  My  dear  Bubble  I  I  What 
will  you  say  next  ?  Why,  you  surely  forget  that  the  Yaudois  were 
Presbyterian  heretics,  who  had  no  bishops  at  all. 
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"Mrs.  Bubble  [comicg  to  her  Imaband's  relief].— Wen,  Mr. 
Deui,  I  declare,  if  yoa  go  to  that  Romanifit  cathedral,  I  shall  think 
jon  like  an  old  woman  who  was  talking  to  me  to-daj.  I  was 
remonstrating  with  her  on  going  to  the  Methodist  chapel,  and  asked 
her  how  she  conld  reconcile  it  to  her  conscience  to  go  to  church  and 
chapel  both.  '  Why  ma'am,  says  she,  snrely  it's  all  the  same  in  the 
end  ;  and  yon  know  there's  a  text  which  says,  here  a  Uttle,  amd 
there  a  littleJ 

"  Such  was  the  conrersation  at  dinner.  When  we  got  upstairs 
to  the  drawing-room,  Mrs.  Babble  began  to  cross-examine  me  as 
to  my  liking  for  Mr.  Slocombe. 

**  *  Don't  yon  think  him  a  rery  charming  person,  Miss  Bampton  f 
•0  much  ease  ;  no  awkward  shyness  or  embarrassment.' 

**  *  Why,  if  yon  ask  me,'  I  replied,  *  I  confess  I  have  not  taken 
a  fancy  to  the  gentleman  ;  and  what  yon  call  ease,  I  should  be 
inclined  to  name  impudence.' 

" '  Oh,  but,  dear  Miss  Bampton,  do  be  candid  with  me  ;  you 
needn't  be  afraid  of  speaking  out  to  me,  you  know  ;  I  thought  you 
BO  suited  to  each  other ;  both  of  you  so  very  clever,  and  well- 
informed,  you  know.' 

" '  I  am  much  obliged  by  your  good  opinion,'  I  answered,  '  and 
very  sorry  that  I  really  cannot  appreciate  the  compliment  implied 
by  your  comparison.' 

"  *  Oh,  but  now  dear,  are  you  quite  sure  you  are  speaking  as  you 
think?  Because,  between  ourselves,  I  know  the  dean  has  come 
home  to  England  to  look  out  for  a  wife  ;  and  I  do  think  you  are 
80  suited  to  each  other.' 

"  I  was  absolutely  provoked  with  the  woman's  folly.  *  My  dear 
Mrs.  Bubble,'  I  exclaimed,  '  since  you  force  me  to  speak  out,  1 
assure  you  candidly  that,  if  I  were  forced  to  marry  either  Mr. 
Slocombe  or  your  footman  Thomas,  I  would  choose  the  footman,  as 
the  nearer  of  two  to  a  gentleman.' 

**  *  She  looked  confounded  at  my  vehemence,  and  let  the  sub- 
ject drop.  But  I  believe  verily  that,  in  her  heart,  she  still 
fancied  that  I  spoke  in  this  way  to  conceal  the  too  deep  impression 
which  her  friend's  charms  had  made  on  my  susceptible  affee- 
tiona. 

**  But  enough  of  this  gossip  for  the  present.    Only  I  hope  you 
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are  seDsible  how  much  better  I  treat  70a  than  70a  deserve,  Tetnm- 
ing  7oiir  little  scraps  of  notes  with  these  long  epistles.  QwAhj^ — 
Your  affectionate  sister, 

"OULBA." 

{Letters.) 

"  Mt  Dkabest  Ohablis  : — ^Yon  remember  that  when  700  were 
last  at  home,  the  Protestant  agitation  against  the  '  Papal  aggres- 
sion '  was  just  beginning.  In  this  moyement,  which  has  raged  so 
Yiolentl7  over  the  whole  country,  Snmmerham  has  taken  its  fiill 
share.  Mr.  Moon7  and  his  brethren  were  Yer7  ba87  in  getting  np 
meetings,  and  severe  speeches  were  made  against  pope,  prelates,  and 
PQse7ites.  This,  however,  has  alread7  died  awa7  ;  bnt  jnst  as  we 
had  almost  forgotten  it,  the  matter  has  come  np  again  in  another 
form.  For  7on  most  know  that  we  (I  mean  the  high-chnrch  part7 
in  the  place)  are  getting  np  a  connter-agitation  of  a  quieter  descrip- 
tion. The  object  is  to  get  petitions  signed  against  Lord  John  Rus- 
sell's Ecclesiastical  Titles  Bill,  which  it  ]a  hoped  ma7  7et  be  thrown 
out,  with  the  help  of  the  Irish  Catholics.  The  archdeacon,  (who  has, 
70U  know,  a  mortal  hatred  against  Lord  John)  is  ver7  eager  about 
this,  and  has  desired  his  son  here  to  forward  the  matter  as  much  as 
he  can.  This  week,  two  commissioners  from  the  Central  Catholic 
Protection  Association  have  arrived  here  to  promote  this  object. 
One  of  them  is  a  Roman  Catholic,  the  other  an  Anglican,  and  both 
of  them  are  characters  in  their  wa7.  The7  dined  here  7esterda7,  and  I 
could  not  help  being  reminded  b7  contract  of  that  da7  when  the  depu- 
tation from  the  Millenarian  Societ7  were  similarl7  entertained,  during 
poor  Mr.  Moon7's  reign.  Do  70U  remember  what  an  evening  we 
had  ?  Well,  this  was  hardl7  less  absurd,  though  in  such  a  differ- 
ent style. 

"  But  I  must  describe  to  you  the  two  deputies.  One  is  a  fellow 
of  some  college  at  Cambridge,  of  the  name  of  Malpus,  a  stiff,  starched 
man,  very  lean  and  thin,  with  hatchet  face  and  lantern  jaws. 
He  had  been  a  great  traveller,  and  informed  us  that  he  had  been 
re-baptized  in  the.  Russian,  Armenian,  and  Greek  churches  succes- 
sively. Mamma,  who  was  very  civil  to  him,  asked  rather  anxiously 
whether  he  thought  this  process  absolutely  necessary.  '  No,  madam,' 
he  replied,  '  I  dare  not  say  so  much  as  that.     But  I  think  such  bap- 
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tiflin  safer  where  it  may  be  had.  We  know,  alas  I  the  extreme 
carelessness  with  which  holj  baptism  is  performed  by  the  clergy  of 
the  Chnrch  of  England.  Nay,  cases  haTe  occarred  where  the  cler- 
gyman has  sprinkled  the  consecrated  element  so  negligently  on  the 
child,  that  not  a  single  drop  has  touched  its  face.  How  know  I,  let 
me  ask,  that  snch  may  not  have  been  my  own  unhappy  case  ?  for 
my  poor  father,  I  confess  it  with  shame,  liyed  and  died  a  Calyinist. 
Besides,  I  dare  not  take  upon  me  to  affirm  that  the  rite  of  exorcism 
and  the  chrism  (both  totally  omitted  in  the  Anglican  service)  may 
not  be  of  the  essence  of  the  sacrament.  Hence  I  resolved  to  make 
my  salvation  sure  by  obtaining  the  performance  of  the  rite  from  the 
hands  of  those  who  omit  nothing.  And  lest  any  real  or  alleged 
schism  in  one  or  other  of  the  churches  in  which  I  sought  the  sacra- 
ment might  vitiate  it,  I  thought  it  best  to  have  it  performed  by 
bishops  of  three  distinct  churches  which  mutually  anathematise 
each  other.' 

"  This  explanation  was  given  while  we  were  waiting  for  dinner  to 
be  announced.  When  we  got  down  to  the  dining-room,  mamma 
turned  to  Mr.  Morgan,  and  was  just  begging  him  to  bless  the  meat, 
when  Mr.  Malpus  interrupted  her  by  chanting  a  Latin  grace  of  some 
length,  with  a  very  nasal  intonation.  He  repeated  the  same  cere- 
mony after  dinner,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  company,  and  the 
evident  discomfiture  of  our  rector. 

''  The  other  member  of  the  deputation,  was  a  Romanist  proselyte, 
or  '  pervert,'  of  the  name  of  Bamem.  He  was  not  long  ago  the  curate 
of  a  parish  where  the  chief  landowner  is  the  Earl  of  Oldmixon,  a 
Roman  Catholic  nobleman.  Mr.  Bamem  had  a  strong  taste  for  good 
society,  and  small  .means  of  gratifying  it,  so  long  as  he  remained 
a  curate  in  the  establishment.  But  he  made  acquaintance  with  the 
priest,  who  acted  as  domestic  chaplain  to  the  Roman  earl,  and  showed 
himself  so  candid  in  argument,  and  so  open  to  conviction,  that  he 
was  soon  a  frequent  and  favourite  guest  at  the  castle.  After  a 
decent  interval,  he  acknowledged  that  he  discerned  irresistible  diffi- 
culties in  the  Anglican  system,  and  could  find  no  peace  but  in  the 
bosom  of  the  holy  Roman  Church.  He  had  the  good  taste  to  attri- 
bute the  honour  of  his  conversion  to  the  earl,  whose  vanity  was 
much  flattered  by  the  influence  ascribed  to  him ;  and,  resolved  to 
shield  his  convert  from  suffering  any  loss  by  his  change  of  creed,  he 
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iiBed  his  political  inflaenoe  to  obtain  the  promise  of  a  lacratiTe  clerk- 
ship in  some  goreremeat  office  for  the  neophyte  ;  and  he  fiirther 
gratified  the  ambition  of  the  ci-devant  cnrate,  by  getting  him  a  nomi- 
nal commission  in  a  regiment  in  the  Anstrian  senrioe,  with  unlimited 
leave  of  absence. 

"  The  object  of  this  last  step  was  simply  to  entitle  Mr.  Bamem  to 
wear  a  aniform,  in  which  he  greatly  delights,  and  which  he  neyer 
fails  to  exhibit  on  every  possible  occasion.  Of  course  he  has  utterly 
discarded  the  clerical  character,  has  mounted  a  pair  of  moustaches, 
and  further  conforms  him  (as  he  supposes)  to  his  military  costume  by 
a  slang  style  of  talk,  and  even  by  an  occasional  oath.  His  other 
peculiarity  is  his  passion  for  the  aristocracy,  which  has  led  him,  on 
one  pretext  or  another,  to  invite  himself  to  the  house  of  every  Roman 
Catholic  nobleman  in  England.  He  takes  good  care  to  let  every 
one  know  the  extent  of  his  acquaintance  with  the  nobility,  and  can 
scarcely  speak  two  sentences  without  quoting  a  peer.  It  happened 
most  unfortunately  that  mamma,  without  knowing  of  the  relationship, 
had  asked  an  elderly  cousin  and  godfather  of  Mr.  Bamem's,  who  is 
one  of  the  high  church  set  here,  to  dine  with  us  yesterday.  The 
kinsmen  had  not  met  since  the  junior  went  over  to  Rome,  a  step 
which  had  peculiarly  irritated  the  godfather,  because  he  had  formerly 
converted  his  young  relative  to  high-church  opinions,  so  that  the 
family  ascribed  to  him  all  the  blame  of  young  Bamem's  subsequent 
perversion. 

"He  looked  extremely  blank  on  seeing  the  puppy  arrayed  in 
military  uniform,  and  turned  on  his  heel  without  noticing  his  first 
salutation  ;  but  Barnem's  assurance  was  too  great  to  suffer  him  to 
be  decomposed.  He  walked  up  to  his  relative,  and  touched- him  on 
the  shoulder. 

" '  You  don't  recognise  me  in  my  new  character,  cousin  Henry,' 
he  said,  *  and  indeed  I  don't  wonder,  for  I  certainly  am  rather  meta- 
morphosed since  I  wore  a  stiff  white  choker,  and  no  whiskers.  But 
don't  suppose  I  have  lost  my  family  affections  because  I  have  joined 
the  Catholic  church.  On  the  contrary,  the  church  teaches  me  that 
invincible  error  is  a  sufficient  excuse  for  the  worst  heresy  ;  and 
as  I  was  saying  to  Lord  Dormer  yesterday,  I  have  learned  to  regard 
even  my  Calvioistic  relatives  with  more  charity  than  I  ever  did  before, 
nnce  I  have  become  a  Catholic' 
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'*  *  I  have  no  doabt  they  are  much  obliged  to  yon,'  replied  his 
godfather,  drily. 

"  '  I  am  sure  they  would  be,'  rejoined  Bamem,  '  if  their  blindaeae 
allowed  them  to  appreciate  the  powerful  intercession  which  I  have 
obtained  for  them.  When  I  was  staying  at  Lord  Shrewsbury's,  la«t 
week,  I  ordered  thirty  masses  to  be  said  for  the  sonl  of  ray  late 
grand-mother,  and  the  same  number,  dear  cousin,  for  your  own 
departed  wife.'' 

"  This  was  too  much  for  the  patience  of  the  elder  gentleman,  wjio, 
uttering  an  ejaculation  more  emphatic  than  polite,  decisively  shook 
himself  loose  from  his  kinsman's  grasp.  Mr.  Bamem,  not  in  the 
least  discomfited,  turned  to  me. 

"  '  Yon  see,  Miss  Bampton,  how  intolerant  all  Protestants  are. 
My  cousin  can't  forgive  my  conversion.  As  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam 
said  to  me  the  other  day,  ''  True  tolerance,  as  well  as  true  charity, 
ig  possessed  by  Catholics  alone.  Knowing  the  truth  themselves  they 
can  only  pity  the  blindness  of  others.' " 

**  *  Do  you  mean  Dr.  Machale  by  the  Archbishop  of  Tuam  V 
said  I. 

"  '  That  is  his  name  among  Protestants,'  replied  he,  '  and  there  is 
a  good  deal  of  prejudice  entertained  against  huoa  ;  but  I  protest  to 
you  he  is  a  capital  fellow  ;  in  fact,  a  regular  brick.  I  was  staying 
with  him  at  Lord  Fantail's  for  m  week,  playing  billiards  with  him 
every  raomiag,  and  very  well  he  handles  his  cue,  I  can  assure  you.' 

"  In  this  way  he  rattled  on  all  dinner  time,  having  mosi  of  the 
conversation  to  himself ;  for  his  colleague,  Mr;  Malpus  hardly  spoke 
at  ally  and  Mr.  Morgan  also  maintained  a  sullen  silence.  Indeed, 
the  latter  evidently  hated  Mr.  Bamem,  and  would  have  wished  to 
anathematise  him  as  an  apostate  ;  but  fear  of  his  father  restrained 
his  feelings  ;  for  the  archdeacon  had  told  him  that  he  must  suppress 
all  controversy  with  the  Catholics  at  present,  in  order  that  they 
might  co-operate  with  the  Anglicans  in  a  vigorous  attempt  to  upset 
Lord  John  Russell  and  his  government.  He  therefore  sat  restlessly 
firowning  and  biting  his  lips  while  Mr.  Bamem  was  enlightening  us 
on  the  sentiments  of  his  new  teachers. 

**  The  proselyte's  fluency,  however,  was  cut  short  by  ui  unexpected 
interruption.  He  had  challenged  his  cousin  to  take  champagne 
with  him  (a  challenge  which  the  old  gentleman  accepted  with  a  very 
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bad  grace),  and  was  in  the  act  of  raising  the  wine  to  his  month, 
when  one  half  of  the  moustache  which  adorned  his  upper  lip  fell 
into  his  glass.  The  effect  was  Indicrons  in  the  extreme  ;  and  the 
piebald  appearance  which  he  presented  (one  half  of  the  lip  bristling 
with  its  bushy  black  curls,  the  other  utterly  denuded)  excited  an 
irrepressible  burst  of  laughter.  The  ridicule  of  the  incident  eri- 
dentlj  touched  his  vanity  in  its  tenderest  point.  He  rose  hastily 
from  his  chair  and  rushed  out  of  the  room,  leaving  the  moustache 
floating  in  his  champagne  ;  nor  did  he  appear  again  during  the 
eyening.  His  godfather  followed  his  retreat  by  a  muttered  growl 
of  which  I  caught  fragments  such  as  '  confounded  puppy  !' '  impostor 
all  over  !'  *  not  a  hair's  breadth  of  reality  about  him  !' 

''  Mamma  is  now  busy  in  collecting  signatures  to  the  copy  of  the 
petition  which  the  deputation  have  left  with  her.  She  has  made  the 
cook  and  coachman  sign  it ;  but  the  footman  (who  had  been  warned 
against  it  by  some  of  Mr.  Moony's  people)  holds  out  against  her 
entreaties,  and  has  carried  the  housemaid  with  him  in  his  rebellion. 
She  vainly  tells  them  it  is  a  petition  for  freedom  of  conscience  ;  they 
say  it  goes  '  right  against  their  conscience,'  and  that  they  must  stand 
up  for  the  Protestant  religion. 

**  So  wags  the  world  with  us  ;  and  I  am  sometimes  inclined  to 
ask  myself,  sadly  enough,  what  is  my  vocation  in  it.  For  merely  to 
see  the  follies  of  others  and  laugh  at  them  is  not  woman's  mission, 
nor  man's  either.  Yet  what  can  I  do  ?  Tell  me  if  yon  know,  and 
believe  me, 

''  Your  ever  affectionate  sister, 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

FBEE  THOUGHT  AT  OXFORD. 

Ghables  received  the  above  letters  at  Oxford  during  the  term 
which  followed  his  Easter  vacation.  They  were  so  much  additional 
weight  in  the  same  scale  with  Archer's  satire.  He  gradnallj  became 
ashamed  of  the  Tractarian  affections  which  he  had  adopted,  and 
abandoned  the  opinions  with  which  they  had  been  associated.  But, 
anhappily,  he  obtained  nothing  In  exchange  bat  the  heartless  scepti- 
cism of  his  infidel  companion.  Archer's  tactics  were  skilful.  He  did 
not  at  once  shock  his  friend  by  disclosing  his  own  ntter  repudiation 
of  natural  religion  and  of  moral  law.  He  contented  himself  at  first 
by  laughing  at  all  the  various  forms  of  Christian  faith,  and  insinuat- 
ing, rather  than  broadly  stating,  that  it  was  unpossible  for  an  intel- 
ligent man  to  find  satisfaction  in  any  existing  sect  or  system. 

When  he  had  accustomed  Charles  to  admit  these  suggestions  and 
the  inferences  flowing  from  them,  he  went  a  step  further,  and  began 
directly  to  attack  the  foundations  of  Christianity.  Charles's  convic- 
tions on  such  points  were,  as  we  have  already  said,  in  a  very  unset- 
tled state.  He  had  nothing  to  oppose  to  his  companion's  cavils  but 
a  Superficial  acquaintance  with  the  ''  Evidences  "  of  Paley.  Archer 
found  little  difficulty  in  convincing  hun  that  there  were  gaps  in  this 
defensive  armour  wide  enough  to  admit  the  thrusts  and  stabs  of 
modem  infidelity.  He  asked  him  triumphantly  to  name  the  twelve 
men  of  whom  Paley  talks  as  witnesses  of  the  Christian  miracles  ; 
defied  him  to  prove  that  three-fourths  of  them  had  borne  any  such 
witness  ;  and  maintained  that  the  remaining  quarter  were  incapable 
of  weighing  evidence,  and  no  better  than  brain-sick  fanatics.  Again, 
be  suggested  doubts  as  to  the  date  and  authenticity  of  the  most 
important  portions  of  the  New  Testament,  and  explained  to  him  the 
theory  according  to  which  all  the  supernatural  elements  of  the  Ooo- 
pel  narratire  are  resolved  into  the  mythical  additions  of  a  later  age. 
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Moreover  he  pressed  him  with  difficulties  of  another  kind,  which 
Charles's  previous  teaching  rendered  him  wholly  nnable  to  enoonnter. 
He  had,  like  most  other  half-informed  Englishmen  of  the  day,  insen- 
sibly imbibed  the  vulgar  notion  of  Scripture,  according  to  which  the 
Bible  is  regarded  as  a  single  book,  written  (as  it  is  commonly 
expressed)  by  ''  the  pen  of  inspiration,"  and  dictated  in  every  word 
and  letter  by  God  himself  He  therefore  believed  that  if  in  any 
scriptural  book  a  single  statement,  whether  historical,  astronomical, 
chemical,  or  geological,  could  be  proved  erroneous,  the  whole  truth 
of  Scripture  must  fall  to  the  ground,  and  revealed  religion  musit  be 
deemed  a  system  of  imposture. 

It  was  easy  for  Archer,  who  availed  himself  of  the  result  of  Ger- 
man investigations,  which  have  now  been  so  widely  popolariced  in 
England,  to  show  that  some  passages  in  the  sacred  writings  coor 
tained  undoubted  historical  mistakes  ;  that  some  of  the  chronological 
statements  contradicted  each  other ;  and  that  the  geology  of  the 
book  of  Genesis  was  not  identical  with  that  adopted  by  modern 
scientific  observers. 

Charles  entered  upon  these  investigations  with  keen  interest,  and 
pursued  them  with  a  spirit  of  candour  and  impartiality.  He  read  the 
explanations  of  the  difficulties  suggested  to  him,  given  by  the  moat  po- 
pular among  the  orthodox  ccMnmentators,  and  he  found  them  genenJly 
evadve,  and  s(»netimes  positively  dishonest.  Thus  he  arrived  at  con- 
clusion after  conclusion— opposed  to  all  his  former  ideas  of  the  infalli- 
bility of  Scripture.  He  did  not  stop  to  inquire  whether  the  Biblical 
writers  ever  claimed  the  infallibility  imputed  to  them.  This  he  took 
for  granted  as  a  necessary  postulate  ;  and  consequently  his  reverence 
for  the  Scripture  was  overthrown,  when  he  found  that  the  Scriptural 
speakers  and  narrators  were  not  miraculously  secured  from  error  in 
matters  of  Uici.  He  did  not  remember  that  the  apostles  themselves 
disclaim  all  superiority  over  their  brethren  in  matters  of  human 
knowledge,  and  represent  themselves  as  mere  earthen  vessels,  though 
conveying  a  heavenly  treasure.  He  did  not  perceive  that  a  revealer 
of  religious  truth  is  not  required  to  be  infkllible  except  in  the  sub- 
ject matter  <^  his  revelation*  He  did  not  consider  that  the  histori- 
cal and  sdentific  infallibility  which  he  sought  in  the  sacred  writing 
would  (had  it  existed)  have  soperseded  the  researches  of  history, 
and  antiGipated  the  discoveries  of  sctenoe^  and  would  thus  have  been 
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incompatible  with  the  designs  of  ProTidence,  as  developed  in  the 
gradual  progress  of  the  human  mind.  Bat  Charles  was  prepossessed 
with  the  popular  notion  that  the  Bible,  if  true  at  all,  must  be  ora- 
cular in  every  department  of  knowledge.  And  when  he  found  that 
it  did  not  bear  the  test  imposed  by  this  arbitrary  expectation,  his 
faith  gave  way,  like  that  of  so  many  others  in  the  present  day, 
because  it  was  built  upon  a  false  foundation.  He  had  been  taught 
to  substitute  an  infallibility  of  the  letter  for  the  infallibility  of  the 
Spirit,  and  his  idol  being  overthrown,  his  worship  perished  with  it. 

But  Archer,  not  satisfied  with  this  victory,  pursued  the  retreating 
faith  of  his  friend  with  new  assaults.  For  he  was  aware  that  the 
^fficulties  connected  with  inspiration,  by  which  he  had  led  Charles 
to  renounce  the  Bible,  were  not  really  incapable  of  solution.  He 
knew  that  the  theory  of  inspiration  which  had  satisfied  such  minds 
as  Arnold's,  Tholuck's,  and  Neander's,  must  sooner  or  later  meet 
Bampton's  eye.  He  tnerefore  endeavoured  to  render  his  infidelity 
impregnable,  by  convincing  him  that  an  external  revelation  of  spiri- 
tual truth  was  in  itself  an  impossibility.  He  gave  him  Mr.  New- 
man's book-revelations  to  prove  that  a  "  book-revelation "  was  in 
itself  an  absurdity ;  because  **  of  our  moral  and  spiritual  Ood  we 
know  nothing  wiikout,  everything  wUhin  ;  it  is  in  the  Spirit  we  meet 
Him,  not  in  the  communications  of  sense."  Nay,  more,  he  showed 
from  the  pages  of  the  same  writer,  that  such  "  authoritative  guid- 
ance of  a  mind  from  without "  must  be  prejudicial  if  it  were  pos- 
sible ;  because  it  would  ''  paralyse  our  moral  powers,  and  benumb 
conscience  by  disuse." 

These  dogmatic  speculations,  however,  produced  less  effect  upon 
Charles's  mind  than  the  scepticism  of  Hume,  whose  essays  were  also 
put  into  his  hands  by  Archer.  The  acute  sophistries  of  the  Scotch- 
man convinced  him  that  the  improbability  of  a  miracle  was  in  itself 
so  great  that  the  difficulty  of  believing  it  exceeded  the  difficulty  of 
rejecting  any  amount  of  human  testimony.  This  conviction  having 
established  itself  in  his  mind,  he  was  prepared  to  accept  the  enun- 
ciation of  the  modem  prophets  of  infidelity,  that  ''  all  supernatural 
events  must  be  sunmarily  rejected  as  simply  impossible,"*  and 
that  '^the  Christian  religion  is  no  better  than  an  old  wife's 
fcble."t 
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But  Archer  did  not  trust  exclusively  to  argument  for  the  enlightr 
enment  of  his  friend.  He  was  aware  that  personal  example  exer- 
cises a  power  oyer  the  judgment,  often  far  more  persuasiye  than 
reasoning.  He  knew  that  none  but  the  strongest  and  most  original 
minds  are  proof  against  the  force  of  sympathy,  or  can  struggle 
successfully  against  a  current  of  opinion  in  which  they  find  them- 
selves immersed.  In  order,  therefore,  to  secure  Charles's  conversion, 
he  proposed  his  election  as  a  member  of  a  free-thinking  club,  con- 
sisting of  fourteen  undergraduates  and  Bachelors  of  Arts,  who  called 
their  association  "  the  friends  of  light,"  for  which  they  sometimes 
substituted  the  term  of  "  Licht-freunden,"  for  they  greatly  affected 
German  phrases. 

Charles  was  flattered  at  his  election,  for  the  UluminaH  of  the  club 
were  several  of  them  men  of  note  in  the  university  ;  one  or  two  had 
got  prizes,  and  taken  high  honours  ;  and  they  all  assumed  an  air  of 
intellectual  superiority,  and  showed  an  ineffable  contempt  for  the 
understanding  of  a  majority  of  their  contemporaries. 

They  met  once  a  week  at  each  other's  rooms,  to  read  essays,  which 
they  composed  in  turn,  upon  subjects  political,  metaphysical,  literary 
or  theological,  in  a  style  of  which  humility  was  not  the  characteristic 
feature.  The  reading  was  followed  by  a  discussion,  and  the  discus- 
sion  was  inlivened  by  a  supper.  The  latter  was  by  no  means  the 
least  attractive  ingredient  in  the  amusements  of  the  evening  ;  and 
it  was  whispered  that  many  of  the  Licht-freunden  had  owed  their 
seat  in  that  sacred  synod  rather  to  their  culinary  than  their  intel- 
lectual merits,  and  that  the  ability  and  inch'nation  to  give  rtdurchi 
entertainments  and  expensive  wines  were  at  least  as  much  valued  by 
the  club  as  more  transcendental  qualifications. 

The  first  meeting  which  Charles  attended  took  place  in  the  rooms 
of  a  member  of  this  description  of  the  name  of  Jones,  one  of  the 
"/a5^«^,"  and  most  expensive  of  the  fraternity.  He  was  the  orphan 
of  a  clergyman,  and  his  vridowed  mother  allowed  him  to  spend  his 
fortune  (or  rather  hers)  as  he  liked,  and  received  all  his  reasons  for 
extravagance  without  a  question.  Vanity  was  his  characteristic,  and 
this  ruling  passion  led  him  to  spend  far  more  than  he  could  afford 
in  social  pleasures,  in  order  to  gain  a  good  standing  with  several  dis- 
tinct sets  at  college.  Thus  he  hunted  twice  a  week  during  the  season 
for  the  sake  of  admittance  into  the  sporting  set,  of  whom  he  pre* 
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tended  to  make  very  light  when  speaking  of  thera  to  his  literary 
friends.  He  joined  them  (he  said)  because  he  saw  there  was  no  one 
else  of  any  intellect  among  them,  and  he  felt  it  his  duty  to  do  what 
he  could  to  elevate  their  minds  ;  and  he  flattered  himself  that  his 
tact  and  moral  inflnence  had  already  efTected  a  great  improvement 
in  their  tone.  On  these  purely  moral  grounds  he  reduced  his  mother 
to  poverty  by  spending  her  little  capital  on  hunters,  tandems,  Hav- 
annah  cigars  and  double-barrelled  guns. 

On  the  other  hand,  among  his  sporting  acquaintance  he  talked  no 
less  patronisingly  of  his  studious  associates.  Some  of  them  were 
excellent  fellows  (he  said),  but  they  were  all  mere  book-worms  ;  had 
no  knowledge  of  the  world  ;  were  not  up  to  anything,  in  short.  He 
tried  (he  said)  to  bring  them  into  contact  with  life,  brushed  the 
dost  and  cobwebs  out  of  their  brains,  and  did  what  he  could  to  make 
men  of  them. 

The  vanity  of  Jones  was  united  to  an  unlimited  self-confidence.  He 
could  talk  as  glibly  of  every  subject  started,  from  poetry  to  the  differ- 
ential calculus,  as  if  thS  topic  of  conversation  had  been  the  study 
of  his  life.  But  the  point  on  which  he  most  piqued  himself  was  his 
scientific  knowledge.  He  laid  down  the  law  among  his  friends  upon 
all  questions  of  natural  philosophy,  and  affected  a  peculiar  extent  of 
information  concerning  electricity,  chemistry,  and  comparative  anat- 
omy. His  sole  acquaintance  with  these  subjects  was  derived  from  a 
few  courses  of  lectures  which  he  had  attended,  and  some  popular 
manuals  which  he  had  read  ;  but  the  smattering  thence  derived 
enabled  him  to  pass  as  a  profound  philosopher  among  his  compan- 
ions, who  knew  nothing  at  all  about  the  investigations  of  which 
he  spoke  so  learnedly.  Moreover,  he  possessed  an  expensive  micros- 
cope in  which  he  exhibited  some  very  curious  preparations  of 
flies'  wings,  gnats'  stings,  cheese  mites,  beetles'  legs,  and  animalcules 
of  all  descriptions  bred  by  stagnant  duckponds.  The  possession  of 
these  objects  (which  he  had  purchased  along  with  the  microscope) 
served  as  an  outward  and  ^visible  sign  of  his  scientific  attainments. 

The  "  friends  of  light"  wisely  adopted  it  as  a  fundamental  rule  of 
their  society,  that  every  member  should  pledge  himself  to  spread  the 
reputation  of  his  brethren  by  praising  each  or  all  of  them  whenever 
he  had  an  opportunity.  They  therefore  loudly  proclaimed  Jones's 
philosophical  merits,  and  made  no  secret  of  theur  opinion  that  if  the 
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demise  of  the  entomological  Professor  shonld  occur  after  Jones  had 
taken  his  degree,  he  was  the  only  man  to  fill  the  racant  chair.  And 
so  much  may  be  done  by  this  sort  of  associated  pofl&ng,  that  there 
is  no  wonder  if  Jones's  conscience  became  by  degrees  an  article  of 
faith  among  the  undergraduates  of  St.  Chad's. 

Curiously  contrasted  with  the  light  and  frothy  yanity  of  Jones 
was  the  slow  conceit  of  another  member  of  the  club,  who  was  now 
introduced  to  Charles  for  the  first  time  as  Mr.  Brown,  of  Durham 
College. 

Jones  was  dapper  and  yivacious,  rattling  on  undauntedly  upon 
every  subject,  and  chattering  at  railroad  pace.  Brown,  on  the 
other  hand,  was  lank  and  glum  ;  spoke  languidly  and  sententioaBly, 
dropping  his  words  like  minute  guns,  one  by  one  ;  and  gave  forth 
his  sawny  utterances  with  an  air  of  pragmatical  deliberation. 
Ancient  history  was  the  specialty  which  he  affected  ;  and  the  con- 
trast between  the  classical  and  modem  world  was  his  fayourite 
theme.  His  hobby  was  the  decay  of  disinterested  yirtue  which 
Christianity  (as  he  said)  had  caused.  Since  heathen  times  there 
had  been  no  true  self-deyotion.  The  belief  in  future  rewards  aod 
punishments  had  made  a  lofty  morality  impossible,  and  killed 
magnanimity  in  the  bud.  Universal  selfishness  reigned  avowed 
and  uncontrolled,  and  was  preached  by  the  ministers  of  religion 
as  the  highest  ideal  of  human  excellence.  Hence  he  explained 
the  utter  corruption  in  which  (as  he  asserted)  our  "social  system" 
was  involved.  The  only  remedy  was  the  destruction  of  that  self- 
seeking  superstition  which  had  almost  obliterated  the  trace  of  noble- 
ness and  heroism  in  the  human  heart.  Along  with  it  must  be  extir- 
pated those  servile  institutions  and  grovelling  forms  of  polity  with 
which  its  roots  were  intertwined.  For,  as  Marat  truly  said,  "  The 
world  could  never  be  regenerated  till  the  last  king  was  strangled 
with  the  entrails  of  the  last  priest."  Meanwhile,  men  should  be 
made  familiar  with  the  noble  maxims  of  the  ancient  tyrannicides, 
Harmodius  and  Aristogiton,  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  of  their  modem 
imitators,  Saffi,  Mazzini,  and  the  other  magnanimous  champions  of 
liberty,  who,  by  precept  and  example,  have  exhibited  the  poignard 
as  the  only  regenerator  of  nations.  A  baptism  of  blood  was 
needed  to  initiate  mankind  into  the  ritual  of  a  purer  faith. 

These  sanguinary  sentiments  were  drawled  out  by  Brown  in  a 
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calm  and  self-complacent  monotone,  which  made  them  donbly  ludic- 
rous hj  contrast.  On  the  present  occasion  he  was  expatiating  after 
this  fashion  to  an  admiring  disciple,  while  Jones  at  another  table 
was  arranging  his  microscope.  Charles  was  dolj  introduced  and 
listened  for  a  few  moments  to  the  republican  proser ;  but,  not 
finding  his  declamation  either  edifying  or  amusing,  he  turned  to 
exambie  some  pictures  which  had  caught  his  eye  on  entering  the 
apartment. 

Jones's  rooms  were  handsomely  fitted  up  and  ornamented  with 
statuettes  and  paintings  of  an  expensive  character.  The  statues 
were  of  the  most  nude  description,  being  an  assortment  of  Venus 
Galipyges,  bathing  nymphs,  and  Bacchanalian  groups.  But  the 
pictures  far  outdid  the  statuary.  They  were  principally  copies  in 
oil  from  originals  by  Italian  masters,  the  subjects  of  all  of  them 
being  '*  the  loves  of  the  gods."  The  most  voluptuous  dreams  of  clas- 
sical mythology  were  here  represented  in  the  most  meretricious  style. 
The  chief  ornaments  of  the  room  were  RaphaePs  "  Cupid  in  the 
Arms  of  Psyche,"  from  the  fresco  in  the  Farnese  Palace,  and  Cor- 
reggio^s  **  Leda  with  the  Swan  ;"  a  **  Venus  Recumbent,"  and  "  Danafe* 
receiving  the  Golden  Shower,"  by  Titian  ;  a  "  Mars  and  Venus,"  by 
Albano,  and  a  "  Hylas  among  the  Nymphs,"  by  Giulio  Romano,  were 
also  conspicuous.  In  short,  the  pictures  were  such,  as  would,  if 
published  in  a  cheaper  form,  have  exposed  the  publisher  to  a  prosecu- 
tion by  the  *'  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice."  Yet  the  "Friends 
of  Light,"  differing  as  they  did  among  themselves  on  other  points, 
were  all  agreed  in  defending  the  purity  of  these  pictures.  Nothing 
could  exceed  their  wrath  against  the  "  puritanical  idiots  "  who  ven- 
tured to  doubt  the  propriety  of  exciting  the  imagination  and  the 
passions  by  the  unveiled  display  of  scenes  so  mdecorous. 

Goodness,  they  contended,  was  identical  with  beauty  ;  that  which 
was  beautiful  could  not  be  immoral ;  and  every  sentiment  which 
arises  in  the  contemplation  of  a  work  of  art,  is  necessarily  as  pure 
as  the  source  whence  it  springs.  Any  attempt  at  remonstrance  was 
met  not  with  arguments  but  with  invective  ;  the  champions  of  nudity 
contenting  themselves  with  an  indignant  quotation  of  the  well-known 
lines, — 

"  Hence  with  that  filthy  euperstition 
Which  sees  indecency  in  Titian !"  » 
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YSTbiles  Charles  was  employed  (not  withoat  some  bhishes)  in  the 
examination  of  these  dufs-d  ^awort,  the  rest  of  the  party  assembled, 
and  the  business  of  the  evening  began.  This  consisted  in  the  read- 
ing of  an  essay  by  a  member  of  the  clnb,  followed  by  a  discossion 
of  its  contents,  in  which  all  the  brethren  present  took  part.  The 
author  of  the  essay  on  this  occasion  was  a  certain  Augustus  White, 
who  set  up  for  the  poet-laureate  of  the  fraternity.  He  wrote  occa- 
sional lyrics,  which  were  handed  about  in  manuscript,  and  eyen  pub- 
lished a  small  volume  of  English  Sapphics,  so  transcendental  in 
their  phraseology  and  their  subjects,  as  to  be  entirely  incompre- 
hensible to  the  uninitiated,  except  in  the  indecent  passages  ;  these 
latter,  however  (to  do  the  poet  justice),  occurred  very  frequently 
and  were  perfectly  intelligible  to  the  meanest  understanding.  The 
"  friends  of  light,"  however,  professed  to  comprehend  the  whole 
volume,  and  pronounced  the  author  to  have  produced  the  best 
poetry  since  Milton's.  White  himself  modestly  disclaimed  this 
praise,  and  only  aspired  to  the  credit  of  being  among  the  first 
English  writers,  to  uuveil  (as  he  said)  those  delicious  mysteries 
which  the  prudery  of  modern  barbarism  had  tastelessly  concealed. 
The  artistic  superiority  of  heathendom  was  his  favourite  topic  ;  and 
the  great  objects  of  his  reverence  were  Goethe  and  George  Sand, 
whom  he  considered  as  the  chief  restorers  of  paganism  in  Europe. 
The  latter  lady,  indeed,  he  positively  worshipped  ;  and  had  once 
undertaken  a  pilgrimage  to  Paris,  for  the  sake  of  offering  his  adora- 
tion in  person.  He  had  been  honoured  with  an  interview  by 
Madame  Du-devant,  who  was  dressed  at  the  time  in  that  male  attire 
which  she  wears  as  a  palpable  protest  against  the  misnamed  decen- 
cies of  a  corrupt  civilization.  She  received  White's  homage  so 
graciously  thas  he  was  emboldened  to  ask  for  one  button  of  her  mas- 
culine integuments  as  a  relic;  a  request  with  which  she  was 
graciously  pleased  to  comply.  The  sacred  button  he  carried  back 
to  Oxford,  exhibited  it  in  triumph  to  his  friends,  and  hung  it  round 
the  neck  of  a  bust  of  the  illustrious  authoress  which  adorned  his 
bookcase. 

The  subject  of  White's  essay  for  the  present  evening  was  "  The 
Injurious  Effect  of  Christian  Asceticism  on  the  Morality  of  Youth.'' 
He  took  as  his  motto  the  celebrated  encomium  addressed  by  Cato  to 
a  youthful  rake,   *' Made  tsio  virtute  puer ;"  an  exhortation    (he 
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observed)  pregnant  with  the  soandest  morality  and  the  truest 
phQoBophjr.  The  consent  of  nations  and  the  voice  of  natore  had 
pronounced  indolgence  in  onr  physical  impulses  to  be  innocent ;  it 
was  reserved  for  the  gloomy  code  of  Christianity  to  condemn  such 
indulgences  as  vicious.  Yet,  after  all,  how  vain  were  such  prohibi- 
tions. Nature  was  stronger  than  legislation ;  and  how  few  who 
called  themselves  Christians  obeyed  the  edicts  which  they  professed 
to  reverence.  On  this  subject,  he  might  (he  was  sure)  summon  the 
reverend  the  Proctors  themselves  to  give  a  reluctant  testimony  in 
his  favour.  Tet  testimony  was  superfluous  since  nature  herself 
spoke.  How  could  men  resist  her  sacred  instincts,  and  how  could 
that  be  wrong  which  she  sanctioned  ?  The  appetites  and  feelings 
which  she  implanted,  were  our  only  infallible  guide  both  in* theory 
and  in  practice. 

Yet,  if  authority  were  needed  by  his  audience  in  favour  of  his 
views,  he  might  support  them  by  the  authority  of  the  greatest 
minds.  Socrates,  the  father  of  philosophy,  reckoned  those  actions 
which,  in  modem  times,  were  thought  the  extreme  of  profligate 
debauchery,  among  the  number  of  things  indifferent;  which  men 
Diay  practise  or  not,  as  their  inclination  leads.  With  him  all  the 
schools  of  ancient  thinkers  agreed  in  this  point.  And  even  the 
moderns  (though  having  to  overcome  the  prejudices  of  a  Christian 
education)  had  arrived  at  the  same  conclusion.  Thus  Lord  Herbert 
of  Cherbury  declares  that  the  yielding  to  our  physical  passions  is  no 
more  to  be  blamed  than  drinking  when  we  are  thirsty.  So  Emerson 
teaches  us  that  "  purity  of  heart  is  indentical  with  the  law  of  gravi- 
tation," in  other  words,  there  can  be  no  impurity  in  obeying  the 
force  which  draws  our  hearts  to  pleasure,  as  it  draws  the  planet  to 
the  sun.  Nor  need  he  remind  his  hearers  that  these  doctrines  were 
illustrated  by  the  practice  of  the  greatest  lights  of  genius  in  modem 
times  ;  that  Rousseau  and  Goethe  lived  in  that  intercourse  of  affec- 
tion which  bigotry  has  branded  as  concubinage  ;  and  that  the  illus- 
trious Sand  has  perpetually  exercised  that  inalienable  right  of 
liberty  which  priestcraft  would  stigmatise  as  a  violation  of  the  mar- 
riage vow. 

Of  course  his  hearers  would  understand  him  to  imply,  that  the 
indulgence  which  he  advocated  was,  by  its  very  nature,  subjected  to 
certain  limits.     **Nequid  nimis*'  was  the  motto  of  prudence,  and 
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therefore  of  morality,  which  was  only  another  name  for  wisdom.  Bat 
within  these  limits,  who  (he  asked)  except  superstitioiis  bigots  could 
hesitate  to  justify  obedience  to  the  dictates  of  nature  ? 

A  farther  argument  might  be  derived  from  eesthetic  considera- 
tions. No  Platonic  mind — he  might  say  no  philosophic  mind — could 
doubt  that  goodness  and  beauty  were  identical.  In  fact,  the  Good 
was  only  another  name  for  the  Beautiful.  We  must  then  consult 
the  masters  of  the  Beautiful  to  teach  us  the  true  roles  of  ethics  ;  nor 
could  we  doubt  what  would  be  their  verdict.  No  subject  had 
inspired  the  great  artists  of  antiquity  with  lovelier  conceptions  than 
the  exquisite  developments  of  human  instinct,  falsely  called  vices  by 
Christian  moralists.  Nor  was  this  less  the  case  vnth  modem  artists, 
not  excepting  even  those  who  had  been  compelled  by  the  exigency 
of  circumstances  to  dedicate  their  pencil  to  the  support  of  a  super- 
stition which  they  secretly  despised.  Raphael  never  shone  more 
brightly  than  in  depicting  the  most  voluptuous  scenes  of  Pagan 
mythology.  Moreover,  we  knew  from  the  autobiography  of  that 
great  High  Priest  of  the  Beautiful,  Benvenuto  Cellini,  not  only  that 
he  hunself  indulged  freely  in  those  enjoyments  which  ascetics 
denounce  as  immoral,  but  that  all  the  other  artists  who  were  his 
contemporaries  at  Rome  did  the  same ;  and  that  eren  Michael 
Angelo  and  Raphael  both  brought  their  mistresses  with  t^em  to  the 
bacchanalian  orgies,  at  which  those  mighty  revivers  of  art  and  civil- 
ization periodically  assembled.  Or,  if  we  need  the  aathority  of 
poets  as  well  as  painters,  did  not  one  of  the  greatest  tell  us  that 
nature  when  unadorned  is  adorned  the  most  ?  Did  not  cor  sweetest 
modem  lyric  urge  the  rejection  of  all  drapery,  in  those  charmmg 
words,  "  Since  nature's  dress  is  loveliness,  be  that  thy  dress,  my 
Nora  Creina  ?*' 

Thus  also  the  chief  of  modem  poets,  even  the  great  Goethe  him- 
self, encouraged  us  to  imitate  his  own  example.  "  Accustom  your- 
self," says  he,  "  to  the  free  contemplation  of  nature.  The  beauty 
of  art  will  hallow  the  sentiments  that  arise  from  it."  And  who  can 
forget  the  glowing  description  which  he  gives  of  the  elevating  effect 
produced  upon  his  great  soul  by  his  first  vision  of  the  nude,  not  in 
cold  marble,  but  in  flesh  and  blood  ?*     Or,  to  return  once  more  to 

•  8m  tiM  ooeoant  of  this  in  Qoethe*!  aatobiograph  j.-</MdUttiHr  tmd  WahrhetLy 
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the  Rster  art,  which  of  as  has  not  felt  his  imagination  kmdled  by 
the  glorious  works  of  Etty,  our  greatest  liying  painter  ;  those  works 
which  elicit  nought  but  hypocritical  shriekings  from  the  throat  of 
stiff-necked  prudery  ?* 

''But  (added  the  essayist)  in  this  apartment  it  is  superfluous  for 
me  to  enlarge  upon  this  branch  of  my  subject.  Here,  at  least,  no 
one  can  doubt  of  the  verdict  pronounced  upon  it  by  art.  The 
exquisite  pictures  which  adorn  these  walls  are  the  best  commentary 
upon  my  theme.  The  loves  of  the  deities  surround  us,  and  prove  to 
the  most  sceptical  among  us,  that  if  the  pictorial  representation  of 
these  mysteries  be  so  beautiltd,  the  reality  of  them  must  be  pure, 
nay,  holy  and  divine. 

"  The  voices  of  those  illustrious  men  who  embodied  those  lovely 
conceptions  seem  to  speak  from  the  canvas  in  my  support ;  Raphael 
and  Correggio,  Titian,  and  Albano,  with  one  consenting  voice,  echo 
the  immortal  words  of  Terence,  '  Non  est  flagitium,  mihi  crede,  ad<h 
lescentulo' " 

The  last  word  of  this  peroration  was  drowned  in  the  rapturous 
plaudits  of  the  audience.  It  completed  the  essay,  of  which  we  have 
endeavoured  to  give  a  feeble  outline.  The  general  applause  which 
it  elicited  was  interrupted  by  a  modest  knock  at  the  door  ;  when  the 
assembly  was  astonished  by  the  timid  entrance  of  an  undergraduate, 
the  position  of  whose  cap  (put  on  his  head  wrong  side  forwards) 
showed  him  to  be  a  freshman.  He  seemed  much  abashed  by  the 
sight  of  so  many  strangers,  and  said  apologetically  (turning  to  Archer, 
who  was  the  senior  of  those  present),  "  Mr.  Johnson  invited  me  here, 
sir,  to  fast  with  him  and  practise  Gregorians,  as  this  is  the  eve 
of  St.  Lupus,  but — but — I  thought  I  should  find  Mr.  Johnson  here 
alone." 

"  We  are  most  happy  to  see  you,  sir,"  replied  Archer,  with  a 
courteous  bow,  thinking  that  some  fun  might  be  elicited  by  humour- 
ing the  mistake. 

*'  But  surely,"  continued  the  freshman,  with  a  puzzled  look,  "  surely 

*  "AdmlnOlon  of  wonuui's  form  amounted  in  BU7  to  derotion.    While  in  bis  worship  of 
the  female  form  In  its  Aalness,  beauty  of  form,  exquisite  rotundity,  p&inting   pictures  so 

ezo«ptiomiblelntbeeyesofstiff-neclcedprfl!pr<«fy,  be  thought  but  of  his  art His 

prodllection  for  the  nude  was  not  based  on  a  mlstalce A  man  who  could  paint 

moh  eloquent  flesh  and  Uood  might  well  be  indisposed  to  sacrilioe  it  at  the  shrine  of  draperies." 
-<0aaAWirt  L^  qfJSUv,  p.  818,  Ac.) 

10* 
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I  mnst  have  mistaken  the  evening — the  table  seems  laid  for  a  hot 
sapper  ;  and  yet  I  thought  it  was  a  Friday,  and  a  Saints'  eve.  Is 
it  still  Thursday,  and  have  I  misreckoned  V 

"  No,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Archer,  "  yon  are  perfectly  correct ; 
but  we  have  all  a  dispensation  from  fasting,  on  the  ground  of 
weak  health ;  but  pray,  sit  down,  and  wait  for  Mr.  Johnson's 
arrival." 

The  freshman  did  as  he  was  asked,  and  seated  himself  so  as  to  face 
the  pictures  which  had  just  formed  the  theme  of  White's  glowing 
panegyric.    Archer  noticed  his  embarrassment. 

'^  I  sec,"  he  said,  ''  that  you  are  looking  at  those  beautiful  paint- 
ings. Of  course  you  are  aware  that  they,  each  of  them,  typify 
ecclesiastical  verities." 

"  Ah — ah — I — I — I  don't  exactly  understand  their  meaning,  sir, 
I  confess,"  murmured  the  neophyte,  much  relieved  however  by  the 
assurance. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Archer,  "  all  the  pictures  in  the  apartment  are 
purely  symbolical,  and  therefore,  of  course,  symbolically  pure ; 
otherwise  they  might  have  seemed  too  voluptuous  for  the  stern 
asceticism  of  academic  life." 

"  Ah — I — I — see,"  responded  the  freshman,  "  and  what  is  meant 
by  that  picture  opposite,  sir,  which  represents  a  boy  in  the  arms  of  a 
lady?" 

"  That,  sir,"  replied  Archer,  "  represents  Cupid  and  Psyche.  I 
need  not  tell  you  that  Psyche  allegorises  the  soul ;  and  the  picture 
symbolises  the  union  between  the  soul  and  charity  ;  the  latter  virtue 
being  of  course  typified  by  Cupid,  the  deity  of  love." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  other.  "  I  quite  understand  it  now  ; 
and  I  think  I  can  also  explain  that  painting  on  the  right  hand " 
(and  he  pointed  to  the  Leda).  "  The  bird  which  I  at  first  mistook 
for  a  swan  is  of  course  the  pelican,  which  I  know  is  an  ancient  sym- 
bol of  the  church,  and  the  undressed  lady  is,  I  suppose,  a  Saint 
Magdalene." 

"  Your  conjecture  is  perfectly  correct,"  said  Archer,  gravely,  whilst 
the  rest  of  the  company  vainly  tried  to  stifle  their  laughter.  "  But," 
added  he,  for  he  thought  the  scene  had  been  now  sufficiently  pro- 
longed, "  are  you  quite  sure,  su-,  that  it  was  to  these  rooms  Mr. 
Johnson  invited  you  ?     I  only  ask  because  his  own  rooms  are  on  the 
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next  staircase,  and  perhaps  it  was  there  he  wished  to  see  you,  other- 
wise we  should  be  most  happy  to  see  him  and  yourself  here." 

The  freshman  blushed  scarlet,  and  stammered  an  apology. 

"  I  beg  pardon,  sir.  I  beg  your  pardon,  gentlemen.  I  haye  made 
a  stupid  mistake.    I  thought  these  were  Mr.  Johnson's  rooms." 

So  saying,  he  rushed,  or  rather  stumbled  out,  biding  no  further 
question. 

As  he  made  his  exit,  the  supper  entered.  It  was  enlivened  by  a 
discussion  upon  the  essay  which  had  been  read,  the  doctrine  of  which 
was  highly  approved  by  the  majority  of  the  speakers.  Charles  made 
some  opposition  on  the  ground  that  self-denial  was  a  necessary  ele- 
ment of  virtue  ;  and  he  was  feebly  seconded  by  another  member, 
who  seemed,  from  his  conversation,  to  be  standing  on  a  knife-edge 
between  infidelity  and  Romanism.  The  latter  owned,  however,  that 
those  only  were  called  to  practise  rigid  purity  who  felt  within  them- 
selves a  decided  vocation  for  the  ascetic  life,  and  that  these  must 
always  be  a  small  minority.  Ultimately  both  Charles  and  he  were 
compelled  to  acknowledge  that  they  could  not  oppose  the  system 
advocated  in  White's  essay,  except  by  adhering  to  the  precepts  of 
the  New  Testament ;  and  any  appeal  to  such  external  revelation  on 
a  matter  of  morality  was  unanimously  voted  an  exploded  superstition. 
With  this  satisfactory  conclusion  the  party  broke  up,  most  of  its 
members  being  practicaUy  prepared  to  demonstrate  their  concurrence 
in  those  theoretical  conclusions  to  which  they  had  assented. 

Thus  Charles's  moral  principles  were  undermined,  as  his  religion 
was  subverted.  And  in  this  there  was  action  and  reaction  ;  for  in 
proportion  as  his  morality  became  more  lax,  his  religious  belief 
became  more  feeble.  For  the  faith  is  always  more  or  less  influenced 
by  the  will  ;  and  when  a  creed  is  felt  to  impose  an  unwelcome  yoke 
upon  the  inclinations,  a  man  will  necessarily  look  at  the  arguments 
against  it  with  a  more  favourable  eye. 

One  of  the  most  successful  devices  of  Archer's  sophistry  was  to 
assume,  as  a  matter  of  acknowledged  fact,  that  in  the  present  day 
no  one  except  idiots  and  country  parsons  did  believe  in  Christianity. 
In  the  days  of  the  Puritans,  he  allowed,  some  able  men  had  been 
believers.  Cromwell  had  surrendered  his  powerful  mind  to  the 
dominion  of  the  Gospel,  and  had  vainly  striven  to  establish  the  king- 
dom of  the  saints  on  earth.    But  soon  after  his  time  the  discoveries 
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of  science  and  the  inTestigations  of  criticiflm  bad  rendered  faith 
impossible.  In  the  nineteenth  centnry  the  doctrines  of  Ghristianity 
were  (as  TenfelsdrOchk  called  them)  nothing  but  "old  Jew  stars 
which  had  long  ago  gem  out." 

Charles  had  endeavonred  to  oppose  this  view,  by  citing  examples 
of  men  confessedly  superior  in  understanding,  who  still  professed  to 
believe  and  act  upon  the  teaching  of  Christ.  But  Archer  turned 
them  aside  by  disparaging  the  intellect  of  some,  and  denying  the  sin- 
cerity of  the  rest. 

As  to  the  public  defenders  of  religion,  the  writers  on  eyidences, 
and  such  like,  they  (he  said)  were  notoriously  nothing  but  advocates  ; 
and  for  the  most  part  had  a  direct  interest  in  maintaining  their  brief. 
In  the  case  of  a  parson  (for  example),  how  could  you  tell  that  he 
believed  a  word  he  said  ? 

Then  he  went  into  detail  in  order  to  show  that  the  actions  of  the 
most  orthodox  Christians  were  utterly  irreconcilable  with  the  hypo- 
thesis^ of  their  belief. 

"Why  look,"  he  said,  **  at  our  Warden.  If  he  believed  what  be 
tells  us  when  he  preaches  in  chapel,  could  he  keep  that  rectory  of 
his  in  Norfolk,  and  never  go  near  those  poor  sheep  in  the  wilderness, 
whom  he  keeps  some  halfnstarved  curate  to  look  after  ?  Or  perhi^is 
you  think  that  Tomkins  believes,  because  he  has  just  preached  a  set 
of  sermons  in  defence  of  eternal  punishment.  But  if  he  were  truly 
convinced  that  nine-tenths  of  his  fellow-creatures  would  be  in  tor- 
ments for  ever,  do  you  think  he  could  spend  two  hours  a  day  in 
learning  the  violin  ?  Then  there  is  Johnson — I  dare  say  you  think 
him  an  earnest  believer,  and  perhaps  he  thinks  himself  one — but  if 
he  really  believed  anything,  would  he  exempt  the  noblemen  and  gen- 
tlemen commoners  from  college  chapel  as  he  does,  while  he  enforces 
it  so  strictly,  as  a  matter  of  conscience,  on  the  rest  of  us  ?  No, 
you  may  depend  upon  it  the  gosp^lhe  really  believes  in  is  between 
the  boards  of  '  Debrett's  Peerage.^ 

Such  arguments,  though  he  resisted  them  at  the  moment,  sank  by 
degrees  into  Charles's  mind.  He  did  not  perceive  that  Archer 
proved  too  much  for  his  own  hypothesis.  Because  if  no  man  believes 
a  religion  but  he  who  lives  in  perfect  accordance  with  its  precepts, 
it  follows  not  merely  that  there  are  no  believers  now,  but  that  there 
never  have  been  any.    For  ever  since  the  world  began,  the  weak- 
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nesfl  of  tbe  fleali  has  been  sometimes  too  mnch  for  the  strength  of 
the  spirit,  even  in  the  best  of  men.  But  this  objection  did  not  occnr 
to  Charles,  who  was  seduced  by  the  plaaable  maxim  that  (the  deeds 
being  the  sole  criterion  of  the  sentiments)  no  man  believes  what  he 
does  not  alwajs  act  upon  ;  a  maxim,  the  fallacj  of  which  consists 
in  the  interpolation  of  that  word  always  ;  a  fallacj  the  more  absurd, 
because  the  association  between  video  meUora  and  deteriora  sequor  has 
passed  into  a  proverb. 

Thus  Charles  was  gradually  convinced  that  faith  was  dead  and 
religion  obsolete,  and  learned  either  to  despise  the  understanding  or 
to  suspect  the  honesty  of  those  who  affected  to  think  otherwise. 
His  concurrence  in  such  conclusions  was,  no  doubt,  facilitated  by  the 
contemptuous  commendation  bestowed  by  Archer  upon  those  "  wor- 
thy souls"  who  still  adhered  to  the  antiquated  superstition  of  their 
forefathers. 

''  Come  with  me,"  said  he  to  Bampton  one  afternoon,  "  and  I  will 
introduce  you  to  an  original ;  a  man  who  really  does  seem  to  believe 
the  Bible.  He  is  an  old  country  parson  who  has  lived  all  his  life  in 
Northumberiand,  and  has  educated  his  only  son  at  home.  And  now 
he  has  brought  up  young  hopeful  to  college,  and  the  Warden  has 
introduced  him  to  me  this  morning,  as  a  proper  Mentor  for  ingenur 
ous  freshmen.  Mr.  Graysock  has  asked  me  to  the  '  Angel '  to  tea, 
to  meet  some  other  '  young  gentlemen '  (as  he  is  pleased  to  call  us), 
and  a  very  rich  scene  I  should  think  it  would  be.  So  come  along 
and  see  how  properly  and  discreetly  I  shall  play  my  part  in  it." 

Charles  suffered  himself  to  be  dragged  off,  and  the  two  friends 
sauntered  down  the  High  Street  in  their  caps  and  gowns  till  they 
reached  the  '^  Angel,"  when  they  were  ushered  by  the  waiter  into 
tbe  sitting-room  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Graysock.  The  old  clergyman  rose 
to  welcome  the  students  with  mnch  emfressemeni,  introduced  them  to 
Mrs.  Graysock,  who  was  presiding  over  the  tea-things,  and  at  the 
same  moment  astonished  them  by  calling  upon  his  two  daughters  to 
relieve  them  of  their  academic  dress. 

"  Annie,  my  dear,"  he  said,  ^*  help  the  gentlemen  off  with  their 
gowns  ;  Betsy,  my  love,  hang  the  gentlemen's  caps  up  for  them  on 
those  pegs." 

It  should  be  observed  that  undergraduates,  on  entering  a  room, 
always  throw  their  caps  and  gowns  in  a  heap  into  the  first  comer 
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that  offers  itself ;  so  that  it  may  be  imagined  how  hard  the  gowns- 
men found  it  to  keep  their  countenances  while  deprecating  the  ofiEh 
cions  civilities  which  the  young  ladies  offered  them  by  the  command 
of  their  papa.  And  the  same  difficulty  recurred  seyeral  times  within 
the  next  few  minutes,  as  other  collegians  entered,  with  whom  the 
scene  was  re-enacted. 

When  the  guests  had  all  arrived,  the  party  sat  down  to  a  solemn 
tea-drinkiug.  Young  Thomas  Graysock  was  introduced  by  his  father 
to  the  gownsmen  present  in  a  little  speech  which  he  had  prepared 
for  the  occasion. 

"  Young  gentlemen/'  he  said,  "  I  am  obliged  to  yon  by  the  hononr 
you  have  done  myself  and  my  family,  I  am.  It  is  very  good  of  you 
to  come  and  meet  us  in  this  unceremonious  manner,  it  is.  I  have 
the  honour  of  introducing  you  to  my  son  Thomas,  I  have  ;  and  I 
hope  he  will  do  his  duty  as  a  member  of  the  illustrious  college  to 
which  you  belong,  I  do.  He  has  been  brought  up  entirely  at  home, 
gentlemen,  he  has,  and,  consequently,  has  no  acquaintance  at  Oxford 
except  yourselves,  who  have  been  most  obligingly  introduced  to  me 
by  the  president — I  mean  the  warden — and  the  college  tutors.  I 
therefore  ask  you,  gentlemen,  I  do,  to  have  the  kindness  to  give  him 
your  countenance  and  protection.  He  has  no  great  ability,  gentle- 
men, he  hasn't  ;  indeed,  I  may  say  that  talent  does  not  run  in  oar 
family,  I  may  ;  but  I  hope  he  will  be  an  honest  man,  I  do,  and  that 
he  will  discharge  his  duty  as  a  minister  of  the  Church,  when  he 
comes  to  succeed  me  in  our  family  living."  [Here  the  old  man 
became  visibly  affected,  and  wiped  his  eyes.]  **  Gentlemen  [he  con- 
tinued], we  don't  seek  for  any  honours  for  Thomas,  we  don't.  No  ; 
all  we  wish  for  is  that  he  should  take  an  ordinary  degree,  so  as  to 
qualify  him  for  his  future  profession.  And,  above  all  things,  bis 
mother  and  I  are  most  anxious  that  he  should  not  read  hard  enough 
to  injure  his  health  ;  for  I  am  informed,  young  gentlemen,  that  this 
is  a  sadly  common  fault  now-a-days.  Of  course  I  need  not  say  that 
I  hope  he  will  avoid  all  wine  parties,  and  other  intemperate  orgies, 
which  I  know  can  never  be  frequented  by  sober  young  gentlemen 
like  yourselves.  And  so,  gentlemen,  with  this  short  introduction,  I 
beg  to  commend  him  to  your  favour  and  example,  I  do." 

With  these  words  the  good  old  pastor  sat  down  again,  and  the 
buttered  toast  and  muffins  were  handed  round  by  the  young  ladies 
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Mr.  Graysock  talked  mach  of  the  wonders  which  he  had  seen  daring 
the  morning  ;  for  the  senior  tntor  had  been  lionising  him  over 
Oxford.  He  had  been  to  the  Botanic  Gardens,  where  he  had  seen 
some  lilies  from  Palestine. 

**  And  I  said,  so  these  are  lilies  of  the  field,  I  said.  I  have  often 
thought  of  them,  and  often  preached  about  them,  I  have  ;  bat  I 
never  saw  one  before." 

He  then  described  his  visit  to  the  schools,  where  he  had  been  taken 
up  into  the  gallery,  that  he  might  listen  to  the  Degree  examination 
which  was  going  on.  He  seemed  awestruck  by  the  amoant  of  learn- 
ing displayed  by  the  candidates  for  honours.  Intense  intellectual 
effort,  he  said,  must  be  requisite  to  master  such  a  mass  of  erudition  ; 
almost  too  much,  he  should  have  thought,  for  any  brain.  Then 
turning  to  Archer,  who  was  likely  (as  the  Warden  had  infonned 
him)  to  take  high  honours,  he  asked  him  with  great  simplicity 
whether  he  did  not  find  it  difficult  to  keep  up  his  devotional  habits 
under  the  strain  and  pressure  of  mental  toil,  which  must  so  con- 
stantly absorb  the  thoughts.  Archer  answered  with  mock  modesty 
that  in  his  own  case  there  was  no  such  danger  to  be  apprehended, 
for  that  he  could  not  claim  any  snch  proficiency  in  study  as  that 
which  had  been  attributed  to  him. 

"Ah,  my  dear  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Graysock,  "that  modest  answer 
only  proves  your  genuine  merit,  it  does.  Science  is  just  like  religion, 
it  is  ;  the  better  a  man  is,  the  worse  he  thinks  himself,  he  does. 
This  seems  paradox,  but  it  is  orthodox,  and  that  is  very  mysteriowse, 
it  is." 

He  then  went  on  to  repeat  to  Charles  individually  the  fears  he 
had  already  expressed  to  his  guests  collectively,  respecting  the  perils 
of  wine  parties.  These  he  seemed  to  suppose  (misled  probably  by 
the  name)  to  be  bacchanalian  festivals,  where  men  congregated  on 
pm-pose  to  intoxicate  themselves,  instead  of  being  (as  they  are)  a 
simple  dessert  after  dinner.  On  the  other  hand,  he  expressed  no 
apprehension  of  suppers,  where  drinking  is  often  really  carried  to 
excess. 

But  the  dread  uppermost  in  his  mind  was  obviously  lest  his  son 
should  over-read  his  strength,  and  make  himself  ill.  Charles  could 
not  help  feeling,  as  he  looked  at  the  vacant  stare  of  Thomas's  lack- 
lustre eyes,  that  there  was  very  little  danger  of  snch  an  occurrence. 
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Howeyer,  be  kept  hu  thoughts  to  himself,  and  promised  dvilly  that 
he  would  do  all  he  coold  to  restrain  his  new  acquaintance  from  the 
immoderate  pursuit  of  learning. 

After  sitting  a  decent  time,  and  listening  to  a  duet  performed  by 
the  two  Miss  Grajsocks  upon  a  crazj  piano  which  ornamented  the 
**  AngePs^'  best  parlour,  the  gownsmen  rose  to  wish  good  night ;  and 
after  answering  several  minute  questions  as  to  the  place  and  hour  at 
which  Thomas  ought  to  attend  his  first  lecture  on  the  following 
morning,  they  were  at  length  suffered  to  take  their  leave. 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 


A   FATAL   RESITLT. 


A  TEAR  bad  passed  siDce  the  date  of  oar  last  chapter,  without  any 
oocnrrence  yery  materially  affecting  the  personages  of  our  tale. 
Clara  was  still  at  Sommerham  with  Mrs.  Bampton,  who  remained  in 
the  same  phase  of  faith,  under  the  pastoral  instruction  of  Mr.  Mor- 
gan, whose  guidance  she  decidedly  preferred  to  that  of  Mr.  Moony, 
inasmuch  as  he  permitted  her  attendance  at  balls  and  theatres,  which 
his  rival  had  strenuously  proscribed.  Charles  had  become  a  leading 
member  of  the  "  friends  of  light,"  and  Archer  had  just  taken  a  bril- 
liant degree.  He  continued,  however,  for  the  present  to  reside  at 
Oxford,  in  order  to  sit  for  a  fellowship  at  one  of  the  open  colleges, 
where  a  vacancy  was  shortly  to  be  filled  up. 

Meanwhile  Thomas  Graysock  had  rapidly  passed  through  the  sev- 
eral stages  of  the  freshman's  progress  from  simplicity  to  vice.  His 
look  of  florid  health  and  juvenility  was  already  superseded  by  the 
tawny  complexion  and  jaded  air  of  the  precocious  rake.  Archer,  to 
whose  care  he  had  been  so  specially  recommended,  was  one  of  those 
who  find  a  positive  enjoyment  in  the  corruption  of  unsophisticated 
innocence.  He  did  not  need,  in  the  case  of  his  rustic  protSgi,  to 
resort  to  those  argumentative  sophisms  by  which  he  had  developed 
the  latent  unbelief  of  Bampton.  In  Graysock  he  had  a  fool  to  deal 
with,  and  he  dealt  with  him  according  to  his  folly  ;  not  appealing  at 
all  to  his  understanding,  but  working  on  his  fear  of  ridicule  and  his 
desire  to  sail  with  the  stream. 

He  soon  taught  him  to  laugh  at  all  that  he  had  formerly  rever- 
enced, by  the  simple  process  of  assuring  him  that  no  man  of  sense 
and  spirit  now  believed  in  the  Bible,  except  persons  who  were  paid 
for  it.    And  Graysock,  who  eagerly  swoJlowed  all  the  statements 
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of  such  a  clever  friend,  who  knew  the  world  so  well,  hastened  to 
prove  his  own  freedom  from  superstition  by  silly  blasphemies,  which 
disgusted  the  better  taste  of  his  mentor,  while  at  the  same  time  they 
pleased  him  as  a  proof  of  his  influence  over  ingenuous  youth. 

"  Oh,  Graysock,"  he  would  exclaim,  **  what  would  your  father  say 
if  he  heard  you  ?" 

To  which  his  hopeful  pupil  would  reply — 

"  Hang  the  governor  I  Who  cares  what  such  old  mufb  as  that 
say  ?" 

At  first,  however,  Archer  amused  himself  with  practismg  on  Gray- 
sock's  inexperience  in  such  a  manner  as  would  have  destroyed  his 
influence  with  any  one  less  simple  and  forgiving.  The  sport  it  must 
be  owned,  offered  some  temptation  ;  for  poor  Thomas  when  he  first 
came  up  was  indeed,  in  the  academic  slang,  **  very  painfully  green,'' 
and  "  most  awfully  fresh." 

As  an  example  it  may  suffice  to  mention  an  instance  which  occur- 
red on  the  first  occasion  when  he  was  in  Bampton's  rooms  at  wine. 
He  stayed  longer  than  is  usual,  and  when  he  rose  to  go,  diaries  was 
astonished  to  see  him  pull  out  his  purse,  and  deposit  a  shilling  under 
liis  plate  upon  the  table. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there,  Graysock  ?"  he  said,  "  you  must  be 
dreaming,  my  dear  fellow  ;  you  have  put  a  shilling  under  your  plate 
What  can  you  have  been  thinking  of?" 

''  Oh,  please  sir,"  said  Graysock,  blushing  and  stanmiering,  "  Mr. 
Archer,  sir,  told  me  that  I  must  never  forget  to  leave  a  shilling  on 
the  table  at  every  party  I  went  to." 

"  Absurd  I"  cried  Charles,  "  you  must  have  misunderstood  him." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir,  indeed  ;  he  said  it  was  the  custom,  in  order  to  pay 
the  expenses  of  the  party.  But  I  have  always  tried  to  do  it  with 
delicacy. 

Charles  could  not  help  laughing. 

**  It  is  too  bad  of  Archer,"  he  exclaimed,  "  to  take  you  in,  in  this 
way,  for  his  own  amusement.  He  has  been  only  making  fun  of  you, 
my  dear  Graysock." 

But  Graysock  was  still  unconvinced,  so  much  did  he  reverence 
his  Mentor  ;  and  he  was  not  fully  persuaded  to  renounce  the  pay- 
ment of  his  deposit,  till  Archer  himself  explained  to  him  that  it  was 
a  joke.    Even  then  the  poor  fellow  was  not  offended,  but  accepted 


A  FATAL  BBSITLT.  235 

his  perfidious  friend's  explanation  that  it  was  necessary  for  everj 
freshman  to  undergo  the  ordeal  of  a  few  practical  jokes  played  at 
his  expense,  in  order  to  rnb  off  his  "  greenness." 

In  fact,  poor  Graysock's  understanding  was  so  feeble  as  almost  to 
be  defective.  His  only  brother  was  an  idiot,  and  he  seemed  to  share 
a  kindred  weakness,  though  less  decisiyely  manifested.  Amongst 
other  indications  of  this  he  had  that  strange  discontinuity  of  charac- 
ter which  sometimes  accompanies  hereditary  imbecility.  Thus  he 
took  up  odd  sentimental  whims  quite  unconnected  with  the  rest  of 
his  tendencies,  and  incongruous  with  his  pursuits.  For  instance,  he 
formed  a  collection  of  autographs  and  such  other  relics  of  distin- 
guished people  as  he  could  lay  hold  of ;  and  amongst  these  treasures 
he  kept  a  piece  of  soap,  which  had  been  palmed  upon  him  by  the 
waiter  at  the  "Angel"  hotel,  as  the  identical  bit  with  which  Jenny 
land  had  washed  her  hands  when  she  visited  Oxford.  To  this  he 
added  a  piece  of  cord,  which  Archer  presented  to  him,  with  the 
assurance  that  it  was  a  portion  of  that  in  which  Rush  the  murderer 
was  hanged.  Such  being  the  weakness  of  his  intellect,  it  may  easily 
be  supposed  that  he  soon  fell  a  victim  to  the  temptations  which 
abound  at  the  University,  as  at  all  other  places  where  young  men  of 
wealth  are  congregated — temptations  which  nothing  but  a  strong 
understanding  or  decided  Christian  principle  can  withstand.  Reli- 
gion had  never  been  a  prominent  feature  in  Thomas  Qraysock's 
character,  and  the  little  he  had  at  first.  Archer  eased  him  of  in  a 
month.  His  initiation  into  every  species  of  folly,  extravagance,  and 
debauchery,  followed  as  a  matter  of  course.  Archer  thought  it 
excellent  fan  when  he  had  succeeded  in  firing  his  poor  ape  with  the 
ambition  of  setting  up  for  a  "  fast  man."  He  introduced  him  to  a 
set  of  acquaintance  who  soon  showed  him  the  way  to  spend  money 
and  see  life  ;  and  thus  at  the  end  of  his  first  year  Oraysock  was 
over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  and  had  ruined  his  health  by  his 
excesses  ;  for  he  had  not  sense  enough  to  be  prudent  in  his  vices. 

But  now  approached  the  dreaded  epoch  of  his  examination  for 
the  **  Littlego."  He  had  as  yet  not  attempted  to  read  at  all,  but 
had  got  through  lectures  as  best  he  might  without  it ;  affecting  to 
Fueer  at  the  reprimands  and  impositions  which  his  college  tutor 
bestowed  upon  his  idleness.  But  the  Littlego  was  a  more  serious 
alEair^  which  there  were  no  means  of  shirking.    Pass  it  he  must,  in. 
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order  to  proceed  with  bis  univerBitj  career  ;  for  bo  man  can  be 
examined  for  a  degree  till  he  has  snoceeded  in  this  preliminary 
ordeal.  Grajsock's  only  fhtnre  provision  wonld  be  the  family  living 
now  held  by  his  father,  whose  personal  property  was  to  be  divided 
among  the  daughters.  Hence  he  had  been  taoght  to  regard  the 
acquisition  of  a  degree  as  essential  to  his  prospects  in  life  ;  and  his 
father  (though  urging  him  not  to  read  too  hard)  had  always  spoken 
of  failure  in  this  object  as  absolute  ruin.  Archer  soon  discovered 
the  nervous  horror  with  which  his  frotigi  contemplated  the  possi- 
bility of  such  a  calamity  ;  and  he  took  a  cruel  pleasure  in  working 
upon  it  by  exaggerating  the  consequences  of  a  rejection  at  the 
Littlego.  He  represented  it  not  only  as  an  indelible  disgrace,  but 
also  as  an  irremediable  bar  to  further  progress,  which  rendered  a 
degree  absolutely  hopeless.  For  how,  he  argued,  could  a  man  suc- 
ceed in  the  more  difficult,  who  had  failed  in  the  easier  examination  ? 
The  Dons,  too,  he  said,  never  got  over  their  prejudice  against  a  man 
who  was  plucked  for  his  Littlego,  and  always  spited  him  afterwards. 
While  terrifying  Grajsock  by  these  anticipations,  he  perpetually 
tortured  him  with  questions  whether  he  felt  quite  sure  of  passing, 
and  quite  safe  in  his  subjects. 

Under  the  pressure  of  this  teasing,  Graysock  placed  himself  in 
the  hands  of  one  of  those  instructors  of  youth  who  are  commonly 
termed  at  the  universities  "  cram  tutors^ — animals  who  live  by 
helping  their  pupils  to  cheat  the  examiners,  by  making  an  appear- 
ance of  knowledge  which  they  do  not  possess.  This  is  effected 
chiefly  by  a  system  of  memoria  techmca,  by  which  the  stupid  scholar 
is  taught  to  remember  strings  of  names  of  things  and  persons,  con- 
cerning which  and  whom  he  knows  nothing  whatever  except  this 
verbal  catalogue.  Or,  again,  he  is  set  to  learn  by  heart  a  few 
mathematical  propositions,  which  the  crammer  thinks  "  very  likely  to 
be  set,"  but  which  are  utter  gibberish  to  the  learner,  who  has  never 
studied  the  proofs  on  which  they  depend,  nor  the  propositions  which 
precede  them.  By  such  unworthy  arts  a  certain  number  of  incor- 
rigibly idle  dunces  are  annually  enabled  to  scrape  through  the  schools 
at  the  bottom  of  the  class  lists. 

Among  this  happy  number  it  was  Graysock^s  highest  ambition  to 
be  included.  He  therefore  applied  hunself  for  the  first  time  with 
real  diligence  to  the  studies  of  his  alma  mater  ;  or  at  least  to  the 
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rtehamffi  of  them  prepared  for  his  consumption  by  the  cookery  of 
his  crammer.  He  laboured  earnestly  to  swallow  wholesale  food 
which  he  ought  to  hare  duly  masticated  in  detail  dnring  the  pre- 
ceding twelvemonth,  and  which,  even  then,  his  defectiye  under- 
standing would  rery  probably  hare  been  unable  to  digest.  As  it 
was,  he  failed  entirely  in  his  efforts  to  retain  what  his  tutor  injected  ; 
and  the  practised  crammer  declared  that,  in  all  his  experience,  he 
had  never  had  so  hopeless  an  idiot  to  deal  with. 

This  consolatory  remark  reached  Graysock's  ears,  and  iocreased 
his  despondency.  Tet  he  still  endeavoured  with  the  energy  of  des- 
pair to  master  arguments  of  which  he  could  not  comprehend  a  single 
syllogism,  and  to  remember  conclusions  without  one  idea  of  the 
premises  on  which  they  rested.  But  his  labours  were  as  fruitless  as 
those  of  a  blind  man  trying  to  draw  a  picture,  or  a  deaf  man 
striving  to  learn  a  tune. 

At  length  the  momentous  day  arrived  when  he  must  encounter  the 
dreaded  ordeal  on  which  he  had  persuaded  himself  that  his  destiny 
depended.  He  entered  the  schools  with  trembling,  and  his  nervous- 
ness was  so  perceptible  that  it  caused  the  examiners  to  treat  him 
with  unusual  kindness  and  consideration.  But  it  was  all  in  vain. 
He  broke  down  hopelessly  in  every  subject ;  and,  after  the  most 
patient  prompting,  and  the  most  indulgent  leading  questions,  it 
became  at  length  quite  evident  that  he  did  not  possess  the  most 
radimentary  acquaintance  with  any  single  branch  of  the  examination. 
The  examiners  expected  that  the  simple  questions  on  divinity  which 
they  put,  would  encourage  him  to  get  over  his  trepidation  ;  but  even 
in  this  hope  they  were  deceived.  He  made  the  most  egregious  blun- 
ders upon  matters  where  any  Sunday-scholar  would  have  set  him 
right.  His  replies  upon  the  Old  Testament  and  the  New  showed 
the  most  impartial  ignorance  of  both.  At  last,  overcome  with  aston- 
isment  and  indignation  at  such  a  scandalous  exhibition,  one  of  the 
examiners  exclaimed — 

**  Pray,  sir,  were  you  ever  baptized  ?" 

''No,  sir,"  stammered  the  examinee,  whom  repeated  stumbles 
had  now  utterly  bewildered.  "No,  sir,  I  believe  I  was  vacci- 
nated.'^ 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  after  such  an  examination  as  this, 
there  could  be  no  doubt  of  Graysock's  fate.    He  was  plucked  with- 
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out  hesitation  bj  the  examiners  ;  and  before  many  hours  were  past, 
the  annoancement  of  his  fate  was  conveyed  to  him  by  his  scont,  whom 
he  had  ordered  to  bring  him  the  earliest  intelligence.  He  received 
the  news  as  if  he  had  been  shot ;  and  Archer,  who  happened  to  be 
present,  was  so  mnch  alarmed  by  the  physical  effect  it  seemed  to 
produce — the  ghastly  paleness  of  his  countenance — the  chattering  of 
his  teeth — tbe  stammering  utterance  and  gasping  for  breath — that 
he  seriously  endeavoured  to  reassure  him,  by  attempting  to  turn  the 
the  matter  into  a  joke,  and  to  represent  the  failure  as  of  little  conse- 
quence. 

But  it  was  in  vain  that  he  thus  endeavoured  to  unsay  all  that  he 
had  been  saying  during  the  previous  month.  The  mind  of  Graysock 
was  not  capable  of  such  rapid  revolutions.  It  was  very  slow  work 
to  hammer  an  idea  into  it,  and  when  once  the  stamp  was  imprinted, 
it  wtts  no  easy  task  to  efface  it.  Seeing,  therefore,  that  he  made  no 
impression,  and  being,  moreover,  rather  disgusted  at  the  hopeless 
misery  of  his  victim.  Archer  thought  it  least  troublesome  tp  leave  him 
to  himself,  especially  as  he  was  too  selfish  really  to  compassionate  his 
distress,  though  he  was  annoyed  by  its  manifestations,  which  seemed 
like  a  reproach  against  himself. 

No  sooner  was  he  delivered  from  his  Mentor's  presence,  than 
Graysock  fastened  the  outer  door  of  his  rooms,  and  refused  admit- 
tance  to  numerous  *'fast"  acquaintances  who  came  to  see  how  he 
took  his  plucking,  and  amongst  others  to  Charles,  who  was  good-na- 
turedly anxious  to  comfort  him  under  his  disappointment.  But 
Graysock  was  too  far  gone  for  comfort.  His  feeble  mind  had  con- 
centrated all  its  energies  on  this  single  trial.  The  hopes  of  his  life 
were  shipwrecked;  his  future  (so  he  fancied)  was  irrevocably  blighted; 
and  the  bugbear  of  his  imagination  had  crushed  him  as  effectually  as 
if  it  had  actually  possessed  the  gigantic  dimensions  attributed  to  it  by 
his  disordered  brain. 

Late  the  same  evening,  as  Charles  was  sitting  up  over  a  novel,  he 
was  startled  by  the  discharge  of  a  pistol,  which  appeared  to  come 
from  the  rooms  above  him,  being  those  occupied  by  Graysock.  He 
instantly  ran  up  stairs  ;  and  on  finding  the  door  still  closed,  and 
receiving  no  answer  to  his  repeated  calls,  he  contrived  to  force  the 
lock,  and  admitted  himself  into  the  sitting-room.  A  horrible  sight 
met  him  on  his  entrance.     Graysock  lay  stretched  upon  his  back  on 


A  FATAL  BESULT. 

the  carpet,  with  the  blood  oozing  from  a  wound  in  his  temple,  seem- 
ingly quite  dead.  On  the  floor  beside  him  was  a  pistol  just  discharged ; 
on  the  table  was  a  second,  loaded,  together  with  a  razor  and  a  look- 
mg-glass. 

Charles  turned  sick  with  horror,  and  with  difficulty  restrained  him- 
self from  fainting.  Then,  as  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him  that  life 
perhaps  might  not  be  extinct,  he  darted  out  of  the  room,  and  ran 
at  full  speed  to  fetch  the  doctor  ;  feeling,  as  he  ran,  a  sense  of  relief 
m  haying  found  an  excuse  for  quitting  a  scene  so  horrible,  and  con- 
scious that  the  contact  with  death  in  such  a  form  was  more  than  he 
could  bear. 

The  nearest  surgeon  whom  he  knew  of  lived  at  some  distance  from 
the  college  ;  and  Charles,  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment,  exerted 
himself  beyond  his  strength  in  his  efforts  to  annihilate  the  space  that 
separated  him  from  his  goal. 

His  lungs  had  been  always  delicate,  and  his  constitution  had  never 
quite  recovered  from  the  injury  which  it  had  received  in  his  boyish 
escapade.  The  strain  upon  the  pulmonary  organs  occasioned  by 
mnning  himself  out  of  breath,  added  to  the  shock  of  the  occur- 
rence which  had  stimulated  him  to  this  act  of  imprudence,  proved 
too  much  for  his  strength,  and  gave  a  rapid  development  to  that  con- 
stitutional tendency  which  might  otherwise  perhaps  have  slumbered 
for  some  years  longer.  That  same  night  he  was  woke  by  a  violent 
fit  of  coughing  ;  and  on  his  rising  the  next  morning,  daylight  revealed 
to  him  that  the  handkerchief  which  he  had  held  to  his  mouth  was 
saturated  with  blood. 

At  the  time,  however,  he  thought  little  of  this  fatal  symptom  ;  his 
mind  being  absorbed  in  the  tragedy  which  he  had  witnessed  the  pre- 
vious evening.  The  surgeon  summoned  by  him  had  at  once  pro- 
nounced life  extinct,  and  had  forwarded  a  notice  of  the  event  to  the 
county  coroner.  The  latter  had  immediately  taken  possession  of  the 
pistols,  and  other  objects  in  Graysock's  rooms  which  might  throw 
light  upon  the  cause  of  his  death.  He  did  not  even  spare  a  letter 
addressed  to'  the  mother  of  the  deceased,  which  was  left  upon  the 
bureau  ;  but  pounced  upon  it  with  that  inquisitorial  impertinence 
which  coroners  in  such  cases  seem  to  think  a  part  of  their  duty ;  and 
gratified  the  curiosity  of  the  public  by  causing  it  to  be  read  at  full 
length  next  day,  as  a  portion  of  the  evidence  at  the  inquest.    The 
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letter  (which  was  dated  on  the  day  of  the  suicide)  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 

''  Mt  Dearest  Mother: — I  cannot  bear  to  leave  the  world  without 
bidding  yoa  farewell.  Oh,  how  I  wish  that  I  could  give  yon  one 
kiss  before  I  die  I  But  I  must  not  wait  or  hesitate,  or  my  resolution 
might  fail.  My  prospects  in  life  are  blighted  and  mined  for  ever. 
I  have  been  rejected  in  the  examination  of  the  Littlego,  although  I 
tried  as  hard  as  I  possibly  could  to  get  up  the  subjects.  But  I  could 
not  understand  them  one  bit,  with  all  my  trying.  The  more  I  stu- 
died them,  the  harder  and  more  puzzluig  they  seemed  to  be.*^  Be- 
sides, I  know  that  my  tutor  says  I  am  the  stupidest  dunce  he  ever 
had  to  teach  ;  and  I  feel  that  he  speaks  the  truth.  I  have  not  been 
created  with  my  fair  share  of  understanding ;  and  how  can  I  be 
expected  to  do  anything  but  disgrace  myself?  My  dear  mother,  it 
is  no  use  my  living  to  be  a  laughing-stock  to  everybody.  And  I  am 
sure  to  be  a  beggar  too  ;  for  you  know  I  cannot  have  the  rectory  or 
be  a  clergyman  at  all,  without  a  degree.  And  I  have  no  chance 
whatever  now  of  ever  getting  a  degree. 

"  I  have  been  taught  by  the  cleverest  of  my  college  friends,  that 
it  is  a  mistake  to  believe  in  heaven  and  hell.  When  we  die,  there 
is  an  end  of  us  altogether.  So  I  have  nothing  to  fear  in  leaving 
this  miserable  world.  Besides,  my  health  is  so  bad,  that  most  likely 
I  could  not  live  above  a  few  years  longer.  And  if  I  did,  I  believe 
I  should  become  an  idiot  like  my  poor  brother. 

"  If  there  be  a  God  (which  my  best  friend  here,  whom  I  men- 
tioned before,  thinks  very  unlikely),  at  any  rate  he  cannot  wish  me 
to  live  in  this  world,  or  else  he  would  have  made  me  fitter  for  it. 

''  Once  more,  good  bye,  my  darling  mother.  I  hope  you  will  not 
grieve  much  for  my  death.  Give  my  love  and  duty  to  my  father, 
and  kiss  my  sisters  for  me. 

Tour  unfortunate  son, 

"  Thomas  Gratsocjk.*' 

After  hearing  this  letter,  and  the  evidence  of  Bampton  and  the 
surgeon,  the  jury  found  the  usual  verdict  of  "  temporary  insanity,^ 
and  the  proceedings  terminated.  It  was  fortunate  for  Archer  that 
his  name  had  not  been  mentioned  in  the  letter  of  his  victim  ;  had  it 
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been  bo,  his  prospects  might  have  been  unpleasantly  affected.  As  it 
was,  Grajsock's  fate  and  history  was  the  chief  sabject  of  nniyersity 
gossip  daring  the  remainder  of  that  term  ;  bat  then  came  the  long 
racation  ;  and  before  the  colleges  met  again,  his  name  had  faded 
from  the  memory  of  his  contemporaries. 

Bat  the  impression  produced  upon  Charles  Bampton  by  what  he 
had  witnessed  was  less  transitory.  He  could  not  help  seeing  that 
Graysock's  soicide  was  directly  caused  by  his  infidelity  ;  and  that, 
if  he  had  remained  a  Christian,  he  would  have  been  saved  from  phy- 
sical and  moral  ruin.  For,  even  though  he  had  not  religion  enough 
to  submit  patiently  to  the  will  of  Heaven,  yet  at  any  rate  the  vulgar 
fear  of  punishment  would  have  deterred  hun  from  self-destruction  ; 
besides  which,  it  was  manifest  that  the  removal  of  moral  restraint 
caused  by  his  rejection  of  belief  had  facilitated  his  plunging  into 
those  vices  which  had  injured  his  constitution  and  rendered  his  stu- 
dying impossible. 

On  this  theme  he  had  several  arguments  with  Archer. 

"  You  cannot  deny,"  he  said,  "  that  Graysock  would  have  been  a 
happier  man  if  he  had  remained  a  believer." 

"  He  never  was  a  believer,  in  my  sense  of  the  word,"  replied  Archer. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Charles,  "  but  I  mean  to  say  he  would  have 
been  happier  if  you  had  left  him  with  the  sort  of  belief  he  had 
when  he  first  came  up.  For  instance,  he  would  never  have  run  into 
those  excesses  which  ruined  his  health  and  got  him  mto  so  many 
scrapes." 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  said  Archer.  "  I  have  known  many  men  who 
fancied  they  believed  just  as  much  as  Graysock,  and  yet  were  no 
wiser  than  he  was  in  such  matters.  The  truth  is,  moderation  is  a 
very  difficult  thing  to  practise,  as  the  tetotallers  have  found  out.  A 
little  of  everything,  and  not  too  much  of  anything,  is  a  capital  rule 
in  theory,  and  men  like  Goethe  may  reduce  it  to  practice,  but  it 
won't  do  for  the  multitude." 

"  Then  is  not  that  a  proof,"  said  Charles,  **  that  the  multitude 
require  a  stricter  code  enforced  by  more  definite  sanctions  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  rejoined  Archer  ;  "  it  is  only  a  proof  that  the 
multitude  are  fools  ;  but  they  must  fulfil  their  destiny  according  to 
the  laws  of  nature  ;  and  it  all  comes  to  the  same  thing  in  the  end." 

"  Still,"  said  Charles,  **  it  is  plain  that  Graysock  would  not  have 
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shot  himself  if  he  had  not  rejected  Christianity,  ^nd  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  religion  is  necessary  for  the  weak,  though  strong 
minds  may  do  without  it.'^ 

''  I  cannot  agree  with  you/'  replied  Archer.  "  Don't  you  see  that 
if  the  Christian  religion  were  really  a  blessing  to  all  except  strong- 
minded  men,  it  would  be  a  blessing  to  nearly  the  whole  world  ;  for 
at  least  three-fourths  of  mankind  are  fools,  and  not  one  man  in  ten 
has  any  strength  of*  mind  V 

"  Well,"  said  Charles,  "  and  what  then  ?  Why  should  not  we 
admit  that  Christianity  is  a  good  thing  for  the  mpjority  of  the  world, 
though  we  don't  believe  in  it  ourselves  ?" 

**  Because,"  said  Archer,  *'  that  which  is  false  cannot  be  a  blessing 
to  the  world.  The  belief  in  a  lie  cannot  do  any  one  any  good.  It 
is  nonsense  to  suppose  such  a  thing,  and  almost  amounts  to  a  con- 
tradiction in  terms.  So  that,  in  fact,  if  we  were  to  admit  that 
Christianity  was  a  blessing  to  the  mass  of  mankind,  we  should  be 
admitting  that  it  was  true  ;  whereas  we  know  that  it  is  a  system  of 
imposture." 

"  But  what  can  we  substitute  for  it,"  asked  Charles,  "  to  keep 
poor  creatures  like  Oraysock  from  mining  themselves  body  and 
soul?" 

"  Oh  I  why,"  said  Archer,"  **  we  should  teach  men  the  practical 
knowledge  of  common  things  and  of  the  laws  of  nature,  instead  of 
cramming  them  with  Latin  grammar  from  their  cradle.  And,  after 
all,  if  they  will  choose  a  short  life  and  a  merry  one,  I  don't  see,  for 
my  own  part,  that  much  harm  is  done.  I  don't  mean,"  he  added, 
seeing  Charles  looked  shocked,  "  I  don't  mean  that  poor  Graysock's 
death^  is  no  harm.  I  am  reaUy  sorry  for  him  and  for  his  parents  ; 
but  then,  who  could  ever  have  imagined  his  taking  up  such  a  crotchet 
about  his  Littlego  ?  And  besides,  yon  know,  his  is  quite  an  excep- 
tional case.  Where  there  is  an  hereditary  tendency  to  lunacy,  no 
general  rules  can  apply." 

But  this  evasion  of  the  question  by  a  sidewind  did  not  altogether 
satisfy  Charles,  who  remained  in  a  state  of  much  perplexity.  He 
was  still  theoretically  persuaded  of  the  falsehood  of  Christianity  ; 
yet  he  began  to  have  a  faint  perception  that  it  was  the  only  effectual 
remedy  for  the  moral  evils  which  aflOict  mankind.  He  did  not  indeed 
as  yet  feel  the  need  of  it  as  a  comfort  for  hi«  personal  sorrows,  or  as 
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a  core  for  the  spiritaal  maladies  under  which  he  laboured.  Of  these 
latter,  indeed,  he  was  unconscious.  Bat  he  was  puzzled  by  the  alter- 
natires  which  suggested  themselves  as  inferences  from  Archer's 
maxim,  that  a  system  of  lies  could  not  be  a  general  blessing.  What 
if,  indeed,  he  had  called  the  truth  a  lie  ?  But  no  ;  surely  the- argu- 
ments against  it  were  irresistible.  Nevertheless  he  felt  increasing 
qualms  of  conscience  at  encountering  the  responsibility  of  unsettling 
the  convictions  of  others ;  and  especially  regretted  the  influence 
which  his  own  unbelief  might  have  had  in  shaking  the  faith  of 
Graysock. 

Meanwhile,  he  had  consulted  medical  advice  about  the  hemor- 
rhage which  had  attacked  him,  and  had  received  the  usual  answers 
for  such  coses  made  and  provided.  The  doctors  told  hun  that  his 
lungs  were  not  at  present  dangerously  affected,  and  declared  that 
the  bleeding  had  only  been  from  vessels  in  the  throat.  At  the  same 
time  they  advised  great  care,  hinted  at  the  desirableness  of  his 
spending  the  next  winter  in  a  southern  climate,  and  prescribed  fre- 
quent change  of  air  and  moderate  exercise  for  the  summer  which 
was  now  beginning. 

On  the  other  hand,  they  admitted  to  Archer,  who,  as  Charles's 
friend,  had  taken  upon  himself  to  cross-examine  the  doctors  at  a  pri- 
vate interview,  that  the  pulmonary  disorder,  though  not  as  yet  dan- 
gerous, was  threatening  ;  and  though  they  did  not  say  recovery  was 
hopeless,  yet  they  intimated  that  the  case  was  one  which  excited 
grave  apprehensions  of  an  unfavourable  result.  At  the  same  tune, 
life  might  be  prolonged  almost  indefinitely  in  such  cases  by  proper 
treatment. 

In  accordance  with  their  recommendations,  it  was  decided  that 
Charles  should  spend  the  long  vacation  in  a  tour  through  some  of 
the  more  interesting  and  romantic  districts  of  England  and  Scot- 
land, beginning  with  the  Lakes  of  Westmoreland.  Archer,  who 
had  just  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  open  fellowship  for  which  he 
was  a  candidate,  offered  to  join  Charles  in  his  excursion  ;  and  pro- 
posed that  they  should  meet  at  Ambleside,  as  he  should  himself  be 
necessarily  summoned  to  that  neighbourhood  by  business  connected 
rith  his  property. 

Charles  accepted  the  offer  of  his  society  not  without  reluctance. 
He  was  shocked  by  the  coolness  and  want  of  sympathy  which  he  had 
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manifested  for  poor  Graysock's  nnhappy  end,  though  far  from  being 
aware  how  entirely  the  catastrophe  had  been  caused  by  Archer's 
influence.  He  knew,  indeed,  that  the  latter  had  taught  Graysock 
to  reject  the  Bible  ;  but  this  he  could  not  blame  him  for  doing ; 
since  he  agreed  in  the  theoretical  truth  of  Archer's  doctrines  on  the 
subject,  although  shrinking  from  their  practical  conclusion.  But  he 
knew  not  (for  this  had  been  carefully  concealed  from  him)  that 
Graysock's  initiation  into  yice  was  Archer's  work,  and  that  the  cor- 
ruptor  had  looked  with  pleasure  upon  the  moral  ruin  of  the  cor- 
rupted. Had  he  known  this,  he  would  probably  have  contrived 
some  excuse  for  not  taking  Archer  as  the  companion  of  his  tour. 
Even  as  it  was,  he  was  conscious  of  an  undefined  repugnance  to  so 
intimate  an  association.  Yet  the  feeling  was  not  strong  enough  to 
induce  him  to  betray  it  by  any  overt  act  which  might  be  construed 
into  rudeness. 

It  was  therefore  arranged,  without  any  manifestation  of  his 
reluctance,  that  Charles  should  go  home  for  a  short  visit  at  the 
beginning  of  the  vacation,  while  Archer  was  occupied  in  the  superin- 
tendence of  his  Westmoreland  property  ;  and  that  in  three  weeks' 
time  the  two  friends  should  meet  upon  the  banks  of  Windermere. 
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CHAPTER   XIV. 

COTTONHAH    MANUFACTURERS. 

After  his  short  visit  to  Sammerham  was  over,  Charles  started  for 
the  north  with  Clara.  She  was  not,  however  to  accompany  him  in 
his  tonr  ;  bat  he  acted  as  her  escort,  to  convey  her  to  the  honse  of 
her  sister,  Mrs.  Smeythe.  The  latter,  it  will  be  remembered,  had 
married  a  Cottonham  mill-owner ;  and  that  great  metropolis  of 
manofactnres  lay  in  Charles's  ronte  from  Snmmerham  to  Westmore- 
land. Consequently  his  journey  afforded  an  opportunity  which  ena- 
bled him  to  fulfil  a  promise  long  made,  but  never  executed,  of  visit- 
ing Emily  in  her  matron  home. 

This  home  was  a  villa  situated  about  a  mile  from  the  town  of  Cot- 
tonham, in  what  was  considered  the  most  fashionable  quarter.  It 
was  surrounded  by  a  small  garden,  divided  from  the  road  by  a  wall 
of  awful  height  and  formidable  thickness,  built  s«  as  partly  to  shut 
out  the  painful  view  of  tall  and  smoky  chimneys  close  at  hand. 
This  purpose,  however,  it  accomplished  but  imperfectly  ;  for  the  tops 
of  the  odious  objects  were  still  visible  from  the  interior  of  the 
enclosure,  and  their  neighbourhood  was  made  disagreeably  evident 
to  the  nose  as  well  as  the  eyes  when  the  wind  happened  to  be  from 
the  west,  that  is,  for  two  days  out  of  three. 

You  entered  into  this  suburban  paradise  not  through  a  swinging 
gate,  such  as  that  which  admits  you  into  the  grounds  of  country 
mansions,  but  through  a  dark  and  massive  portal  of  solid  wood, 
rising  nearly  to  a  level  with  the  summit  of  the  wall,  and  armed  at 
the  top  with  a  palisade  of  spikes.  On  gaining  admission  through 
this  gloomy  barrier,  you  perceived  that  the  wall  ran  round  the  wholo 
of  the  pleasure-ground  and  premises,  which  were  thus  protected  from 
the  incursions  of  the  neighbouring  barbarian  tribes.  From  this  pro- 
caution,  however,  an  appearance  of  imprisonment  inevitably  resulted. 
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For  the  shnibbery  of  laurels  within  vainly  strove  to  conceal  the  wall 
behmd,  and  the  sierra  of  broken  glass  along  the  summit,  which 
threatened  cut  fingers  to  adventurous  boys  engaged  in  the  pursuit 
of  peaches  under  difficulties,  reminded  you  of  the  similar  ornament 
which  limits  the  horizon  of  the  convicts  in  the  county  gaol. 

The  garden  itself  was  small,  of  about  an  acre  in  extent,  and  con- 
sisted of  formal  flower-beds  cut  in  geometrical  patterns,  and  each 
filled  with  a  different  sort  of  plant — ^rose,  azalea,  tulip,  or  rhododen- 
dron. The  varieties  of  each  botanical  genus  were  the  newest  and 
most  expensive,  and  the  whole  spoke  skill  in  the  gardener,  and 
wealth  rather  than  taste  in  the  proprietor.  Yet  at  this  bright  sea- 
son the  many-tinted  beds  were  gay  and  pretty,  and  agreeably 
relieved  the  eye,  as  it  turned  to  them  from  the  gloomy  wall  and 
dusky  evergreens  around. 

Charles  and  Clara  were  received  at  the  hall-door  by  a  footman  in 
a  flaring  livery,  and  were  shown  at  once  to  the  drawing-room,  where 
their  sister  waited  to  receive,  them.  She  welcomed  them  cordially, 
but  without  any  eagerness  or  warmth  ;  for  the  natural  sedateness  of 
her  character  had  grown  into  stiffness  under  the  influence  of  her  hus- 
band. In  obedience  to  his  will  she  was  considerably  overdressed,  as 
was  her  only  chUd,  a  girl  of  three  years  old,  who  stood  by  the  table, 
all  frilled  and  furbelowed,  with  low  forehead  and  sheepish  eyes — ^the 
very  image  of  her  papa. 

Beside  the  mistress  of  the  house  was  seated  her  mother-in-law,  a 
fat  and  coarse-looking  old  lady,  whom  she  introduced  to  her  brother 
and  sister  under  the  name  of  Mrs.  Smeythe  ;  but  her  husband,  who 
entered  the  room  at  the  moment,  at  once  corrected  her  with  a 
frown. 

"  Dowager  Mrs.  Smeythe,  my  dear,  you  should  say.  I  have  often 
told  you  that,  since  the  death  of  my  poor  father,  fou  are  Mrs. 
Smeythe."  Then  turning  to  Clara  with  an  apologetic  air,  ''it  is 
always  best  to  be  exact,  yon  know,  in  matters  of  precedence  and 
etiquette.  I  regulate  these  sort  of  things  entirely  by  that  volume 
there,"  and  he  pointed  to  Debrett's  Peerage,  which  glittered  in  crim- 
son and  gold  upon  a  chiffonier  opposite.  "  My  wife,"  he  added,  "  is 
not  sufficiently  alive  to  the  importance  of  these  matters.  For 
instance,  she  will  continue  to  call  my  sister  Miss  Sfneyiht,  which  is 
quite  incorrect,  you  know,  for  she  is  really  only  Miss  EUtn  Smeythe. 
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Oar  little  ^1  is  now  Miss  Smeythe  ;  and  whenever  my  sister 
is  staying  here,  I  insist  upon  opening  all  letters  addressed  to 
Miss  Smeythe,  as  I  of  coarse  consider  them  as  intended  for  my 
daughter." 

After  a  little  more  desultory  chat,  the  travellers  were  shown  to 
their  rooms,  with  the  announcement  that  dinner  would  be  on  the 
table  in  an  hour,  and  that  a  few  friends  had  been  asked  to  meet 
them. 

When  Charles  re-entered  the  drawing-room,  he  found  most  of  the 
guests  already  assembled.  That  they  were  natives  of  Gottonham  he 
perceived  by  their  accent,  with  which  his  brother-in-law  had  already 
familiarised  his  ear.  He  had  always  hated  it,  but  he  now  found 
that  its  harsh  and  nasal  twang  sounded  still  more  unmusical  from 
the  throat  of  the  female  than  from  that  of  the  male.  He  had  hardly 
time  to  make  this  hasty  generalisation  from  the  sounds  around  him, 
when  dinner  was  announced. 

Charles  was  particularly  presented  by  his  host  to  a  turbaned 
matron,  whose  notes  had  formed  the  principal  element  in  the  abovo 
conclusion,  as  ''  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Bridge."  This  lady  he  was  instructed 
to  take  down  to  dinner,  his  brother-in-law  apologising  to  him  for  not 
giving  him  Mrs.  Smeythe,  on  the  ground  that  Mrs.  Bridge  was  so 
anxious  to  make  his  acquaintance.  ''  And  you  will  have  a  great 
deal  to  say  to  each  other,  I  am  sure,"  he  added,  **  for  you  both 
belong  to  the  aristocracy,  as  I  may  say." 

In  elucidation  of  this  last  remark  it  should  be  explained  that  Mrs. 
Bridge  had  been  a  Miss  Smeythe,  sister  to  the  defunct  manufacturer, 
who  had  first  disguised  his  patronymic  Smith  under  that  ridiculons 
metamorphosis.  Her  father  having  died  early,  she  became  possessed 
at  nineteen  of  a  fortune  of  ten  thousand  pounds  ;  and  on  the  strength 
of  this  inheritance  she  was  married  to  the  ovmer  of  a  small  estate 
in  Blankshlre,  who  lived  ten  miles  from  Cottonham. 

Mr.  Bridge  (or  "  the  Squire,"  as  his  wife  delighted  to  style  him) 
was  the  grandson  of  a  Cottenham  attorney,  who  had  purchased  the 
property  in  question.  It  had,  therefore,  been  in  the  hands  of  the 
Bridges  for  three  generations,  a  length  of  tenure  which  sufficed  in 
Blankshire  to  place  its  present  owner  among  the  landed  gentry  of 
the  neighbourhood,  or  (to  use  the  phrase  which  Mrs.  Bridge  especially 
affected)  among  the  "  county  aristocracy." 
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Mrs.  Bridge  was  yery  attentire  to  Charles,  on  whom  she  looked 
with  immense  respect,  as  himself  the  head  of  a  ''  county  family,'' 
and  even  the  lord  of  a  manor,  which  she  considered  as  a  minor  spe- 
cies of  nobility.  She  began  at  unce  to  express  her  regret  that  she 
could  not  introduce  him  to  her  son,  who  was  at  present  absent  from 
homo. 

*'  He  is  with  his  regunent  in  Ireland,  Mr.  Bampton — ^the  90th 
Dragoons,  you  know.  We  had  some  difficulty  in  getting  him  into 
that  corps  ;  but  I  thought  it  essential  that  he  should  be  in  a  really 
fashionable  regiment.  You  will  agree  with  me,  I  am  sure,  that  we 
county  families  should  not  send  our  sons  into  any  other  branch  of  the 
serrice,  except  the  Guards  or  the  cavalry." 

Charles  replied  that  he  had  known  several  very  well-connected 
men  in  the  regiments  of  the  line  ;  and  that  those  who  were  anxious 
to  Icam  their  profession  would  often  prefer  such  regiments  in  a  time 
of  European  peace,  as  being  most  likely  to  see  service  in  India  or 
the  colonies. 

"  Ah,  well,"  she  answered,  "  it  is  possible  that  such  a  case  may 
occur  occasionally  ;  but  you  will  allow  that  it  is  the  exception.  In 
general,  the  officers  of  the  line  are  taken  from  quite  the  secondary 
classes." 

This  expression  was  new  to  Charles,  and  delighted  him  exceed- 
mg]j  ;  implying,  as  it  did,  that  the  speaker  reckoned  herself  among 
the  "prunary  classes."  In  order,  however,  to  draw  her  out,  he 
nffected  to  misunderstand  it,  and  observed  that  he  had  not  been 
aware  of  the  classification  to  which  she  alluded  ;  he  had  thought  the 
first-class  men  at  Sandhurst  were  selected  for  the  engineers  and  artil- 
lery, and  not  for  the  cavalry. 

^  "  Ah,  my  dear  shr,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridge,  "  but  I  am  not  speaking 
of  that  sort  of  classes ;  I  allude  to  the  social  class  to  which  we 
belong.  You  are  perhaps  aware  that  my  son  is  the  head  of  a  family 
which  belongs  to  the  county  aristocracy  ;  and  although  my  two  sis- 
ters are  not  quite  so  highly  connected  as  myself,  yet  they  both  of 
them  married  carriages." 

She  then  began  to  explain  to  Charles  in  detail  the  dignity  of  the 
Bridge  family,  and  all  their  aristocratic  connections.  One  of  her 
Risters4n-law  had  actually  married  the  cousin  of  a  baronet.  Another 
had  been  engaged  to  "an  honourable"  (the  tenth  son  of  an  impov- 
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erished  Irish  peer),  who  had  nnfortanatelj  died  before  they  could 
be  married.  "  Poor  dear  Grosvenor,"  however,  played  a  large  part 
in  Mrs.  Bridge's  conversation,  notwithstanding  his  premature  decease  ; 
and  she  never  failed  to  describe  to  any  new  acquaintance  how  his 
sister  the  Lady  Mary  had  actually  called  on  Miss  Bridge  when  stay- 
ing with  herself  in  London,  and  had  taken  her  out  driving  in  Hyde 
Park. ") 

After  detailing  these  collateral  glories  of  her  race,  she  proceeded 
to  give  some  account  of  her  own  daughter,  who  was  at  a  fashion- 
able boarding  school  in  London. 

''  I  have  sent  her  to  Miss  Tuftem's,"  she  said,  "  because  it  is  the 
rule  there  to  admit  no  children  of  the  mercantile  classes.  I  made 
that  quite  an  absolute  point,  Mr.  Bampton.  It  is  so  important  that 
girls  should  form  their  manners  on  the  best  models  of  ton  from  the 
very  first." 

Charles  observed  that  he  thought  it  must  be  very  difficult  in  a 
mercantile  country  like  England  to  maintain  such  an  exclusive  regu- 
lation as  that  on  which  she  insisted. 

"  That  is  very  true,"  she  replied,  with  a  sigh,  "  it  is  indeed  diffi- 
cult, and  requires  the  greatest  circumspection  ;  but  still,  it  may  be 
done  with  care  and  judgment,  my  dear  sir.  That  is,  it  may  be 
done  in  London.  Of  course,  at  Cottonham  it  would  be  quite  impos- 
sible ;  for  to  tell  you  the  truth  (and  here  she  whispered),  we  are 
sadly  overrun  by  the  secondary  classes  in  this  neighbourhood." 

After  this,  the  conversation  flagged  a  little  ;  and  by  way  of 
something  to  say,  Charles  remarked  upon  the  beauty  of  a  bed  of 
rhododendrons  which  was  visible  from  the  window.  Mrs.  Bridge 
coolly  responded — 

"  Tes,  it  is  pretty,  but  the  prospect  is  sadly  confined  ;  indeed,  of 
course,  it  must  look  so  to  t^  who  are  accustomed  to  parks  of  our 
own.  I  often  wonder,  Mr.  Bampton,  that  your  sister  does  not  feel 
the  change  more  than  she  seems  to  do.  I  wish  you  could  be  per- 
suaded to  prolong  your  stay  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  pay  me  a 
visit  at  Bridge's  Park  ;  it  would  give  me  so  much  pleasure  to  show 
it  to  you,  and  to  introduce  you  to  some  of  the  other  county  fami- 
lies." 

Charles  civilly  excused  himself  on  the  plea  that  he  was  obliged  to 
bo  at  Ambleside  in  three  days.    The  lady  on  his  other  side,  on 

11* 
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bearing  that  he  was  going  to  Ambleside,  asked  him  whether  be  was 
acquainted  with  young  Mr.  Smith  of  that  place,  who  must  have 
been  his  contemporary  at  Oxford.  Charles  replied  in  the  negative, 
on  which  Mrs.  Bridge  observed  that  she  believed  Mr.  Smith  was  a 
friend  of  her  son's ;  that  he  had  made  his  acquaintance  when  he 
went  up  to  the  lakes  for  a  fishing  excursion  two  years  before. 

"  Not  much  friendship  between  them,  madam,"  observed  an  old 
man  opposite  them,  whose  keen  gray  eyes  had  been  for  some  time 
peering  from  beneath  his  shaggy  eyebrows  at  Mrs.  Bridge,  with  an 
expression  of  caustic  humour.  "Not  much  friendship  between 
them,  I  should  think.  For  I  was  with  young  Smith  on  the  top  of 
a  'bus  t'other  day  in  London,  when  your  son  passed  us  ;  and,  by 
Jove,  though  we  both  bowed  to  him,  he  took  not  the  slightest  notice, 
though  he  was  looking  straight  up  in  our  faces — cut  us  dead,  by 
Jove  1" 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Banks,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridge,  "  you  are  so  very  funny. 
Why,  how  do  you  suppose  that  Edward  could  acknowledge  any 
friend  whom  he  saw  on  the  top  of  an  omnibus  ?  and  in  London,  too  ! 
Why,  you  might  as  well  have  expected  him  to  speak  to  an  acquaint- 
ance whom  he  met  carrying  a  parcel  through  the  streets  1" 

"  Well,  madam,  and  why  shouldn't  he,  pray  ?  I  am  old  enough 
to  remember  when  his  grandfather,  (your  own  father,  ma'am)  was 
carrying  parcels  from  his  principal's  office  every  day  through  Got- 
tonham." 

Mrs.  Bridge  bridled  up,  and  turned  scarlet  with  indignation. 

"  Sir,  sir,"  she  stanmiered,  "  such  a  joke  as  that  is  carrying  mat- 
ters too  far,  sir." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  a  joke  in  it,  ma'am,"  rejoined  her  tormentor. 
"  Many's  the  time  I've  met  him  with  a  bundle  of  samples  under  his 
arm.  More  by  token,  we  used  both  of  us  to  call  in  at  the  King's 
Head,  by  the  Exchange,  as  we  passed ;  and  many's  the  glass  of 
bitters  we've  taken  at  the  tap  there  together." 

It  is  impossible  to  say  how  Mrs.  Bridge  would  have  revenged 
herself  for  this  insult.  Her  complexion  changed  from  red  to  blue  ; 
her  lips  quivered  ;  but  speech  failed  her,  and  she  seemed  choking 
with  the  violence  of  her  emotions. 

But,  happily,  Mrs.  Smeythe  saw  the  critical  nature  of  the  emer- 
gency and  gave  the  signal  for  the  ladies  to  retreat.    Mrs.  Bridge 
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rose  majesticallj,  and,  casting  a  look  of  wrathful  scorn  npon  her 
opponent,  stalked  oat  of  the  room,  taking  precedence  of  all  the 
other  women  present,  in  virtue  of  her  acknowledged  rank  as  one  of 
a  "  county  family." 

When  the  ladies  had  left  the  dming-room,  Charles  had  an  oppor- 
tnnity  of  estimating  the  calibre  of  their  lords.  The  conversation 
tamed  principally  on  matters  of  trade :  the  price  of  cotton,  the 
demand  for  printed  goods,  brokerage,  freight,  interest,  discount,  and 
investments.  The  men  seemed  keen  and  energetic,  thoroughly  well 
informed  on  all  that  concerned  their  business,  but  indifferent  to 
more  general  topics  ;  evidently  absorbed,  heart  and  soul,  in  the  one 
great  object  of  making  money. 

But  Charles  soon  discovered  that  he  was  seated  next  to  one  very 
superior  to  the  rest  of  the  company.  This  was  a  Dr.  WiUiams,  a 
retired  medical  man,  who  had  formerly  a  large  practice  in  Cotton- 
ham,  and  had  attended  the  Smeythe  family ;  in  consequence  of 
which  (not  from  any  congeniality  of  soul)  he  was  asked  to  their 
parties.  With  him  Charles  had  a  good  deal  of  talk,  upon  those 
subjects'  most  interesting  to  a  stranger  visiting  Cottonham  ;  the  his- 
tory of  its  staple  manufacture,  the  relations  between  employers  and 
employed,  the  share  it  had  borne  in  the  political  movements  of  the 
day,  and  the  machinery  of  agitation  which  had  been  organized  by 
some  of  its  most  influential  citizens. 

Dr.  Williams  was  struck  with  the  intelligence  and  frankness  of 
his  young  neighbour,  and  offered  to  accompany  him  next  day  to 
some  of  the  lions  of  the  place,  justly  supposing  that  Charles  would 
prefer  his  guidance  to  that  of  Mr.  Smeythe.  Charles  gladly  caught 
at  the  offer,  and  Mr.  Smeythe  (to  whom  Dr.  Williams  mentioned  it) 
assented  thankfully  also,  apologising  for  not  accompanying  them 
(since  Dr.  Williams  was  kind  enough  to  take  the  duty  on  himself) 
on  the  plea  of  the  pressure  of  business.  So  it  was  settled  that  the 
doctor  shoold  call  for  Charles  next  morning,  and  conduct  him  to 
the  principal  mUls  and  manufactories. 

When  the  men  adjourned  to  the  drawing-room,  Charles  found  a 
warm  controversy  going  on  between  his  Mend  Mrs.  Bridge  and  a 
lady  who  sat  beside  her  on  the  sofa.  Mrs.  Bridge  had  at  first,  on 
reaching  the  drawing-room,  subsided  into  mortified  silence,  after  her 
discomfiture  by  Mr.  Banks.    But  two  cups  of  strong  coffee  had 
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1  evircd  her  spirits  ;  and  she  had  just  began  to  describe  to  Clara  the 
rank  and  importance  of  her  "  county  connection,"  when  her  next 
neighbour  on  the  sofa  inquired  of  their  hostess  if  it  was  her  inten- 
tion to  call  on  Mrs.  Howard,  the  wife  of  a  barrister  who  had  lately 
settled  in  Gottonham.  Mrs.  Smythe  gave  a  doubtful  answer  ;  where- 
upon Mrs.  Bridge  (suspending  her  dialogue  with  Clara)  interposed. 

"  I  think  I  can  answer  for  you,  Mrs.  Smeythe,  more  decisively 
than  you  can  answer  for  yourself.  You  certainly  would  never  think 
of  calling  on  her.  They  do  not  belong  to  our  class  at  all.  Quite 
people  of  the  secondary  rank,  I  assure  you.  Why,  they  do  not  even 
keep  a  footman.'' 

**  I  do  not  see  why  she  may  not  be  a  lady,  even  though  she  does 
not  keep  a  footman/'  replied  the  first  speaker,  a  Mrs.  Mersey,  herself 
tlie  daughter  of  poor  parents,  whose  father's  door  was  opened  by  a 
waiting-maid  in  curl-papers  ;  a  circumstance  perfectly  well  known 
to  Mrs.  Bridge. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Mersey,"  exclaimed  the  latter,  "  how  can  you  be 
so  paradoxical  ?  You  surely  do  not  mean  to  say  that  any  one  can 
pretend  to  rank  among  the  gentry  who  does  not  at  least  keep  one 
man-servant  ?" 

"  I  differ  from  you  altogether,"  replied  Mrs.  Mersey,  with  some 
warmth.  "  I  have  known  many  families  quite  as  much  entitled  to 
the  name  of  gentle  folks  as  either  you  or  I  who  had  none  but  maid- 
servants in  their  house." 

*'  Well,  Mrs.  Mersey,  of  course  you  must  speak  from  your  own 
experience  ;  I  can  only  say  that  mine  has  been  different.  I  have 
certainly  never  kncwn  persons  of  good  ton  notice  those  whose  shabby 
establishment  would  place  them  so  entirely  in  a  different  sphere. 
And,  whatever  may  be  done  at  Cottonham,  I  am  quite  sure  that  per- 
sons living  in  such  a  style  would  never  be  called  upon  in  London  by 
people  of  our  rank." 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  Mrs.  Bridge,  in  the  main,"  said  old  Mrs. 
Smeythe  (the  Dowager  Mrs.  Smeythe,  as  her  son  called  her)  ;  "  but 
yet  I  think  I  have  occasionally  known  persons  in  the  rank  of  gentry 
who  have  kept  no  footman.  Therefore,  I  could  not  absolutely  deny 
the  gentility  of  such  persons.  At  the  same  tune  it  is,  no  doubt,  the 
safest  course,  to  abstain  from  visiting  them." 

**  Ah  !  here  come  the  gentlemen,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridge,  "  I  will  appeal 
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to  them.  Mr.  Bampton,  now  don't  yon  agree  with  me,  that  no  people 
can  be  said  to  move  in  the  rank  of  gentry  who  don't  keep  a  foot- 
man r 

"  Really,"  said  Charles,  extremely  amazed,  "  that  is  so  important 
a  question,  that  I  onght  to  hesitate  in  giving  a  decided  answer  ;  but 
perhaps  I  may  venture  to  say  that  the  solution  of  it  depends,  like 
that  of  so  many  other  controversies,  on  definition." 

'*  Law  1  Mr.  Bampton,  now  you  are  chopping  logic,  I  suppose  ; 
that  comes  of  your  Oxford  learning ;  but  do  tell  us  what  you  really 
think." 

''  Why,  I  think,  Mrs.  Bridge,  that  if  the  possession  of  a  footman 
be  included  in  your  definition  of  gentility,  you  must  necessarily  infer 
that  no  one  can  (as  you  so  well  express  it)  '  move  in  the  rank  of 
gentry '  who  keeps  only  maid-servants." 

"  There,  I  told  you  so,"  cried  Mrs.  Bridge  triumphantly  ;  "  I  was 
quite  sure  Mr.  Bampton  would  agree  with  me.  We  naturally  take 
the  same  views  of  things,  you  see,  belonging  to  county  families  as 
we  both  do." 

Her  opponent  in  the  argument,  though  she  saw  there  was  some 
mystification  in  Charles's  reply,  was  afraid  to  continue  the  discussion, 
lest  she  might  be  supposed  to  have  some  personal  interest  in  the 
result.    And  so  the  subject  dropped. 

The  next  morning,  shortly  after  breakfast,  Dr.  Williams  called  on 
Charles,  in  fulfilment  of  his  promise.  They  visited  together  cotton 
mills,  calico-printing  factories,  and  the  other  great  establishments 
which  have  made  Cottonham  the  mart  of  Europe,  and  one  of  the 
wonders  of  the  world.  At  every  place  they  came  to,  Charles  saw 
fresh  reason  to  rejoice  that  he  had  gained  the  services  of  such  a 
guide.  For  not  only  did  the  companionship  of  a  man  so  universally 
respected  secure  him  the  greatest  attention,  but  he  found  that  he 
should  have  passed  over  without  comprehension  half  the  most  curious 
and  delicate  contrivances  of  the  machinery  exhibited  to  him,  had 
they  not  been  pointed  out  and  explained  to  him  by  his  friend. 

One  of  the  sights  which  struck  Charles  most  was  the  vast  tide  of 
working  people,  men  and  women,  which  rushed  suddenly  through 
the  streets  at  the  hour  of  dinner.  Pouring  from  a  thousand  factories 
at  the  same  moment,  the  living  stream  swept  along  ;  and  for  a  few 
minntea  it  was  impossible  to  contend  against  it  without  being  carried 
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away.  Charles  took  shelter  nnder  the  portico  of  a  chnrcb,  and 
stood  gazmg  upon  the  passing  multltade  with  a  melancholy  interest. 

"  How  strange  it  is/'  he  exclaimed,  to  think  that  each  atom  of 
that  living  torrent  is  a  separate  human  soul ;  and  to  feel  so  near 
them  all,  and  yet  so  distant,  as  they  hurry  by,  and  you  are  brought 
into  momentary  contact  with  them  once  in  an  eternity.  It  almost 
makes  me  feel  sad  to  lose  sight  of  them  all  for  ever  in  this  way ;  and 
one  cannot  help  wishing  that  one  could  arrest  an  individual  or  two 
in  their  passage,  and  get  from  them  a  narrative  of  their  history,  and 
still  more,  the  key  to  their  inward  life,  their  sentiments  and  specula- 
tions, from  which  one  seems  as  much  shut  out  as  if  one  dwelt  in 
another  planet." 

"  If  you  knew  as  much  of  them  as  I  do,"  said  the  doctor,  ''  your 
sentimental  curiosity  would  be  changed  into  a  sadness  far  more 
painful  and  hopeless." 

"  Do  you  mean  then,"  said  Charles,  "  that  they  have  much  of  phy- 
sical suffering  to  endure?  They  certainly  look  an  ill-made  and 
stunted  set  of  people  ;  but  I  had  hoped  the  large  amount  of  their 
wages  must  secure  them  at  least  plenty  of  food  and  clothing." 

"They  often  do  suffer,  no  doubt,"  answered  Dr.  Williams,  "in 
hard  times  and  in  strikes,  but  it  was  not  that  which  I  meant.  I  was 
thinking  of  then*  low  moral  condition.  It  is  that  which  makes  me 
melancholy  whenever  I  gaze  upon  the  vast  flood  of  human  life  that 
has  just  poured  past  us  ;  which  might  better  be  called  a  vast  cloaca 
of  human  wretchedness  hurrying  to  the  unknown.  Aware  as  I  am 
how  little  happiness  and  how  little  goodness  there  is  among  all  that 
great  multitude  ;  knowing  how  their  own  faults,  and  the  faults  of 
their  superiors,  rob  them  of  the  peace  and  comfort  that  might  be 
theirs,  and  destroy  the  seeds  of  virtue  in  the  hearts  of  their  children, 
I  can  almost  realise  the  feelings  of  Dante,  as  he  looked  at  the  long 
procession  of  lost  souls  flowing  on  over  the  precipice  into  the  gulf. 
I  am  tempted  to  exclaim — 

*  The  world  is  out  of  joint.    0  wretched  spite, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right  I* 

But  come — the  streets  are  clear  enough  now — ^let  us  go  on  with  our 
walk.  It  is  idle  to  stand  here  moralising  upon  evils  which  we  can- 
not remedy." 
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"  I  should  like  to  ask  yon,"  said  Charles,  "  to  what  you  attribute 
all  these  evils  aud  miseries  ;  for  you  seem  to  say  they  are  not  iueyi- 
table.     I  suppose  want  of  education  is  the  great  cause,  is  it  not  ?" 

"  No  doubt,  want  of  education  (if  you  use  the  word  in  its  highest 
sense)  has  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it.  But  if  you  mean  that  the 
moral  condition  of  the  working  classes  would  be  regenerated  by  more 
knowledge  of  reading,  writing,  and  ciphering,  I  greatly  doubt  it.  At 
least,  in  my  professional  experience  among  the  poor,  which  has  been 
pretty  large,  I  have  not  found  knowledge  (such  half-knowledge  as 
they  have  time  to  gain)  any  panacea  for  the  maladies  of  their  social 
state  ;  nay,  it  does  not  even  save  them  from  drunkenness  and 
bestiality." 

"  But  what  then,"  said  Charles,  "  are  the  causes  of  their  errors,  if 
ignorance  be  not  suflBcient  to  explain  them  ?" 

**  If  you  mean  to  ask  what  I  think  the  secondary  causes,  I  should 
say,  first,  that  want  of  self-restraint,  or  rather  that  grovelling  self- 
ishness, which  sends  the  men  in  thousands  to  seek  their  pleasure  at 
the  spirit-shops  and  pot-houses,  while  their  wives  and  children  are 
left  in  dirt  and  dreariness  at  home.  Then  there  is  the  want  of  kind- 
liness between  rich  and  poor,  which  cuts  them  off  from  each  other's 
sympathy,  leading  the  rich  to  ignore  their  responsibility  towards 
their  *  hands'  (as  they  call  them),  and  leading  the  poor  to  hate  and 
envy  their  employers.  Then  again  another  source  of  evil  is  the  want 
of  proper  dwelling-houses,  and  the  neglect  of  requisite  arrangements 
at  the  factories,  which  render  impossible  among  the  work-people  not 
merely  the  refinements  of  civilised  life,  but  even  those  common 
decencies  which  cannot  be  violated  without  outraging  humanity. 
And,  lastly,  I  should  trace  a  great  deal  of  the  mischief  to  the 
want  of  innocent  popular  amusements,  and  due  space  for  their  enjoy- 
ment." 

"  But  you  said,  sir,"  observed  Charles,  "  that  these  are  only  the 
secondary  causes  of  the  evils  you  lament.  What  do  you  consider 
the  first  cause  ?" 

"The  first  cause  of  all  our  social  evils  is  the  same,"  replied  the 
doctor,  "  the  want  of  faith  in  Christ ;  but  that  is  too  large  and  grave 
a  subject  for  us  to  discuss  in  a  desultory  talk  like  this — and  here  we 
are  at  Messrs.  Scawby's  manufactory,  which  has  some  of  the  most 
curious  and  interesting  machinery  of  any  in  Cottonham." 
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As  he  spoke,  he  rang  at  the  door  of  a  large  building,  and  Charles 
and  his  goide  were  ushered  into  the  office  of  the  proprietors.  Thej 
were  received  by  Mr.  Scawby  himself,  a  shrewd  but  dingy-looking 
man,  who  was  yery  civil  to  Dr.  Williams,  but  looked  suspiciously  on 
Charles.  When  the  doctor  asked  permission  for  his  friend  to  see  the 
manufactory,  Mr.  Scawby  hesitated  for  a  moment. 

"  You  are  quite  sure,  doctor,  that  Mr.  Bampion  is  nothing  in  the 
screw  line  ?"  he  said. 

Charles  laughed,  and  assured  him  that  he  was  quite  innocent  of 
rivalry,  and  entirely  unconnected  with  business. 

''I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Scawby,  ''for  seeming  to 
entertain  a  suspicion  ;  but  really  our  machinery  is  so  often  pirated 
by  our  rivals,  that  we  are  obliged  to  be  very  cautious." 

After  this  doubt  had  been  satisfied,  they  were  shown  over  the 
establishment,  which  contained  some  newly-patented  mechanism  of 
great  ingenuity.  When  they  quitted  the  building,  Charles  expressed 
his  amusement  at  the  preliminary  interrogation  to  which  he  had  been 
subjected. 

"  Your  questioner,  at  all  events,"  said  Dr.  Williams,  "  could  not 
have  disclaimed  the  imputation  of  being  in  tht  screw  line,  either 
literally  or  metaphorically.  He  is  a  thorough  screw  himself,  and 
goes  by  the  name  of  Screw  Scawby,  a  sobriquet  earned  as  much  by 
his  character  as  by  his  trade.  Did  you  notice  that  unfenced  machi- 
nery in  the  great  work-shop,  where  the  foreman  warned  you  not  to 
stand  too  near  the  wheel?  Well,  not  a  year  ago  that  wheel 
snatched  up  an  unfortunate  workman  who  came  too  close,  and  before 
he  could  be  extricated,  it  tore  him  literally  limb  from  limb.  A  whole 
basketful  of  his  fragments  were  swept  together  for  burial." 

"  How  disgustingly  shocking !"  exclaimed  Charles,  "  and  could 
not  such  accidents  be  prevented  by  putting  barriers  round  the 
machinery  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  they  could,"  replied  Dr.  Williams  ;  "  and  Messrs. 
Scawby  are  bound  by  Act  of  Parliament  to  fence  their  machinery  in 
that  way.  But  it  would  cost  money  and  take  up  room  to  do  so,  and, 
therefore,  they  let  it  alone." 

"  But  is  there  no  penalty  ?"  asked  Charles. 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  penalty,  but  it  is  scarcely  ever  enforced  ;  no  one 
likes  to  turn  informer  ;  and,  besides,  it  is  so  small  that  the  capital- 
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isw  here  had  rather  risk  it  than  make  a  certain  sacrifice  to  avoid 
it/ 

^  And  so  haman  life  is  sacrificed  that  they  may  make  a  little  larger 
profit  ?"  said  Charles. 

'*  Jost  so.  And  that  is  only  a  fresh  example  of  what  I  say.  The 
want  of  Christian  faith  is  the  source  of  all  oar  miseries,  except  such 
as  are  in  the  nature  of  things  ineyitable.  If  Scawby  believed  his 
New  Testament  he  would  fence  his  machinery." 

*'  But  surely/'  said  Charles,  "  it  does  not  need  faith  in  Christianity 
to  make  him  do  that.  The  natural  impulses  of  benevolence  would 
suffice,  I  should  have  thought." 

"  But  you  forget,  my  dear  sir,  that  the  natural  impulses  of  covet- 
ousness  are  stronger  with  most  tradesmen  than  the  natural  impulses 
of  benevolence.  You  must  have  a  supernatural  principle  of  action 
to  keep  men  steadily  benevolent,  or  steadily  honest  either,  when 
there  is  a  strong  temptation  to  be  otherwise." 

"  At  all  events,"  said  Charles,  turning  away  from  this  part  of  the 
subject  (for  he  had  no  wish  to  disclose  his  sceptical  opinions  to  Dr. 
Williams),  *'  you  will,  I  hope,  acknowledge  that  our  great  merchants 
and  manufacturers  are  honest ;  indeed,  the  probity  of  a  British 
merchant  is  proverbial." 

"  Was — ^not  M,  I  am  afraid,"  answered  the  doctor.  "  It  used  to 
be  enough  that  goods  were  of  British  manufacture  to  ensure  their 
genuineness  ;  but  now  it  is  not  so.  On  the  contrary,  there  is 
scarcely  an  article  we  export  which  is  not  more  or  less  depreciated 
in  the  world's  market  by  doubts  as  to  its  being  what  it  pretends  to 
be.  Even  the  British  hardware  is  getting  supplanted  by  the  pro- 
duce of  Belgium  or  America,  because  our  Sheffield  tools  won't  stand 
half  the  work  of  those  made  by  our  foreign  rivals.  Then  as  to 
mercantile  honesty,  how  many  of  our  merchants  do  you  suppose 
restrict  their  responsibilities  within  the  limits  of  their  capacity  to 
pay  7  How  many  are  trading  on  fictitious  capital  ?  Look  at  the 
daily  proceedings  of  the  courts  of  bankruptcy,  if  you  want  evidence 
of  the  present  code  of  commercial  morality  in  such  matters.  And 
look,  too,  at  the  flourishing  conditition  of  hundreds  of  bankrupts, 
who,  after  ruming  thousands,  and  after  swearing  that  they  have 
given  up  everything  to  their  creditors,  contrive  to  retire  comfortably 
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upon  a  handsome  income,  which  they  have  managed  somehow  or 
other  to  smuggle  into  settlements,  out  of  reach  of  the  law." 

''Bat  surely,"  said  Charles,  ''such  scoundrels  are  uniyersally 
despised  and  cut  ?" 

"  Nay,  my  dear  sir,  the  case  is  so  common  that  they  are  thought 
no  worse  for  it  by  their  own  class  ;  and,  if  they  keep  wealth  enough 
to  give  dinners,  are  visited  as  before.  In  fact,  they  seem  uncon- 
scious of  any  shame  in  the  matter.  I  will  give  you  an  illustration 
which  came  to  my  knowledge  lately.  A  dressmaker  who  is  an  old 
patient  of  mine  had  just  made  up  a  handsome  gown  for  the  wife  of 
rm  eminent  manufacturer,  when  he  suddenly  became  bankrupt.  The 
poor  woman,  who  was  a  widow  with  a  large  family,  had  been 
ordered  to  put  twenty  pounds'  worth  of  the  richest  point  lace  upon 
the  dress,  which  she  had,  of  course,  to  purchase  herself.  The  very 
day  she  sent  it  home  to  Mrs. ,  she  heard  of  Mr. 's  bank- 
ruptcy. She  called  that  evening  on  her  employer,  and  begged  to  be 
allowed  to  take  back  the  point  lace,  for  which  (otherwise)  she 
should  get  no  payment,  except  by  receiving  her  dividend  of  sixpence 
in  the  pound  as  one  of  the  bankrupt's  creditors.  Will  you  believe 
it  that  the  bankrupt's  wife  refused,  and  determined  to  keep  the  dress 
without  paying  for  it,  because,  as  being  her  personal  wearing 
apparel,  it  was  exempted  from  being  surrendered  to  the  creditors  ; 
so  that  she  literally  got  it  for  sixpence  in  the  pound  upon  its  value. 
About  a  month  afterwards  I  myself  met  her  at  a  party  flouncing,  in 
this  stolen  point  lace,  amongst  the  finest  of  the  fine." 

"  But  such  instances  must  surely  be  quite  exceptional  monstrosi- 
ties," said  Charles. 

"  On  the  contrary,  the  exception  is  rather  the  other  way.  An 
honest  bankruptcy  is  the  rarest  thing  in  the  world.  Then  as  to  the 
general  honesty  of  the  lower  class  of  tradesmen,  you  need  only  look 
at  the  universal  adulteration  of  food,  in  order  to  estimate  it  cor- 
rectly. You  must  have  heard  of  this,  but  perhaps  you  are  not 
aware  that  all  the  common  articles  of  consumption  have  been  sub- 
jected to  the  test  of  scientific  analysis  lately,  on  a  very  extensive 
scale.  And  it  has  been  found  that,  out  of  every  thirty  sellers  of 
food,  twenty-nine  grossly  adulterate  the  goods  which  they  supply  to 
the  consumer.    Thus  the  honest  tradesmen  are  only  one  in  thirty, 
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or  jnst  about  three  per  cent,  of  the  whole.  Depend  upon  it,  my 
dear  sir,  a  universal  struggle  for  pelf  is  eating  the  heart  out  of  the 
nation,  and  we  shall  soon  be  rotten  to  the  core." 

**  But  do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,"  added  Charles,  "  that  there  is  no 
possible  remedy  for  this  state  of  things,  except  in  making  people 
believe  what  (as  you  seem  to  imply)  they  have  ceased  to  believe  ?" 

"  I  know  of  none  other,"  said  the  doctor.  "  All  classes  of  the 
community  at  present  are  wrapped  up  in  sordid  selfishness.  As  to 
tNe  great  proportion  of  commercial  men  whom  I  have  known,  I 
should  say  (if  you  will  excuse  a  professional  metaphor)  that  their 
soul  is  a  mere  gland  for  the  secretion  of  lucre.  They  repudiate  all 
responsibility  towards  those  whom  they  employ,  and  regard  their 
fellow  men  as  machines  for  making  money.  Nay,  I  know  instances 
where  they  facilitate  the  corruption  of  then*  workmen  by  advancing 
money  to  the  reckless  and  prodigal,  in  order  to  get  them  into  their 
debt,  and  so  under  their  power.  Then  the  operatives,  on  the  other 
hand,  have  lost  all  love  and  reverence  for  both  God  and  man. 
Filled  with  envy,  hatred  and  malice  towards  their  employers,  they 
eye  covetously  the  piles  of  gold  which  (as  they  fancy)  their  natural 
enemies  are  unjustly  amassing  out  of  the  wages  due  to  their  toil. 
Their  large  earnings  they  waste  on  the  momentary  gratification  of 
their  brutal^  appetites.  Thus  they  make  themselves  wretched  for 
the  present,  while  they  are  hopeless  for  the  future,  and  they  die  like 
the  beasts  that  perish.  There  remain  the  professional  and  the 
leisurely  ckisses,  whose  main  employment  is  that  of  pushmg  them- 
selves upwards  in  society,  toadying  their  superiors  and  slighting  or 
snubbing  their  inferiors.  &nd  as  to  the  Benthamite  philosophers, 
who  find  a  panacea  for  all  the  maladies  of  mankind  in  lectures, 
museums,  useful  knowledge,  and  '  self-respect,'  they  are  the  most 
sordid  and  selfish  members  of  the  whole  community  which  they 
undertake  to  reform. "J 

''You  draw  a  gloomy  picture  indeed,"  said  Charles,  "I  cannot 
help  hoping  that  it  is  too  deeply  coloured." 

"It  is  coloured  by  the  experience  of  fifty  years,"  replied  the 
doctor,  "  in  which  I  have  seen  much  of  men,  both  among  the  rich 
and  poor  ;  and  seen  them  too  when  pain  and  approaching  death  had 
stripped  them  of  their  disguise.  I  grant  you  that  there  are  noble 
exceptions  to  my  general  description.     There  arc  manfacturers,  like 
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the  Wilsons  and  Spottiswoodes,  who  live  rather  for  their  workmen 
than  for  themselves,  and  devote  their  time  and  substance  to  creating 
the  happiness  of  their  dependants,  and  sowing  the  seeds  from  which 
perhaps  a  new  civilization  may  spring.  But  these  men  are  Chris- 
tians, and  to  make  others  like  them  yon  most  substitute  the  worship 
of  Christ  for  the  worship  of  Mammon.  A  Christian  capitalist  will 
feel  himself  a  debtor  to  the  souls  and  bodies  of  the  labourers  whom 
he  employs.  A  Christian  tradesman  will  not  cheat  his  customers, 
but,  like  Budget,  of  Bristol  (whose  life  I  have  just  read),  will  dash 
to  pieces  the  barrels  of  *  devil's  dust '  which  his  predecessors  have 
employed  to  adulterate  their  groceries.  A  Christian  workman  will 
not  envy  his  employers,  nor  squander  his  children's  bread  in  drink. 
A  Christian  gentleman  will  see  in  the  leisure  which  God  has  given 
him  an  opportunity  and  a  call  to  devote  himself  (as  Lord  Ashley 
did)  to  the  regeneration  of  Society.  But,  to  produce  such  results 
as  these — to  triumph  over  natural  selfishness — to  induce  a  man  to 
spend  and  be  spent  for  those  who  can  do  nothing  for  him  in  return, 
you  need  the  transforming  power  of  those  new  afifections  which 
hitherto  nothing  but  the  faith  of  Christ  has  been  known  to  create 
in  the  human  heart." 

"  With  such  views,  sir,"  said  Charles,  "  you  must  be  very  hope- 
less as  to  the  future  prospects  of  society  ;  considering  how  entirely 
the  masses  are  now  alienated  from  that  faith  which  you  believe  to  be 
the  only  possible  foundation  of  virtue  and  happiness." 

"  No,  I  am  not  hopeless,"  said  the  doctor  ;  "  for  I  see  elements 
of  good  at.  work  which  may  in  time  suflBce  to  leaven  the  whole  mass  ; 
and  I  know  how  small  a  grain  may  produce  a  mighty  tree.  I  see, 
too,  that  the  genuine  Christians  who  exist  are  the  salt  of  the  earth. 
Besides,  I  firmly  believe  that  greater  is  He  that  is  with  us  than  he 
that  is  against  us.  If  I  looked  only  to  the  spontaneous  development 
of  humanity,  I  should  be  hopeless  indeed.  For  what  could  I  then 
expect  but  a  perpetual  repetition  of  the  same  dreary  contest  between 
good  and  evil  which  has  lasted  since  the  world  began  ?  But  I 
believe  the  words  of  Scripture  ;  and  therefore  I  look  for  a  certain 
and  eternal  triumph  of  good  at  last ;  and  I  see  even  in  the  struggles 
of  nature  against  pain  and  death,  and  in  the  suffering  inflicted  by 
sin  itself,  an  unconscious  prophecy  of  future  victory." 

This  conversation  made  a  deep  impression  upon  Charles.    It  con- 
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firmed  him  in  the  yiew  which  recent  events  at  Oxford  had  already 
led  him  to  form,  that  religion,  whether  tme  in  itself  or  not,  was  a 
osefal  and  almost  indispensable  antidote  to  the  cormptions  of  the 
world.  But  the  thoughts  thns  suggested  to  him  had  as  yet  too  dis- 
tant and  speculative  an  interest  to  take  lasting  possession  of  hifl 
mind.  The  condition  of  our  great  commercial  and  manufacturing 
communities  he  felt  to  be  a  most  important  inquiry,  and  laid  it  aside 
for  future  consideration.  At  present  the  needs  and  sorrows  of  the 
laborious  poor  had  no  personal  connection  with  himself;  and  he 
shrank  from  a  closer  examiuation  of  them,  with  that  natural  repug- 
nance which  a  sensitive  mind  feels  towards  the  sight  of  suffering 
which  it  cannot  cure  or  does  not  wish  to  tend. 

Two  days  afterwards  he  was  on  his  way  northwards,  looking  for- 
ward with  eager  interest  to  **  fresh  fields  and  pastures  new  ;"  and 
as  each  pulsation  of  the  engine  carried  him  further  from  the  dingy 
mist  of  smoke  which  hung  round  Cottonham,  he  seemed  to  breathe 
a  lighter  atmosphere  morally  as  well  as  physically.  The  slight  depres- 
sion rapidly  passed  from  his  spirits  ;  and  the  last  remains  of  it  were 
dissipated  at  once,  as  he  was  whirled  across  the  Lune,  and  caught  the 
first  transporting  view  of  those  serrated  mountain-peaks  which  en- 
dose  the  lakes  of  England. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE   "  COUNTY  PAMILY." 

The  first  visit  to  a  monntain  coantry,  especially  if  it  be  a  country 
so  beantifal  as  that  of  the  lakes,  is  to  a  man  of  Charles's  tempera- 
ment no  unimportant  epoch  in  life.  In  his  case,  too,  it  came  at  the 
very  age  when  the  mind  is  most  capable  of  throwing  itself  with 
enthusiastic  and  undivided  emotion  into  the  enjoyment  of  natural 
beauty.  Well  does  Wordsworth  describe  the  sensations  of  a  youth 
of  twenty  under  such  influences  ; — 

"  Like  a  roe 
I  bounded  o^er  the  mountains,  by  the  sides 
Of  therdeep  rivers  and  the  lonely  streams, 
Wherever  nature  led  ; — for  nature  then 
To  me  was  all  in  all ; — ^I  cannot  paint 
What  then  I  was.     The  sounding  cataract 
Haunted  me  like  a  passion  ;  the  tall  rock, 
The  mountain,  and  the  deep  and  gloomy  wood, 
Their  colours,  and  their  forms,  were  then  to  me 
An  appetite ;  a  feeling,  and  a  love. 
That  had  no  need  of  a  remoter  charm. 
Unborrowed  from  the  eye." 

We  need  not  wonder,  therefore,  if  "the  still  sad  music  of  human- 
ity" which  had  fallen  on  his  ear  at  Cottonham,  soon  ceased  to  vibrate 
in  his  heart.  In  fact,  he  gave  himself  wholly  to  the  keen  transports 
of  a  new  passion,  as  he  wandered  among  glens  and  waterfalls  in  all 
the  luxury  of  loneliness.  For  Archer  had  not  yet  arrived,  so  that 
Charles  revelled  in  a  solitude  which  he  felt  to  harmonise  far  better 
with  his  high  wrought  feelings  than  even  the  most  sympathizing  com- 
panionship could  have  done. 

The  weather  too  was  lovely,  the  summer  in  its  first  gorgeous  prime, 
the  hedges  pink  with  wild  roses,  and  the  darkest  ravines  gleaming 
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with  foxgloyes  and  harebells.  Thus  Charles  spent  a  week,  perhaps 
the  most  delicioas  week  of  his  life. 

On  the  eighth  day  ho  was  joined  by  Archer,  whose  coming  at  first 
annoyed  him.      Bat  he  soon  fonnd  that  Archer  was  no  despicable 

^  companion  in  that  mountain  region  ;  for  he  was  so  thoroughly  ac- 

quainted with  it,  that  he  was  able  to  guide  his  friend  to  many  a 
romantic  nook  among  the  hills,  which,  without  such  assistance  he 
would  never  have  discovered.  Nor  was  the  elder  tourist  incapable 
of  appreciating  the  beauties  of  scenery.  They  never,  indeed,  stirred 
his  soul,  or  brought  tears  to  his  eyes,  as  they  often  did  to  those  of 
Charles  ;  but  Archer  was  a  good  draughtsman,  and  had  something  of 
an  artist's  eye  for  landscape  ;  so  that  he  made  a  skilful  cicerone  to 
a  hunter  after  the  picturesque,  and,  on  the  whole,  Charles  endured 
his  companionship  better  than  he  had  at  first  expected. 

While  he  was  thus  wandering  from  lake  to  lake  and  from  moun- 
tain to  mountain,  in  that  narrow  circuit  which  contains  within  a  cir- 
cumference of  fifty  miles  such  infinite  variety  of  loveliness, — Charles 
received  at  intervals  the  following  letters  from  Clara  : — 

{Letter  1.) 

"  My  Deabest  Charles  : — ^Your  rapturous  description  of  the  glories 
of  your  sunset  over  the  mountains  of  Wuidermere  tempted  me  to 
envy.  I  received  it  in  the  midst  of  a  most  colourless  existence,  for 
Emily  and  my  brother-in-law  are  neither  of  them  lively  companions  : 
indeed,  Emily  never  had  much  liveliness  in  her  composition,  and  now 
she  has  sunk  into  the  most  sober  of  matrons.  Her  little  girl,  too, 
r  is  so  stiff  and  prim  that  I  cannot  take  a  fancy  to  her  ;  and  she  is 

F  always  so  finely  dressed,  that  a  good  childish  game  of  romps  is 

impossible,  for  fear  of  spoiling  her  frock.    Mrs.  Smeythe,  senior,  as 
you  must  have  perceived,  is  the  prosiest  of  her  sex,  and  seems  to  have 
never  suffered  her  ideas  to  stray  beyond  the  calicoes  and  counting- 
houses  among  which  she  was  bred. 
I  *'  You  ask  me  how  I  spend  my  time.    Well,  let  me  see.    After 

breakfast,  as  soon  as  Emily  has  accomplished  the  all-important  task 
of  ordering  dinner,  she  and  her  mother-in-law  sit  down  to  worsted- 
work.  Then  for  three  mortal  hours  the  lapse  of  time  is  marked  by 
the  same  dull  sounds  of  the  needle  going  in  and  the  worsted  coming 
out — ^seldom  enlivened  by  a  remark,  never  by  conversation.    The 
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voices  of  the  doves  which  they  keep  in  the  hall  are  admirably  in 
character  with  the  scene  ;  and  the  drowsy  monotony  of  their  cooing 
would  certainly  send  me  to  sleep,  only  that  unluckily  I  never  can 
sleep  in  the  day-time.  *  But  why  not  read  V  you  will  say.  Why, 
because  there  are  no  books  in  the  house  except  Debrett's  Peerage, 
which  I  have  been  compelled  to  study,  in  self-defence,  till  I  know  the 
arms  and  mottoes  of  at  least  half  the  House  of  Lords.  It  is  at  such 
times  as  these,  when  one  has  nothing  to  do  but  think,  that  I  feel 
tempted  to  indulge  in  gloomy  reflections  upon  the  lot  of  womanhood. 
I  long  for  some  real  objects  and  occupations  upon  which  I  might 
spend  my  energy,  instead  of  frittering  away  my  time  in  purposeless 
visits  and  listless  gossip.  Men,  if  they  have  any  worth  within  their 
souls,  can  always  find  some  worthy  task  to  live  for  ;  but  what  can 
a  woman  do  ?  And  if  she  is  tempted,  as  so  many  are,  to  make  an 
uncongenial  marriage  for  the  sake  of  escaping  from  the  tedium  of 
maiden  idleness,  her  last  state  is  too  often  worse  than  her  first.  And, 
after  all,  what  a  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  is  it  to  be  forced,  for 
lack  of  all  nobler  objects,  to  betake  oneself  to  that  which  men  con- 
sider the  highest  lot  of  women — *  to  suckle  fools  and  chronicle  small 
beer  I'  Such  are  the  meditations  in  which  I  indulge,  while  I  .turn 
over  the  pages  of  the  Peerage,  or  pretend  to  hem  a  frill,  which  I 
keep  in  my  bag  as  a  defence  against  worsted  work. 

**  At  last  luncheon  comes  to  interrupt  the  monotony  of  the  morn- 
ing ;  and  a  welcome  meal  it  is,  although  somewhat  spoilt  by  the  cir- 
cumstance that  it  is  also  our  little  niece's  dinner,  and  that  one  is 
doomed  to  listen  for  half  an  hour  to  a  perpetual  series  of  admoni- 
tions to  the  child  on  her  carriage  and  deportment,  her  mode  of  eat- 
ting  and  drinking,  and  her  management  of  knife,  fork,  and  spoon. 

"  In  the  afternoon  we  either  drive  out  to  make  calls,  or  stay  at 
home  to  receive  them.  Ton  know  how  often  we  have  agreed  upon 
the  intolerable  folly  of  wasting  one's  time  in  this  most  tedious  ope- 
ration— ^how  often  we  have  wondered  that  people  should  go  on  bor- 
ing themselves  and  their  acquaintances  by  visits  which  are  equally 
tedious  and  insipid  to  the  giver  and  the  receiver — ^how  often  we 
have  urged  upon  our  friends  to  set  an  example  of  sensible  reform, 
by  sending  their  cards  through  the  post  as  a  substitute  for  the 
ridiculous  formality  of  a  morning  call.  Tet  I  declare  that  here  I 
am  actually  glad  to  take  my  share  in  this  hitherto  detested  employ- 
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mcut,  and  find  the  time  thus  spent  less  doll  than  the  rest  of  the  day. 
To  be  sare,  this  may  be  partly  accounted  for  by  the  extraordinary 
specimens  of  character  which  exhibit  themselves  upon  the  stage  for 
my  gratification.  I  feel  that  I  am  studying  human  nature  under  a  new 
phase,  in  which  I  find  much  to  wonder  at,  though  but  little  to  admire. 

**  One  thing  strikes  me  very  much.  I  had  always  heard  of  Cot- 
tonham  as  the  most  democratic  place  in  England  ;  but,  from  the 
conrersation  of  the  natives,  I  should  judge  it  'to  be  the  metropolis 
of  the  most  exclusive  oligarchy.  The  favourite  epithet  of  commen- 
dation is  the  term  '  Aristocratic,'  an  adjective  which  I  hear  daily 
and  almost  hourly  in  conjunction  with  every  sort  of  substantive — 
Mrs.  A's  manners  are  aristocratic  ;  Mrs.  B's  millinery  is  aristocratic  ; 
Mr.  C's  pine-apples  are  aristocratic  ;  Mr.  D's  footmen  are  aristocra- 
tic ;  Mrs.  E's  barouche  is  aristocratic  ;  Mrs.  F's  baby  is  aristocratic, 
rhen  every  one  exhibits  the  most  servile  deference  for  rank.  Any- 
thing like  a  title  elicits  absolute  prostration.  Even  hereditary  pro- 
perty, without  title,  secures  for  its  owner  the  worship  of  these 
parventiSf  who  seem  to  admire  most  whatever  least  implies  personal 
worth  in  the  possessor.  Thus  the  neighbouring  squires  are  actually 
looked  up  to  as  demigods.  Yon  remember  how  we  laughed  at  that 
odious  Mrs.  Bridge  (whom  we  met  here  the  first  evening),  and 
fancied  that  the  adoration  of  '  covmty  familus '  was  a  peculiar  mono- 
mania of  her  own.  But  I  assure  yon  that  her  estimate  of  their 
importance  is  quite  in  accordance  with  the  universal  voice  of  Cot- 
tonham.  For  example,  I  was  present  yesterday  at  a  grave  discussion 
between  Emily  and  another  matron  on  the  qualities  of  a  monthly 
nurse.  After  discussing '  her  merits,  they  proceeded  to  her  terms. 
The  visitor  understood  that  she  charged  five  guineas  for  attendance  ; 
Emily  thought  she  had  heard  that  Mrs.  Bridge  had  given  ten. 

'* '  Oh,  of  course,'  replied  the  other,  '  she  is  paid  ten  by  the 
county  families,  and  five  by  others.' 

"  *  But  do  you  mean,'  said  I,  *  that  the  county  families  pay  twice 
as  much  to  a  monthly  nurse  as  the  town  families  ?' 

"  *  Certainly  they  do,'  answered  the  lady  ;  *  of  course,  you  know, 
they  must  pay  for  their  position.' 

**  Another  phenomenon  which  surprises  me  is  the  extraordinary 
reverence  of  these  people  for  London,  and  every  thing  and  person 
belonging  to  it.    In  the  country,  you  know,  we  are  rather  inclined 

12 
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to  look  down  upon  a  cockney ;  and  even  at  Snmmerhom  I  nerer 
heard  any  deference  expressed  for  the  opinions  of  the  Londoners. 
But  at  Gottonham  the  ways  and  manners  of  the  metropolis  are  held 
as  anthoritative  as  those  of  Paris  in  the  French  proyinces. 

**  *  That  is  always  done  in  London/  is  a  conclosiye  argument, 
which  renders  doubt  absurd  and  dissent  ridiculous.  To  take  a 
house  in  London  is  the  highest  aspiration  of  the  successful  mill-owner 
when  he  is  able  to  retire  from  business.  Nay,  I  have  heard  of 
seyeral  Gottonham  girls,  daughters  of  wealthy  people  here,  who 
actually  refused  to  be  married  from  their  father's  house,  and  inssted 
upon  going  to  stay  with  relatives  in  London,  in  order  that  they 
might  be  married  at  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square  : — *  It  was  so 
much  more  aristocratic,  yon  know,  to  be  married  at  St.  George's.' 

**  Of  course  those  who  are  able  to  spend  part  of  '  the  season '  in 
London  are  the  objects  of  uniyersal  envy,  and  assume  proportionate 
airs  of  self-importance.  Mrs.  Bridge  ia  the  only  one  of  this  class 
whom  I  have  met,  and  I  heard  her  dilating  yesterday  on  the  enor- 
mous social  advantages  which  she  derived  from  this  annoal  migration. 

'' '  I  can  assure  you,'  she  said,  '  that  in  the  chapel  which  we 
attend  in  Belgravia,  there  are  more  earls'  daughters  than  commoners 
among  the  pew-holders.' 

"  I  ought  not  to  forget  to  tell  yoa  that  the  monotony  of  our  exist- 
ence was  varied  last  Wednesday  by  a  wedding  breakfast,  which  we 
attended,  at  the  house  of  one  of  the  richest  manufacturers  of  the 
town.  The  people  all  belonged  to  the  same  class  ;  in  fact,  the  com- 
pany was  thoroughly  cotton-ocraiic,  to  use  their  own  favourite  termi- 
nation. But  the  only  thing  much  out  of  the  common  way  was,  that 
the  health  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  was  proposed  '  to  be  drank 
with  musical  cheers.'  What  this  could  mean  I  could  not  imagine, 
but  it  was  soon  explained  by  the  result.  The  '  musical  cheers '  con- 
sisted in  a  kind  of  lyrical  effusion,  sung  by  all  the  company  in  con- 
cert, as  follows : 

*  Here's  a  health  to  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 

Hip,  hip,  hurrah ! 
For  they're  a  handsome  young  couple, 
For  they're  a  wealthy  young  couple. 
For  they're  a  jolly  young  couple, 

Hip,  hip,  hurrah  t' 
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"  I  am  now  writing  in  my  room,  ready  dressed  for  dinner,  which 
will  shortly  be  announced.  As  there  were  dinner  parties  here  on 
the  two  days  yon  stayed,  you  cannot  realise  the  terrific  dnlness  of 
onr  family  party.  Mr.  Smcythe  (as  you  know)  is  equal  to  no  nearer 
approach  to  conversation  than  a  remark  upon  the  weather.  His 
mother  is  much  like  him  ;  and  Emily  has  been  long  enough  in  the 
family  to  learn  their  taciturnity,  as  any  one  most  after  living  with 
them  for  six  months.  Now  and  then  I  try  to  get  up  a  little  talk, 
by  asking  a  question  about  the  news  of  the  day,  or  affecting  an 
interest  in  the  price  of  North  Western  Railway  shares.  But  I  only 
get  an  answer  as  laconic  as  is  consistent  with  civility,  and  then  the 
same  flat  silence  succeeds.  This  is  only  broken  by  old  Mrs.  Smeythe's 
monologues  with  her  fat  lapdog,  who  is  heard  puffing  and  wheezing 
in  his  basket  at  her  feet.  She  addresses  him,  in  the  most  endear* 
ing  tones,  in  the  dialect  adopted  by  silly  mammas  to  their  infants — 
*  Had  oor  dinner,  'ittle  doggy-poggy  V  '  Hasn't  it  had  its  'ittle  din- 
ner?' 'Shouldn't  'ittle  darling  like  another  bony-pony?'  and  so 
forth,  till  I  feel  quite  sick  with  weariness  and  disgust. 

"  I  am  growing  so  tired  of  this  sort  of  vegetation,  that  I  have 
actually  accepted  an  invitation  from  Mrs.  Bridge  to  spend  a  few 
days  with  her  at  'Bridge's  Park.'  She  has  paid  great  attention  to 
me,  on  the  ground  (as  she  says)  that  *  members  of  connty  families 
ought  to  make  friends  together.'  She  had  learnt  from  Emily  that 
I  had  been  much  disgusted  with  both  the  extreme  theological  parties 
at  Snmmerham  ;  and  she  promises  me  that  if  I  wiU  come  and  stay 
with  her,  I  shall  see  a  specimen  of  the  really  sound  and  moderate 
clergy  of  the  Church  of  England,  in  the  rector  of  her  parish :  *  A 
divine  of  the  good  old  orthodox  school,  I  assure  you,  Miss  Bampton; 
none  of  the  new-fangled  extravagances  go  down  with  him  ;  there  is 
nothing  he  hates  so  much  as  enthusiasm.  I  am  sure  you  cannot  fail 
to  like  him.'  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  greatly  doubt  the  last  pre- 
diction ;  but  I  feel  curious  to  see  this  (to  me)  new  style  of  clerical 
character.  Besides  which,  a  few  days  at  Bridge's  Park  cannot  fail 
to  odd  to  my  knowledge  of  the  eccentricities  of  human  nature.  So 
I  have  promised  to  go  there  to-morrow. 

"  But  there  is  the  dinner-bell,  so  I  must  stop.  Good-bye,  dearest 
brother  ;  take  care  of  your  health,  and  don't  over-fatigue  yourself 
with  all  these  mountain  scrambles.     Your  own  sister, 

"  Clika.'' 
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{Letter  2.) 

**Bkixigk's  PABXf  Wedneadmif. 

"  My  Dearest  Chables, — I  have  now  been  two  days  at  Bridge's 
Park,  and  hare  certainly  fonnd  in  it  more  amusement,  though  at 
the  same  tune  more  causes  of  disgust,  than  at  Smeytheville  Lodge. 
Moreover,  Tl  have  made  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Bridge's  pattern 
clergyman,  and  being  already  pretty  well  acquainted  with  the  two 
extreme  parties  in  the  church,  if  he  is  a  fair  specimen  of  the  middle 
party,  I  can  only  say  that  I  am  sorry  for  the  churchTy 

*'  He  is  a  man  of  about  sixty-five,  but  still  hale  and  hearty,  with 
a  florid  complexion  and  portly  figure.  He  was  the  nephew  of  a 
bishop,  whose  elevation  to  the  bench  took  place  in  the  palmy  days 
of  Pitt ;  and  he  got  his  present  living  (a  richly-endowed  rectory) 
from  his  uncle  as  soon  as  he  was  old  enough  to  be  ordained.  To 
this  was  soon  added  a  stall  in  the  cathedral,  and  subsequently  a 
second  rectory.  Mrs.  Bridge  tells  me  that  the  rector's  ecclesiastical 
income  from  these  united  preferments  amounts  to  two  thousand 
a-year.  ^was  therefore  the  less  surprised  to  hear  him  denouncing 
the  church  reformers  as  *  atheistical  dogs,'  and  condemning  the 
recent  legislation  by  which  pluralities  are  made  illegal,  as  *  a  profane 
and  scandalous  interference  with  the  rights  of  ecclesiastical  patron- 
age.' He  added  that  such  innovations  would  henceforward  render 
it  out  of  the  question  for  any  man  of  family  and  education  to  take 
orders.  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  new  system  could  hardly 
bring  forward  men  of  lower  family  and  education  than  himself,  to 
judge  by  appearances?^ 

"  Mrs.  Bridge  introduced  me  to  this  exemplary  divine  as  a  young 
lady  who  disliked  religious  fanaticism,  and  had  been  disgusted  by 
the  extravagance  of  both  the  extreme  parties  which,  bb  he  knew, 
divided  Summerliam  between  them.  He  smiled  graciously  upon  me, 
on  hearing  this  account,  and  *  was  glad  to  find  any  young  lady  who 
disliked  enthusiasm  ;  most  young  persons  were  so  carried  away  by 
popular  preachers,  or  fascinated  by  the  frivolous  ceremonials  of 
tractarianism — there  was  no  such  thing  as  sensible  religion  now-a- 
aays.'  *. 

"  By  way  of  something  to  say,  and  for  the  sake  of  hearing  his  | 
ver,  I  asked  him  his  opinion  of  the  '  Tracts  for  the  times.'    He 

eplied  that  he  was  much  too  busy  a  man  to  have  time  for  theology 
studies. 
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" '  In  fact/  he  said,  *  I  have  no  time  for  reading  anything  now  ;  I 
find  it  very  hard  work  even  to  get  through  the  "  John  Bull,"  which 
is  the  only  newspaper  I  take  ;  and  I  make  it  a  principle  never  to 
get  any  new  books  ;  I  really  haven't  leisure  for  it  with  all  the  busi- 
ness I  have  to  do.' 

''  I  supposed  from  this  that  he  was  occupied  all  day  long  in  paro- 
chial cares,  though  he  certainly  doesn't  look  like  a  laborious  evan- 
gcliser  of  the  masses  ;  but  I  found  on  inquiry  that  he  never  goes 
near  a  parishioner,  his  curate  doing  all  that  sort  of  work  ;  the  '  busi- 
ness '  which  occupies  him  is  farming  the  glebe  and  fly-fishing,  the 
only  two  pursuits  in  which  he  takes  the  slightest  interest,  for  he  is 
too  stupid  even  to  read  a  novel. 

"  We  dined  at  the  rectory  yesterday,  and  met  a  very  dull  party, 
consisting  of  a  couple  of  squires  and  a  curate,  with  the  wives  of  the 
former  and  the  sister  of  the  latter.  The  conversation  turned  mainly 
on  agriculture  and  sporting,  interspersed  with  a  little  politics. 
Nothing  worth  relating  occurred,  except  the  exceedingly  irreverent 
way  in  which  our  host  said  grace  after  dinner.  He  was  in  the  mid- 
dle of  a  story  about  some  piscatory  feat  which  he  had  performed  in 
the  capture  of  a  salmon,  when  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  he  went 
on  thus  :  *  My  line  was  almost  run  out,  and  by  Jove,  sir, — For  wkat 
we  have  received.^  hum^  hum^  hum — he  got  under  the  bank,  and  I  had 
hard  work  to  save  my  tackle  from  breaking.'  Not  a  moment's  pause 
separated  the  Christian  thanksgiving  from  the  appeal  to  Jupiter.  I 
could  not  help  thinking  of  Pope's  universal  prayer. 

"  When  we  were  in  the  drawing-room,  after  dinner,  we  discovered 
that  the  annual  examination  of  the  parochial  school  was  to  take 
place  next  day,  and  Mrs.  Bridge  announced  to  the  rector  her  inten- 
tion of  attending. 

"  Ah  t'  he  said,  '  I  suppose  I  must  be  there  too,  and  a  horrid 
bore  it  is.  For  my  part,  you  know,  I  think  national  education  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing  is  confounded  humbug.  I  stood  out  against  it 
as  long  as  I  could.  But  you  see  the  dissenters  got  up  a  great  school 
here,  and  carried  ofif  every  one  from  the  church,  and  then  the  new 
bishop  made  a  fuss  about  it ;  so  at  last  I  was  forced  to  give  in,  and 
allow  my  curate  to  get  up  a  parish  school.' 

" '  And  is  it  the  government  inspector  who  is  coming  to-morrow  to 
examine  it  ?'  asked  I. 
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"  Tntpedor.-''  What  is  thunder  f 

**  Answer. — '  Please,  sir,  ain't  it  the  deril  swearing  V 

*'  Inspector.—*  What  is  a  globe  T' 

"  No  answer. 

**  Here  the  rector  coald  not  renst  the  temptation  to  interfere, 
especially  as  he  felt  that  this  was  a  question  qnite  within  the  grasp 
of  his  own  g^graphical  attainments ;  so  he  put  the  interrogatory 
into  a  new  form,  by  asking — 

'' '  Now,  my  boys,  can't  yon  tell  me  what  part  of  a  man  is  most 
like  a  globe  ? 

"  Stomach,  sir,'  cried  a  smart  little  fellow,  with  a  glance  at  the 
portly  rotundity  which  protruded  from  below  the  rector's  waistcoat. 
A  universal  titter  followed,  which  drowned  the  inspector's  hasty 
explanation  that  the  head  was  the  globular  part  intended. 

**  Such  were  the  salient  features  of  the  examination.  The  general 
result  of  it  inclined  me  to  concur  in  the  Tiew  which  the  rector  had 
expressed  the  night  before,  that  the  education  of  the  poor  (con- 
ducted as  it  is  in  his  school)  was  pure  humbug.  The  children  had 
evidently  learnt  nothing  whaterer,  except  to  say  the  catechism  by 
rote. 

**  By  the  bye,  I  had  almost  forgotten  to  tell  you  that  our  party 
here  was  increased,  the  day  before  yesterday,  by  the  unexpected 
arrival  from  Ireland  of  the  son  and  heir  of  the  family,  who  is  a  cor- 
net in  a  cavalry  regiment  now  sernng  in  the  sister  island.  Comet 
Bridge  is  not  quite  so  provincial  in  manner  and  appearance  as  his 
mother  and  sisters,  but  he  speaks  with  the  same  Cottonham  twang — 
an  accent  which,  of  all  others  that  I  ever  heard,  is  to  my  ear  the 
most  offensive.  The  very  tone  is  resonant  of  vulgarity.  It  is  very 
strange,  too  how  indelible  it  seems  to  be.  These  young  Bridges 
have  never  fived  at  Cottonham,  and  though  theur  great-grandfather 
was  an  attorney  there,  two  generations  of  the  family  have  lived  as 
county  squires  ;  yet  still  one  would  know  their  pedigree  by  their 
accentuation.  Ton  may  say  they  inherit  this  from  their  mother, 
who  was  brought  up  there.  But  even  their  aunt,  Miss  Bridge,  has 
something  of  the  same  tone,  though  she  prides  herself  upon  never 
having  slept  in  Cottonham  all  her  life. 

'*  Vulgarity  of  mind  they  cannot  help  inheriting  from  such  a 
mother.    To  be  sure,  anything  more  preposterous  and  more  disgust- 
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ing  than  the  pretentions  airs  of  these  people  I  nerer  witnessed  j 

Pretentionsness  is  bad  enongh  when  one  sees  it  in  people  who  have 
a  real  cliuni  from  high  rank,  old  descent,  or  great  success,  to  think  i 

themselyes  somebodies  ;  but  when  it  is  exhibited  by  these  empty-  { 

beaded  parvenus,  one  has  need  of  all  one's  good  breeding  to  restrain  . 

one's  self  from  openly  showing  the  contempt  one  feels.  ] 

"  The  most  painful  manifestation  of  this  innate  vulgarity  of  mind 
is  their  open  and  undisguised  insolence  to  those  whom  they  consider 
their  inferiors.  Mrs.  Bridge's  manner  to  her  goTemcAS  for  instance, 
is  so  outrageous  that  it  really  sometimes  drives  me  out  of  the  room. 
When  the  poor  thing  is  downstairs,  her  mistress  keeps  up  a  running 
fire  of  innendoes  against  her  the  whole  time  ;  not  attacking  her 
directly  so  as  to  allow  her  to  defend  herself,  but  talking  at  her  in 
this  kind  of  way — 

" '  Ellen,  my  dear  (to  one  of  the  children),  hold  op  your  head,  ! 

and  don't  stoop  so.     Certainly  in  a  family  where  the  governess  did 
her  duty,  it  would  be  impossible  for  any  child  to  have  soch  a  slovenly  > 

carriage.' 

"  Or,  again —  i 

"  *  Miss  Bampton,  you  will  hardly  believe  it,  but  I  was  looking  at 
Lucy's  French  exercise  to-day,  and  I  found  that  she  had  mistaken 
the  genders  of  lum  and  soleil,  I  don't  wonder  you  look  surprised  ; 
of  course  snch  a  thing  could  not  happen  to  a  girl  of  fourteen,  where 
tlie  governess  understood  her  business.' 

"  I  was  much  amused  by  a  discussion  between  Mrs.  Bridge  and 
her  eldest  daughter,  a  girl  of  seventeen.  She  (Emma,  I  mean)  had 
been  writing  a  note  to  her  shoemaker,  which  she  had  begun — '  Sir, 
I  should  be  obliged,  &c.'  Her  mother  took  up  the  note  and  looked 
at  it. 

"  My  dear  Emma,'  she  said,  ^  this  is  not  the  way  to  write  to 
tradesmen  ;  you  should  not  begin  with  «r.' 

"  *  Why,  manmia,  how  should  I  do  it  ?' 

"  *  Well,  my  dear,  that  depends  on  whom  you  are  writing  to.  If 
it  is  a  very  respectable  tradesman,  you  may  begin — "  Mr.  Smith, 
you  will  have  the  goodness  to,  Ac."  If  only  a  small  shopkeeper,  it  is 
enough  to  put — "Brown,  send  me,  ftc."  Some  people  put  every- 
thing in  the  third  person,  and  begin  with  their  own  name,  this  way 
~"  Mrs.  Bridge  will  trouble  Mr.  Smith,  &c. ;"  but  it  is  troublesome 
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to  keep  this  np  through  a  long  note,  and  one  gets  into  the  first  person 
without  intending  it  towards  the  end,  so  I  never  write  that  way. 
When  I  write  to  superior  kind  of  people — to  my  solicitor,  for  instance, 
— I  put  a  "good"  before  his  name,  and  begin — "My  good  Mr. 
Stiggius,  I  beg  that  you  will,  &c.  ;"  because,  of  course,  you  know, 
one  can^t  "  dear  sir  "  that  kind  of  people.' 

"  This  preposterous  assumption  of  superiority  is  joined  with  a 
deference  towards  rank  more  servile,  if  possible,  than  that  which  I 
described  in  my  last  letter  as  reigning  at  Cottonham. 

"  I  really  believe  there  is  not  one  of  the  Bridges  who  could  main- 
tain any  principle  or  opinion  in  opposition  to  the  views  of  even  the 
humblest  scion  of  the  peerage.  As  a  specimen  of  this,  I  must  tell 
you  that  young  Mr.  Bridge  brought  here  with  him  a  Mr.  Glanham, 
a  brother  officer  of  his  own,  the  son  of  that  disreputable  man.  Lord 
Clanbury.  Mr.  Glanham  was  on  his  way  to  Scotland  for  grouse 
shooting,  and  only  stopped  here  one  night ;  coming,  I  suppose, 
because  he  found  it  pleasanter  than  sleeping  at  the  hotel  at  Cotton- 
ham.  The  worship  he  received  during  the  evening  was  that  fervent 
kmd  of  adoration  paid  by  the  Chinese  to  their  Emperor,  or  by  tlie 
tea-drinking  ladies  of  Summerham  to  Mr.  Moony.  He  took  it  all 
with  great  coolness,  and  behaved  altogether  with  an  impudent  non- 
chalance which  was  not  to  be  excused  even  by  the  absurdity  of  the 
Bridges  ;  talking  the  most  thorough  regimental  slang  before  us 
women,  and  walking  out  into  the  verandah  in  front  of  the  drawing- 
room  window  after  tea  to  smoke  a  cigar.  Next  day  when  he  was 
gone,  they  were  all  praising  his  *  ease  of  manner,'  '  perfectly  high 
breeding,'  and  so  on.  Observing  my  silence,  I  suppose,  Mrs.  Bridge 
asked  me  whether  I  had  not  been  equally  struck  with  his  '  aristo- 
cratic '  bearing.  I  replied  that  I  had  certainly  been  struck,  but  in 
the  opposite  way  ;  for  that  I  thought  him  the  most  low-bred  officer 
whom  I  had  ever  encoantered.  Every  one  looked  consternation  at 
my  audacity  ;  and  Mrs.  Bridge  gave  utterance  to  the  universal  senti- 
ment, by  exclaiming — 

" '  Lauhhred !  My  dear  Miss  Bampton,  you  surely  are  not  aware 
that  he  is  an  honourable, 

"  But  I  have  written  you  a  volume,  which  you  will  never  find  time 
to  read  in  the  midst  of  your  mountain  wanderings.  Mind  you  burn 
it  at  once  ;  for  I  am  not  sure  it  is  right  to  retail  stories  about  folk, 

12* 
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who  are  exercising  hospitality  towards  me,  nor  would  I  to  any  one 
bat  you  ;  bat  I  consider  yoa,  my  twin  brother,  as  simply  my  second 
self.     Good  bye,  dearest  brother. 

"  Yoar  own  sister, 

"Clara," 

{Letter  Z.) 

"  My  Dearest  Charles, — ^You  will  be  surprised  to  hear  from  me 
again  to-day  after  so  long  a  letter  from  me  the  day  before  yester- 
day. And  you  will  also  perceiye,  from  my  date,  that  I  have  sud- 
denly changed  my  abode.  And  not  without  reason,  as  you  shall 
hear. 

"  In  the  first  place,  I  must  explain  (what  I  did  not  think  worth 
mentioning  in  my  last)  that  Cornet  Bridge,  silly  young  puppy  as  he 
is,  thought  fit  to  pay  me  very  marked  attentions.  I  treated  him 
with  extreme  coldness,  and  any  man  of  sense  must  have  perceived 
my  contempt  for  him  in  my  manner.  But  he  had  no  sense,  and  per- 
severed ;  and  his  attentions  were  of  a  kind  which  I  could  not 
absolutely  repel  without  making  a  fuss  which  he  was  not  worth, 
and  which  would  have  seemed  to  give  a  consequence  to  his  folly 
which  it  certainly  did  not  merit,  especially  as  I  was  only  going  to 
stay  three  days  longer  at  the  house. 

"  Well,  just  after  breakfast  this  morning,  Mrs.  Bridge  asked  me 
if  I  would  come  into  her  boudoir  for  a  few  minutes,  as  she  wanted 
to  have  some  private  conversation  with  me.  I  was  puzzled  by  the 
invitation,  and  could  not  conceive  what  she  could  have  to  say  to  me. 
She  began, — 

***1  am  very  anxious,  my  dear  Miss  Bampton,  to  have  an  expla- 
nation with  you  about  my  son's  prospects.' 

"  '  With  me,  Mrs.  Bridge  V  I  exclaimed,  *  surely  I  cannot  be  com- 
petent to  give  you  any  advice  upon  the  subject.' 

"  *  I  was  not  going  to  ask  for  your  advice.  Miss  Bampton  ;  but  I 
think  it  necessary  to  give  you  some  information.' 

**  On  hearing  her  say  this,  it  flashed  upon  me  that  she  must  be  in 
her  son's  confidence  ;  and  I  supposed  that  she  had  been  employed 
by  him  as  a  mediatrix,  and  that  she  was  either  going  to  sound  my 
inclinations,  or  make  a  formal  proposal  for  a  family  alliance.    I 
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need  not  tell  you  my  disgust  at  snch  an  idea.  However,  I  let  her 
go  on  without  intermption. 

"  '  You  ought  to  know/  she  continued/  Frederick  has  been  left 
by  his  poor  father  entirely  dependent  upon  me  ;  for  the  estate  is 
settled  on  me  during  my  life,  and  so  is  my  own  fortune.  And  as  I 
am  bound  to  provide  for  the  younger  children,  I  can  only  afford  to 
make  Fred  a  very  small  allowance  in  comparison  with  his  rank  and 
position.  Therefore  it  is  quite  impossible  that  he  should  think  of 
mflrrying  any  one  at  present,  except  a  lady  of  independent  fortune. 
And  a  match  of  that  kind  is  what  I  hope  to  secure  for  him.' 

"  '  I  fear,  said  I  (for  I  was  more  amused  than  angry  at  the  imper- 
tinence implied),  *  I  fear  that  I  can  scarcely  help  you  in  that  object ; 
I  should  think  your  Cottonham  friends  would  be  more  likely  to  assist 
you.' 

"  '  No,  Miss  Bampton,  I  dare  say  you  can't  help  me,  but  (excuse 
my  plainness)  you  may  hinder  me.  You  must  not  think  me  so 
blind  as  not  to  have  observed  Fred's  attentions  to  you.  And,  after 
what  I  have  said,  I  am  sure  you  will  see  the  propriety  of  disconrag>> 
ing  them  more  decidedly.' 

**  Of  course  I  did  not  condescend  to  answer  this,  but  simply  rang 
the  bell  and  sent  for  my  maid.  When  she  appeared,  I  said,  quietly, 
'  Sophy,  I  have  received  intelligence  this  morning  which  obliges  me 
to  return  to  my  sister's  at  once.  You  will  therefore  send  for  a  fly 
to  be  at  the  door  in  an  hour,  and  pack  up  my  things  immediately.' 
With  these  words  I  left  the  room,  without  noticing  Mrs.  Bridge's 
entreaties  that  I  would  not  '  take  it  so  seriously ;  she  *  had  only 
meant  just  to  give  me  a  hint ;'  she  '  had  meant  to  act  quite  in  a 
friendly  spirit,  and  for  my  own  sake  ;'  she  '  should  be  so  distressed 
if  anything  she  had  said  occasioned  any  discomfort  between  the 
families  ;'  and  so  on,  till  I  was  out  of  hearing. 

When  the  fly  was  at  the  door,  I  went  to  her  boudoir  to  wish  her 
a  formal  goodbye,  for  she  really  is  not  worth  quarrelling  with.  By 
that  time  she  had  contrived  to  work  herself  into  a  passion  of  tears, 
or  at  least  the  semblance  of  them.  She  again  overwhelmed  me 
with  protestations  of  what  she  had  meant  and  what  she  had  not 
meant,  amidst  which  I  contrived  to  make  my  escape  before  her 
young  hopeful  came  home  from  his  ride. 

After  this,  I  am  determined  not  to  remi^m  |n  this  neighbourhood 
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ail  hour  longer  than  I  can  help  ;  for,  of  coarse,  that  silly  goose 
young  Mr.  Bridge  will  be  coming  over  here  and  trying  to  see  me  ; 
and  his  mother  is  such  a  foo],  that  she  will  suppose  I  am  tempting 
him  to  elope  with  me.  At  all  eyents,  there  will  be  a  talk  got  up  on 
the  subject,  and  I  don't  choose  to  have  my  name  talked  of  m  con- 
junction with  that  of  such  a  creature  ;  at  least,  not  while  I  am 
in  daily  intercourse  with  the  talkers. 

"  At  the  same  time,  I  don't  wish  to  give  the  matter  importance 
by  mentioning  it  to  mamma,  who  could  not  hold  her  tongue  about  it 
if  she  heard  it.  Therefore  I  shall  not  go  back  to  Summerham 
before  the  time  originally  fixed.  But  it  happens  that  aunt  Helen 
has  just  gone  to  the  watercure  establishment  at  Grasmere,  which  I 
believe  is  close  to  Ambleside.  Therefore  you  can  come  and  take 
me  to  her  without  much  interrupting  your  excursion. 

"  Gome,  then,  dearest  Charles,  at  once,  and  deliver  me  from  this 
odious  place.  Of  course  I  have  been  obliged  to  tell  Emily  what 
has  happened,  and  she  means  to  be  very  kind  ;  but,  unluckily,  she 
cannot  enter  into  my  feelings  on  such  subjects  (indeed,  if  she  could, 
she  would  never  have  married  Mr.  Smeythe),  and  therefore  she 
is  evidently  inclined  to  think  that  I  might  be  brought  to  listen  to 
young  Mr.  Bridge,  and  considers  it  would  be  rather  a  good  match 
for  me.  This  makes  me  more  anxious  to  escape.  So  come,  with- 
out delay,  to  the  rescue  of 

"  Your  own  sister. 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

THE  ENGAOEHENT. 

In  obedience  to  Clara's  sninmons,  which  he  received  at  Keswick, 
Charles  hastened  back  to  Cottonham,  and  escorted  his  sister  thence 
to  Grasmere,  where  he  consigned  her  to  the  guardianship  of  her 
favonrite  aunt. 

The  latter  was  lodging  at  Douche  Hall,  the  hydropathic  establish- 
ment of  Dr.  Hombnrg,  which  was  situated  in  a  lovely  spot  upon  the 
borders  of  the  lake.  She  had  selected  it,  not  from  any  faith  in  the 
wonder-working  powers  of  the  water  cure,  but  because  she  knew 
that  she  should  find  there  pure  air,  mountain  scenery,  wholesome 
diet,  and  comfortable  lodging. 

Clara  was  enchanted  with  the  nook  among  the  mountains  into 
which  she  had  thus  dropped,  as  it  were  from  the  skies.  Her  spirits 
rose  to  their  most  buoyant  pitch,  and  she  amused  and  delighted  her 
aunt  and  brother  by  her  graphic  sketches  of  Cottonham,  and  by  the 
comic  account  of  her  adventures  at  Bridge  Park. 

The  three  relatives  spent  a  very  pleasant  evening  together,  for 
Charles  stopped  a  night  at  Douche  Hall.  He  was  a  favourite  with 
his  aunt,  though  less  intimate  with  her  than  her  own  nursling  Clara. 
They  talked  over  his  mountain  rambles,  and  many  questions  were 
asked  about  his  companion,  whom  his  aunt  expressed  great  curiosity 
to  see.  But  Charles,  though  he  gave  a  high  account  of  Archer's 
genius  and  agreeability,  yet  seemed  to  shrink  from  bringing  him  to 
Grasmere  and  introducing  him  to  his  Mends.  It  was  only  to  silence 
Miss  Helen  Bampton's  urgent  invitations  that  he  at  last  gave  a  half 
promise,  that  before  leaving  the  lake  country  he  would  come  and 
spend  a  day  with  Archer  at  Douche  Hall. 

When  he  went  to  Cottonham  to  fetch  Clara,  he  had  left  his  friend 
at  Keswick,  about  to  start  on  a  geological  exploration  to  Patter- 
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dale.  There  Charles  had  promised  to  rejoin  him,  and  from  the 
banks  of  Ulleswater  they  were  to  ascend  Helrellyn  together. 

Accordingly,  he  left  Grasmere  on  the  day  after  his  arriTal  ;  crossed 
the  wild  and  lonely  pass  of  Kirkdale  ;  left  the  lake  of  Brothers- 
water  gleaming  bright  under  the  shadow  of  the  scanrs  above  ;  and 
reached  the  inn  of  Patterdale  at  sunset.  There  he  found  Archer, 
just  returned  from  an  excursion  to  Haweswater,  turning  oat  the 
mineral  contents  of  his  pockets  upon  the  table  ;  for  he  was  a  dab- 
bler in  every  kind  of  science  which  could  be  turned  to  profit,  and 
was  always  hoping  to  make  a  fortune  by  the  discovery  of  a  lead  or 
copper  mine  on  his  property.  Next  morning  they  took  a  boat  down 
the  lake  of  Ulleswater,  starting  early  enough  to  see  the  morning 
mists,  in  a  flush  of  rose-colour  from  the  sun-rise,  gradually  revealing 
the  noble  undulating  masses  of  mountain  which  swell  upwards  firom 
the  lake  towards  the  summit  of  Helvellyn. 

Having  taken  a  few  hours'  row,  and  visited  the  pretty  little  waters 
fall  of  Airy  Force,  they  returned  to  Patterdale  ;  but  not  withoat 
landing  from  time  to  time  at  the  most  romantic  spots,  where  Charles 
insisted  upon  lying  down  to  bask  upon  some  sunny  bank,  or  to  dream 
away  half  an  hour  under  the  shadow  of  an  overhanging  rock,  while 
he  gazed  into  the  clear  and  sparkling  depths  below.  It  was  not 
therefore  till  the  afternoon  that  the  two  companions  started  for 
their  ascent  of  Helvellyn.  They  sauntered  slowly,  for  the  heat  of 
an  August  afternoon  does  not  promote  a  rapid  pace  ;  and,  more- 
over, in  going  up  from  Patterdale,  they  were  attacking  Helvellyn 
by  his  steepest  and  least  accessible  approach.  Charles,  too,  though 
to  all  appearance  he  had  quite  recovered  from  the  effects  of  his  hemor- 
rhage, and  though  he  believed  himself  in  perfect  health,  yet  was 
conscious  of  a  difficulty  in  climbing  the  steep  ascents,  which  incUned 
him  to  loiter  lazily  ;  and  he  would  often  make  excuses  for  stopping 
to  look  back  at  the  landscape,  as  each  step  of  their  upward  pro- 
gress threw  it  into  new  points  of  view.  Nor  were  there  wanting 
other  pleas  for  dawdling.  Every  new  flower  which  he  discovered, 
filled  him  with  rapture.  He  stopped  to  quote  Wordsworth  over  the 
first  mountain-heartsease  that  fell  in  his  way  ;  he  filled  his  pockets 
with  the  snowy  wool  of  the  marsh-cotton  ;  and  when  Archer  showed 
him  the  bog-myrtle  (which  he  had  never  before  seen),  he  could  not 
satisfy  himself  with  crushing  its  aromatic  leaves.     A  little  fountain 
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which  he  discovered  on  their  ascent  pnt  him  into  ecstasies,  and  he 
sat  down  to  contemplate  at  leisure  the  tiny  stream  welling  up  from 
its  secret  sources,  while  he  recited  its  description  from  his  favourite 
poet. 

>*  Here  crowned  with  flowers 
The  mountain  infant  to  the  sun  springs  forth 
Like  human  life  from  darkness.*' 

At  length,  when  they  reached  the  foot  of  Kachedikam,  the  sun 
was  hidden  by  the  brow  of  Helvellyn,  and  the  shadows  of  the  preci- 
pices behind  the  Red  Tarn  already  fell  far  behind  the  waters  of  the 
little  lake,  and  almost  reached  halfway  up  the  ascent  of  Stridingedge. 
Along  that  knife-like  edge  between  the  precipices  they  clambered 
more  rapidly,  for  Archer  urged  his  loitering  companion  with  the  fear 
that  they  would  miss  the  sunset.  As  it  was,  they  gained  the  summit 
of  the  mountain  only  just  in  tune.  The  sun  was  rapidly  sinking 
^-towards  the  Mull  of  Galloway,  and  in  a  minute  more  his  orb  had 
touched  the  brow  of  Skiddaw.  Charles  gazed  in  breathless  deUght 
at  the  gorgeous  spectacle  before  him.  Westwards  he  beheld  the 
blue  outline  of  Bowfell,  Scawfell,  and  Langdale  pikes  cut  out  against 
the  burning  sky,  and  the  isolated  crest  of  Black-combe  projected 
against  the  glittering  mirror  of  the  Irish  sea.  He  turned  to  look 
over  the  edge  of  the  precipice  behind  him  and  saw  the  tarn  beneath, 
dark  with  the  richest  purple  ;  while  the  hills  of  Yorkshire  glowed 
violet  with  the  reflected  tints.  Far  away  in  the  southern  distance 
stretched  the  plams  of  Lancashire,  whence  here  and  there  a  faint 
wreath  of  smoke  just  marked  the  place  of  some  commercial  Babel, 
and  gave  the  moral  charm  of  contrast  to  the  prospect.  Charles 
thought  of  the  manufacturing  capital  which  he  had  lately  left,  its 
black  chimneys,  its  dingy  villas,  its  endless  rows  of  dreary  brick  ;  and 
the  recollection  of  that  prosaic  uniformity  of  ugliness  enhanced  his 
joy  in  the  varied  beauty  of  the  landscape  before  him. 

Long  he  Imgered  to  drink  in  from  each  quarter  of  the  horizon  its 
separate  draught  of  loveliness ;  nor  would  he  quit  the  spot  till  the 
last  gleam  of  crimson  and  emerald  had  faded  from  the  sky,  though 
Archer  continued  to  press  upon  him  the  fo^ct  that  they  had  a  descent 
of  three  hours  before  them  ;  for  it  was  their  purpose  to  vary  their 
return  by  skirting  the  head  of  Grysedale  Tarn,  and  descending 
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towards  Patterdale  under  the  roots  of  Fairfield.  When  Charles  at 
last  yielded  to  the  entreaties  of  his  companion,  it  wus  an  hoar  after 
sonset,  and  the  outline  of  the  more  distant  hills  was  melting  away  in 
the  twilight. 

They  got  down  the  earlier  swells  of  the  pioontain  without  difficulty 
or  mistake ;  but  as  they  approached  the  edge  of  the  rocky  basin 
where  Grysedale  pass  diyides  Fairfield  from  Helyeliyn,  in  Archer's 
anxiety  to  avoid  the  dangerous  precipices  on  their  left  hand,  he 
swerred  too  far  to  the  right,  without  perceiTing  his  error.  When 
they  reached  the  final  descent  from  the  mountain  to  the  pass,  the 
daylight  completely  failed  them ;  and  though  in  August,  at  that 
latitude,  it  can  hardly  be  said  that  any  part  of  the  night  is  totally 
dark,  yet  an  evening  mist  which  now  settled  on  the  hills  rendered 
the  obscurity  sufficient  to  prevent  them  from  seeing  above  three 
yards  before  them.  As  they  went  on,  the  slope  grew  steeper  and 
more  rugged,  and  they  had  to  clamber  down  among  broken  ledges 
of  rock,  each  of  which  became  loftier  and  more  deeply  scarped  than 
its  predecessor ;  while  the  darkness  made  it  impossible  to  see  the 
natore  of  the  difficulties  in  front  of  them. 

Archer  contrived  at  last  to  scramble  down  to  more  level  ground, 
beside  a  rapid  mountain  stream,  which  told  him  that  they  had 
reached  the  bottom  of  the  glen.  He  could  not  see  his  companion, 
but  shouted  to  him  that  he  had  gained  terra  firfna^  and  that  they 
were  now  safely  out  of  the  scrape.  Charles  called  out,  in  reply, 
that  he  had  got  entangled  among  the  rocks,  and  could  neither  get 
up  nor  down  ;  and  as  he  had  pursued  a  course  to  the  left  of  Archer's, 
the  latter  could  give  him  no  help  as  to  the  best  path  to  follow. 

His  position  was,  in  fact,  both  perplexing  and  dangerous.  He  had 
half  climbed,  half  slipped,  to  the  point  where  he  stood,  wliich  was  a 
narrow  ledge  of  slate  just  broad  enough  for  the  foot  to  rest  on.  He 
vainly  strained  his  eyes  to  fathom  tliat  murky  gulf  of  mist  which  hid 
from  him  the  depth  below.  He  groped  his  way  along  the  ledge  on 
which  he  stood,  first  to  the  right  and  then  to  the  left,  but  in  both 
directions  it  tapered  away  into  nothing,  and  seemed  to  lose  itself  in 
a  steep  wall  of  rock  on  either  side.  He  tried  to  scramble  up  agnin, 
but  could  gain  neither  grasp  nor  footing  in  the  rock  down  which  he 
had  slipped.  To  make  things  worse,  he  felt  his  presence  of  mind 
failing  him,  and  began  to  experience  that  peculiar  sensation  of 
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nervous  horror  which  seizes  on  the  brain  nnder  such  cirenm- 
stauces. 

After  a  painful  hesitation  of  some  minutes,  he  resolved  to  try  the 
descent  beneath  him ;  being  encouraged  by  the  near  sound  of 
Archer's  voice,  which  proved  that  the  bottom  of  the  ravine  could  not 
be  far  distant.  There  was  a  bunch  of  heather  growing  upon  the 
shelf  where  he  stood  ;  by  this  he  knelt,  and  after  ascertaining  by  a 
pull  that  it  was  firmly  rooted,  he  grasped  it  with  both  hands,  and 
let  himself  gently  down  over  the  cliff  below.  Hanging  at  full  length, 
he  sought  a  new  resting-place  for  his  feet,  but  in  vain  ;  no  friendly 
ledge  or  hole  could  he  discover.  His  arms,  meanwhile,  were  sup- 
porting the  whole  weight  of  his  body,  and  must  soon  fail  him.  He 
strove  to  pull  himself  up  again  upon  the  shelf,  but  only  exhausted 
his  strength  in  vain.  His  wrists  and  shoulder-joints  seem  stretched 
upon  the  rack  ;  he  can  hold  on  no  longer  ;  his  hands  relax  their 
grasp  upon  the  heather,  and  he  falls  helpless,  clutching  at  the  face 
of  the  rock  down  which  he  tumbles. 

In  less  time  than  we  have  taken  to  describe  it,  he  was  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  cliff,  amongst  a  chaos  of  huge  boulders  and  gravelly 
screes.  The  shock  of  th6  concussion  had  been  violent  and  stunning, 
yet  he  felt  no  distinct  sense  of  pain  till  he  attempted  to  rise  ;  then  a 
pang  of  agony  shot  through  his  frame,  and  he  sank  back  again  upon 
the  rocks  with  the  consciousness  that  his  leg  was  broken. 

His  friend,  who  had  heard  his  fall,  easily  made  his  way  to  him 
along  the  ravine,  and  ascertained  the  misfortune  which  had  befallen 
him. 

But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  Archer  offered  to  carry  him  on  his 
back  down  the  glen,  and  began  to  lift  him  for  the  purpose  ;  but 
Charles's  shriek  of  pain,  when  he  was  touched,  showed  that  it  would 
be  impossible  to  move  him  without  further  assistance.  Archer  there- 
fore made  him  drink  a  little  brandy  from  his  flask,  and,  promising  to 
get  help  from  the  nearest  shepherd's  hut  that  he  could  find,  hurried 
down  the  ravine  as  rapidly  as  the  darkness  of  the  night  and  inequality 
of  the  ground  would  allow. 

Charles  was  left  in  no  very  enviable  position.  His  leg  became 
more  painful  every  moment,  and  the  cold  night  air  struck  a  chill  into 
his  veins.  The  minutes  seemed  like  hours  as  he  lay  longing  for  help, 
which  did  not  come.    The  first  comfort  which  he  received  was  from 
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the  rising  of  tbe  moon,  which  took  place  about  an  honr  before  mid 
night.  This  enabled  him  to  look  at  his  watch,  and  thns  to  reduce 
the  apparent  endlessness  of  his  waiting  to  its  real  dimensions.  And 
eyen  in  the  midst  of  his  snflferings  he  was  soothed  by  watching  the 
beautiful  effects  of  light  and  shadow  npon  the  rocks  aronnd  him  an 
the  moon  rose  higher  in  the  sky. 

At  length  he  heard  the  welcome  sound  of  Yoices  in  the  glen  below 
him  ;  and  as  he  turned  his  face  upon  its  stony  pillow  in  the  direction 
whence  they  came,  he  could  distinguish  in  the  increasing  moonlight 
three  figures  besides  that  of  Archer.  When  they  came  up  tliey 
proved  to  be  two  shepherds  and  a  boy,  whom  Archer  had  succeeded 
with  some  difficulty  in  knocking  up  at  the  first  cottage  he  reached, 
which  was  more  than  two  miles  down  the  glen.  They  brought  with 
them  a  straw  mattress  slung  upon  ropes,  which  made  a  very  good 
extemporised  litter.  On  this  they  lifted  the  wounded  man  as  care- 
fully and  gently  as  they  could,  yet  not  without  giving  him  great 
pain.  This  was  increased  in  an  excruciating  degree  at  every  jolt  of 
his  conveyance,  caused  by  the  roughness  of  the  pathless  ravine  down 
which  they  bore  him.  And  as  they  slowly  stepped  along,  a  painful 
recollection  flashed  upon  his  mind  of  one  of  the  most  distresaii^ 
scenes  of  his  childhood,  when  he  had  himself  followed  the  litter  <rf 
the  schoolfellow  whom  he  had  accidentlly  pushed  down  a  cliff  at 
Lyngford. 

He  faintly  asked,  between  his  moans,  where  they  were  going. 

"  To  the  public-house  at  Grasmere,"  they  said  ;  that  was  the  nesti- 
est  place  where  he  could  get  properly  attended  to. 

"  Grasmere,"  he  cried,  "  why  I  thought  we  were  going  down  into 
Patterdale.     Is  not  this  Grysedale  ?" 

"  No,"  they  said,  "  Grysedale  was  t'other  side  of  the  fell."  The 
young  gentlemen  had  missed  their  road,  and  come  down  on  the 
Grasmere  side. 

Charles  was  overjoyed  by  the  news  ;  he  told  his  bearera  that  his 
aunt  and  sister  were  at  Douche  Hall,  and  begged  them  to  carry  him 
there  without  delay.  Archer,  to  whom  the  fact  of  Bampton's  rela- 
tives being  in  the  neighbourhood  had  been  hitherto  unknown,  ordered 
tlie  bearers  to  obey  Charles's  directions.  Accordingly  they  turned 
aside  from  the  village,  and  in  due  time  deposited  their  burden  at 
Dr.  HombuTg's  door.     Charles  was  sick  and  faint  with  anguish,  but 
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reyived  on  arriving  at  his  destination  ;  for  he  rejoiced  to  find  him- 
self once  more  under  the  same  roof  with  those  he  loved,  sore  of  the 
tenderest  care  and  most  soothing  sympathy. 

He  had  particularly  desired  that  his  aunt  and  sister  should  not  be 
disturbed  at  such  an  hour  by  tidings  of  his  mischance  ;  for  he  knew 
how  much  the  shock  would  be  lessened  to  them  if  the  necessary  sur- 
gical operations  could  be  over  before  they  heard  of  the  accident.  A 
mesFeugcr  had  been  despatched  to  Ambleside  by  Archer  for  a  sur- 
geon, from  the  first  cottage  they  passed,  and  the  practitioner  arrived 
in  all  haste  soon  after  daybreak. 

He  set  Charles's  leg  and  pronounced  the  fracture  not  dangerous, 
but  desired  that  he  should  be  kept  perfectly  still,  and  as  free  as  pos- 
sible from  excitement,  which  might  bring  on  fever — the  only  danger 
to  be  apprehended.  This  visit  was  over  before  the  two  Miss  Bamp- 
tons  heard  of  Charles's  presence  in  the  house  ;  so  that,  with  the 
intelligence  of  his  misfortune,  they  received  the  comforting  assurance 
that  they  had  no  cause  for  serious  alarm.  They  were  of  course 
speedily  at  his  bedside,  and  thenceforward  he  wanted  no  tendance 
which  the  most  affectionate  nurses  could  supply. 

Archer,  who  had  his  reasons  for  wishing  to  make  acquaintance 
with  the  Miss  Bamptons,  took  apartments  for  himself  at  Douche 
Hall,  on  the  alleged  ground  of  his  anxiety  to  watch  over  his  friend's 
recovery.  He  was  very  attentive  to  the  patient,  and  daily  rode  over 
to  Ambleside  to  fetch  him  fruit  from  the  market  or  novels  from  the 
library.  Charles  spoke  of  him  to  hi£  relations  with  much  gratitude, 
not  only  for  these  assiduities,  but  for  his  judicious  management  and 
kind  precautions  on  the  night  of  his  accident. 

Thus  Clara  and' aunt  Helen  were  from  the  first  prepossessed  in  his 
favour,  and  this  impression  was  confirmed  by  personal  intercourse, 
for  Archer  had  acquired  in  the  army  and  at  Oxford  the  manners  of 
good  society.  His  figure  and  face  were  strikingly  handsome, 
although  the  latter  was  a  little  blemished  on  one  side  by  the  pistol 
wound  which  he  had  received  in  his  duel.  His  conversation  too, 
was  fluent  and  pleasant,  with  words  always  at  command  ;  and  he 
perfectly  understood  the  art  of  adapting  himself  to  his  company. 

On  his  side  he  found  this  intercourse  not  less  agreeable.  The  wi"- 
and  spirit  of  aunt  Helen  exactly  suited  him,  for  it  brought  out  his 
own  powers  in  return,  and  displayed  him  (as  he  was  quite  aware)  to 
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the  best  advantage.  He  was  also  mnch  strnck  hj  Clara's  gracefbl 
livelineBS  and  ready  tact.  Her  beaaty,  too^  quite  took  him  by  sor- 
prise.  Indeed,  hers  was  a  face  which  could  not  be  seen  without 
admiration.  The  unusual  contrast  of  her  black  hair  and  blue  eyes 
attracted  every  one  at  first  sight ;  and  the  quick  changes  which 
flitted  over  her  countenance,  from  an  expression  of  arch  humour  to 
one  of  thoughtful  melancholy,  rivetted  the  attention.  It  should  be 
added  that  her  figure  no  longer  impaired  this  favourable  impression 
as  it  once  had  done.  That  curvature  of  the  spine,  which  had  in  her 
early  youth  given  a  painful  appearance  of  ill  health  and  even  of 
disease,  was  now  subdued.  She  had  cured  it  by  her  perseverance 
in  wearing,  from  her  seventeenth  to  her  nineteenth  year,  an  appara- 
tus of  steel  constructed  for  the  purpose  of  correcting  the  defect ; 
and  the  energy  of  her  character  had  shown  itself  in  unflinchingly 
enduring  the  pain  which  this  machine  inflicted  for  many  months,  till 
it  had  produced  the  desired  effect. 

Archer's  first  interview  with  her  was  on  the  morning  of  the  acci- 
dent, when  he  had  sent  to  -ask  permission  to  see  Miss  Helen  Bam])- 
ton,  as  the  bearer  of  the  message  from  her  nephew.  Both  the  ladies 
were  just  come  downstairs,  and  Clara  looked  particularly  charming, 
in  a  simple  dress  of  brown  holland,  trimmed  with  blue  riband,  which 
matched  the  colour  of  her  eyes. 

Archer  had  an  opportunity  of  noticing  the  changes  in  her  look 
and  manner,  from  the  first  graceful  courtesy  with  which  she  received 
her  brother's  friend,  to  the  eager  glance  of  alarm,  and  the  trembling 
anxiety  which  succeeded  as  he  gently  broke  the  truth. 

His  admiration  was  powerfully  excited,  and  the  idea  which  he  had 
previously  entertained  that  it  might  very  possibly  be  worth  his 
while  to  pay  his  addresses  to  Miss  Bampton,  was  turned  from  that 
moment  into  a  fixed  determination  to  call  the  lovely  creature  before 
him  his  own. 

We  have  before  mentioned  that  he  had  ascertained  the  critical 
state  of  Charles's  health  from  his  medical  attendants  ;  and  although, 
for  the  present,  the  symptoms  of  pulmonary  disease  had  vanished, 
yet  Archer  was  not  deceived  by  appearances.  He  had  studied  medi- 
cine sufficiently  to  know  that  consumption  is  an  incurable  complaint, 
and  that  hemorrhage  is  one  of  its  most  fatal  signs. 

From  the  opinions  of  the  doctors  he  was  convinced  that  Charles 


THE  SNOAOE3i£NT.  285 

had,  at  the  most,  only  a  few  years  of  life  before  him.  But  iu  the 
eTent  of  his  death,  his  two  sisters  would  be  coheiresses  of  the  family 
property,  aud  consequently  Clara  was,  in  Archer's  estimate,  already 
the  Tirtual  possessor  of  JS1,500  a-year.  She  would  therefore  be 
a  most  advantageous  match,  even  had  she  been  old  and  ugly  ;  how 
much  more  then  did  she  seem  to  be  desired,  as  she  stood  in  youth 
and  loyeliness  before  him.  He  was  encouraged,  moreover,  by  feeling 
that  his  pursuit  of  her  would  have  the  merit  of  appearing  quite  dis- 
interested, since  (so  far  as  the  knowledge  of  any  but  himself  went) 
she  had  nothing  but  a  fortune  of  jS5,000  ;  while  he  had  an  indepen- 
dent property  of  his  own,  which  he  spoke  of  disparagingly  as  a 
miserable  i^500  a-year  (it  being  really  about  half  that  amount),  in 
addition  to  his  professional  prospects  at  the  bar. 

It  might  perhaps  be  imagined  that  Archer  would  have  felt  some 
hesitation  in  marrying  again,  while,  for  aught  he  knew  to  the  con- 
trary, his  former  wife  was  still  alive.  But  he  was  thoroughly  con- 
rinced  of  the  impossibility  of  her  return  to  England,  and,  indeed, 
had  strong  hopes  (which  he  persuaded  himself  to  estimate  as  a  moral 
certainty)  that  the  hardships  of  her  Califomian  life  must  before  this 
have  terminated  her  existence. 

He  had  also  taken  the  precaution  to  provide  for  his  security  in 
another  way,  by  availing  himself  of  the  powers  which  he  derived 
from  his  secret  ecclesiastical  position  among  the  "  Latter-day  Saints." 
For  he  had  still  kept  up  his  connection  with  the  chiefs  of  the  Mor- 
mon hierarchy  :  having,  on  his  return  from  America,  presented  his 
credentials  to  the  president  of  the  church  in  England,  and  being  by 
him  admitted  as  one  of  the  ruling  elders  of  the  British  churches. 

He  had  explained  to  his  colleagues  the  necessity  of  concealing  his 
adherence  to  their  faith  ;  and  they  had  willingly  acquiesced  in  this 
reserve,  on  the  ground  that  he  might  do  more  good  for  their  sect  as 
its  concealed  than  as  its  open  advocate.  He  was  therefore  only  asked 
to  contribute  an  anonymous  literary  support  to  their  cause ;  and  this 
he  did  by  occasionally  writing  articles  in  their  leading  periodicals, 
and  by  a  spirited  defence  of  the  practice  of  polygamy,  which  had 
lately  issued  from  their  press. 

Thus,  at  very  little  trouble  to  himself,  he  commanded  the  services 
of  a  body  of  partizans  capable  of  rendering  useful  aid,  not  indeed 
from  their  numerical  strength,  but  from  their  cohiplete  organization 


286  PERVERSION. 

and  admirable  discipline.     The  first  use  he  made  of  this  power  was 
to  get  rid  of  the  documentary  evidence  of  his  marriage. 

He  knew  that  the  Mormonites  were  particularly  strong  in  Wales, 
and  he  ascertained,  by  inquiries,  that  they  had  several  efficient  agents 
in  the  district  where  Llangwby  (the  parish  in  which  he  had  been 
previously  married)  was  situated.  To  these  he  issued  his  official 
orders  that  they  should,  if  possible,  make  converts  of  the  parish 
clerks  and  sextons  of  their  district,  without  requiring  such  proselytes 
to  make  open  profession  of  their  conversion.  He  also  directed  that 
a  small  pecuniary  payment  should  be  allowed  to  them,  on  the  ground 
of  the  important  services  which  their  official  position  might  enable 
them  to  render. 

By  this  policy,  the  conversion  of  John  Jones,  the  clerk  of 
Llangwby,  to  the  faith  of  Mormon  was  speedily  effected.  And 
when  Archer  received  information  that  this  object  was  accomplished, 
he  despatched  to  Jones  an  official  order,  not  signed  by  himself,  but 
scaled  with  the  seal  of  the  English  triumvirate,  directing  him  to  cut 
out  of  the  Church  registry  the  page  containing  the  records  of  the 
marriages  celebrated  between  June  and  December,  184T,  and  to 
send  the  same  by  post  to  ^*W,  Z.,  Post-Office,  Oxfardy  A  promise 
was  added,  that  upon  the  completion  of  the  task  he  would  receive 
ten  pounds. 

The  clerk  might  have  found  considerable  difficulty  in  executing 
this  order  undetected,  but  that  the  living  happened  to  be  vacant  at 
the  time,  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  the  Rev.  David  Evans,  the 
vicar,  who  had  celebrated  the  marriage  in  question.  As  it  was,  he 
contrived  to  remove  the  leaf  without  observation,  and  in  this  way 
Archer  became  possessed  of  the  dangerous  document,  which  he  com- 
mitted without  delay  to  the  flames. 

Thus  he  felt  perfectly  secure  of  impunity,  if  he  should  think  fit  to 
give  a  practical  proof  of  his  adhesion  to  the  only  article  of  the 
Mormon  creed  which  he  really  believed  :  to  wit,  the  blessedness  of 
bigamy. 

Under  these  circumstances  he  saw  no  just  cause  or  impediment 
which  should  prevent  him  ft-om  doing  his  utmost  to  render  himself 
agreeable  to  Olara  Bampton.  And,  unhappily,  he  was  only  too 
likely  to  succeed.  For,  evil  as  he  was,  his  wickedness  did  not  show 
itself  in  his  countenance,  and  he  was  too  wine  to  betray  it  in  hiB 
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conversation.  There  are  some  bad  men  whose  yillany  is  so  clearly 
yisible  in  their  look,  tone,  and  manner,  that,  like  the  rattlesnake, 
they  carry  about  them  a  warning,  which  enables  all  prudent  people 
to  escape  their  poison.  More  dangerous  are  the  reptQes  which,  like 
the  cobra,  conceal  their  yenom  under  a  skin  of  beauty,  and  glide 
noiselessly  upon  their  prey. 

'  or  this  latter  kind  was  Archer.  Agreeable  in  his  manner,  brilliant 
in  his  talk,  with  a  high  reputation  for  honours  already  won,  and  high 
anticipations  excited  among  his  contemporaries  of  the  success  in 
life  which  he  was  expected  to  achieye,  he  was  sure  to  be  acceptable 
in  any  society  he  might  enter. 

These  qualities  would  not,  by  themselyes,  have  sufficed  to  render 
him  dangerous  to  a  girl  like  Clara.  But  he  had,  besides,  that 
strong  and  steady  will  which  sometimes  acts  like  a  spell  upon  less 
determined  minds.  Clara's  impulsive  and  imaginative  nature  ren- 
dered her  susceptible  of  this  kind  of  magnetic  fascination.  Slie 
soon  felt  instinctively  (though  without  knowing  it)  that  she  was 
undergoing  a  process  of  moral  mesmerism.  A  sense  of  yielding 
weakness,  not  without  its  own  peculiar  charm,  difiused  itself  over 
her  whole  being.  Yet  to  herself  this  took  the  guise  of  a  conscious- 
ness of  power,  which  half  flattered,  half  amused  her,  when  she  saw 
the  influence  she  exercised  over  the  strong  intellect  and  manly 
character  of  her  brother's  friend. 

Of  course,  however,  things  did  not  reach  this  point  at  once  ;  for 
we  are  now  stating  by  anticipation  the  result  of  several  weeks  of 
daily  intercourse.  The  circumstances  under  which  they  met  necessa- 
rily gave  ample  opportunity  for  this,  and  were  likewise  singularly 
favourable  to  the  ra^nd  growth  of  intimacy. 

Charles's  convalescence  was  slow,  and  interrupted  by  seyeral 
relapses.  It  was  more  than  a  month  before  he  could  leave  his  bed- 
room. His  aunt  and  sister  took  turns  in  nursing  him  and  reading  to 
him,  and  Archer  also  insisted  on  offering  his  serviecs  in  the  latter 
capacity,  and  regularly  read  to  Charles  for  two  hours  a  day.  It 
was  a  labour  he  detested  ;  but  the  reputation  of  unselfish  kindness 
which  he  thus  acquired  was  so  plainly  conducive  to  his  ulterior  pro- 
jects, that  he  subjected  himself  ungrudgingly  to  the  burden. 

Aunt  Helen  was  so  pleased  with  this  affectionate  attention,  and 
altogether  took  such  a  fancy  to  ner  nephew's  friend,  that  she  insisted 
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after  a  few  days  on  hia  taking  his  meals  with  her  niece  and  henelf 
in  their  private  sitting-room. 

He  also  accompanied  them  in  their  daily  walks  or  drives  ;  for  as 
the  doctor  had  ordered  Charles  to  be  left  alone  in  perfect  qaiet  for 
three  hours  every  day,  his  friends  were  able  to  give  np  that  space  of 
time  to  air  and  exercise  for  themselves. 

At  first,  indeed,  these  opportunities  did  not  lead  to  any  separate ' 
interconrse  between  Archer  and  Clara  ;  for  he  was  wisely  careful  in 
giving  his  attention  at  least  equally  to  her  aunt  during  their  jomt 
excursions  and  common  meals.  But  after  a  time,  when  Miss  Helen 
went  to  Charles's  room  after  breakfast,  he  ventured  to  linger  on« 
pursuing  with  Clara  the  topics  of  their  table-talk.  Then  he  lent  her 
books  and  drawings,  which  furnished  ample  subject  for  conversation; 
and  he  pointed  out  good  subjects  for  her  sketching  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  gave  her  useful  hints  on  water-colours  and  chalks. 

But  that  which  most  tended  to  promote  their  intimacy,  was  what 
at  first  sight  might  have  been  expected  to  interfere  with  it ;  the 
arrival,  namely  of  her  mother,  Mrs.  Bampton.  When  first  that  lady 
heard  of  Charles's  accident,  she  insisted  on  coming  at  once  to  nurse 
him,  and  had  travelled  night  and  day  from  Summerham  tQl  she 
reached  Grasmere.  She  was  treated  by  Archer  with  the  most  defer- 
ential respect  and  observance,  and  he  soon  made  himself  even  a  more 
decided  favourite  with  her  than  with  her  sister-in-law.  She  loudly 
praised  to  Charles  his  courtesy  and  politeness — "  So  different,  my 
dear  boy,  from  the  careless  manner  of  most  young  men  in  the  present 
day.''  Clara  too  was  pleased  by  the  marked  attention  paid  to  her 
mother,  which  she  justly  attributed  to  devotion  towards  herself. 

But  Archer  profited  most  by  Mrs.  Bampton's  companionship  in 
their  walks ;  for  the  party  being  no  longer  a  trio,  but  a  quartette, 
naturally  separated  into  two  sections — the  two  elder  ladies  walking 
together,  and  leaving  Archer  and  Clara  to  fall  behind.  This  might 
no  doubt,  have  been  prevented,  had  either  of  the  seniors  been  dis- 
posed to  check  the  intercourse  between  the  young  people  ;  but  that 
not  being  the  case,  they  enjoyed  a  daily  tet^^eie ;  and  during  such 
walks  along  the  shore  of  rock-girt  lakes,  and  by  the  murmurs  of 
mountain  rivers,  the  feelings  ripen  rapidly. 

Poor  Charles  meanwhile  was  ignorant  of  all  that  was  gomg  on, 
and  had  no  suspicion  that  he  was  likely  to  be  robbed  of  his  dearest 
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earthlj  treasure,  the  exclosive  derotion  of  his  sister's  love.  Be- 
ing still  confined  to  his  bed,  he  of  coarse  never  saw  Archer  or 
Clara  at  the  same  time.  There  was,  therefore,  nothing  to  arouse  hU 
suspicions.  Naj,  his  sister,  when  she  was  with  him,  seemed  more 
than  ever  tender  and  affectionate.  And  this  was  natural ;  for  when 
the  first  pulse  of  lore  begins  to  stir  the  soul,  it  invariablj  exercises 
a  softening  charm  on  the  whole  character,  and  fills  the  heart  with 
amiability,  which  overflows  upon  all  the  world. 

After  two  or  three  weeks  thus  passed,  the  aunt,  who  was  much 
too  keen-sighted  not  to  perceive  what  was  going  on,  while  she  was 
sitting  with  Charles  one  day  took  an  opportunity  of  ezandning  him 
about  Archer's  prospects  and  character.  He  told  her  what  he  knew 
of  the  first ;  and,  as  to  the  second,  he  said  that  there  never  had 
been  anything  against  his  character,  and  that  he  was  much  looked  up 
to  at  Oxford. 

"  But  why  did  he  ask  so  particularly  ?"  he  wished  to  know. 

She  replied  by  communicating  lier  suspicions  that  Archer  was  pay- 
ing serious  attentions  to  Clara. 

A  pang  shot  through  Charles's  heart ;  yet  a  moment's  reflection 
reassured  him.  It  was  quite  unlikely  that  an  ambitious  and  world- 
ly-minded man  like  Archer,  should  think  of  marrying  a  girl  with  so 
small  a  fortune  as  Clara.  Besides,  they  were  not  in  the  least  suited 
to  each  other  in  character.  At  ail  events,  if  Archer  should  be  fas- 
cinated, Charles  was  sorry  for  him.  There  was  not  the  least  chance 
of  Clara's  liking  him.  Their  tastes,  feelings,  and  pursuits  were  quite 
nucongenial.  All  this  and  more  he  poured  forth  with  some  excite- 
ment to  his  annt ;  and  repeated  the  same  considerations  to  himself, 
for  his  own  contentment  and  reassurance,  while  tossing  restlessly  on 
his  bed  that  afternoon.  Yet,  in  spite  of  all,  he  could  not  help  feeling 
a  little  uneasy.    So  he  resolved  to  sound  Clara  himself. 

He  began  by  asking  her  rather  awkwardly  and  abruptly,  whether 
Archer  was  paying  her  any  attentions.  But  the  attack  was  too 
dureet  and  too  bluntly  made  to  serve  the  purpose  of  cross-exam- 
ination. She  replied  without  hesitation,  though  slightly  colour- 
ing— 

''  Of  course  he  does  ;  the  usual  attentions  that  every  young  man 
is  bound  ^  pay  to  every  young  woman  staying  in  the  same  house 
with  him.    He  cuts  bread  for  me  at  breakfast-time  ;  he  opens  the 

13 
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door  for  me  when  I  go  oot  of  the  room  ;  he  helps  me  over  the  stileB 
in  onr  walks.     Haye  you  any  objection,  Charles  ?" 

"  Don't  laugh,  Clara,  I  really  want  to  talk  to  you.  Have  you 
any  reason  to  think  from  Archer's  manner  that  he  has  any  serious 
feelings  for  you  ?" 

"  What  an  extraordinary  question  to  ask,  Charles  I  No,  cer- 
tainly not ;  he  has  never  given  me  the  slightest  reason  to  suspect 
it." 

Charles  put  down  her  high  colour  and  sparkling  eyes  to  anger  at 
his  interrogatory.    Still  he  ventured  one  more  question. 

**  Clara,  forgive  me  for  asking,  but  do  you  think  you  could  ever 
like  him,  if  he  liked  you  ?" 

"  Charles,"  she  cried,  "  this  is  too  much,  I  should  not  have  thought 
you  capable  of  such  want  of  delicacy.  Still,  lest  you  should  misun- 
derstand me,  I  will  answer  you.  It  is  quite  impossible  that  I  should 
ever  like  him.  He  is  the  last  man  I  should  ever  think  of.  We  are 
not  in  the  least  suited  to  each  other." 

Charles  was  satisfied,  for  he  did  not  consider  that  under  such  cir- 
cumstances the  only  possible  course  for  a  woman  is  to  plead  not 
guilty  ;  and  that  she  will  always  throw  the  responsibility  of  any  pre- 
varication to  which  she  may  be  driven  (and  not  altogether  unrea- 
sonably) upon  the  shoulders  of  her  questioner. 

This  interference,  however,  was  not  altogether  without  result.  Its 
effect  was  to  bring  out  Archer's  image  into  stronger  relief  in  Clara's 
fancy.  Hitherto  she  had  never  consciously  dwelt  upon  his  manner 
towards  her  ;  still  less  had  she  asked  herself  how  far  it  betokened 
a  serious  attachment,  or  how  far  in  such  case  she  could  return  the 
feeling.  But  now  such  thoughts  were  forced  upon  her.  The  con- 
versation between  brother  and  sister  had  occurred  at  bed  time,  when 
Clara  came  to  bid  Charles  good  night.  She  went  up  from  his  room 
to  her  own,  but  it  was  not  to  sleep.  Instead  of  undressing,  she 
flung  herself  upon  her  sofa,  buried  her  head  in  the  cushions,  and  re- 
signed herself  to  a  long  train  of  agitated  self-questionings  and  medi- 
tations. Can  it  be  true  that  he  really  likes  me  ?  was  her  first 
thought,  and  then  her  recollection  wandered  over  the  last  three 
weeks  :  and  words  and  looks,  and  tones,  came  vividly  before  her 
memory,  which  left  no  room  for  doubt. 

*'  But  yet,  after  all,  can  it  be  more  than  a  passing  feeling  on  his 
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part  7  Is  it  possible  he  can  foe  serionslj  attached  to  me  after  so 
short  an  acquaintance?  And  what  am  I  doing  troubling  myself 
with  such  questions  at  all  ?  at  any  rate,  I  could  never  care  for  him. 
But  then,  why  do  these  remembrances  of  his  looks  and  phrases 
haunt  me  thus  ?  Why  do  I  dwell  upon  them  with  pleasure  ?  Yes, 
I  confess  it  to  myself,  it  is  pleasure,  it  is  gratification  I  feel — though 
I  never  knew  it  nor  yielded  to  it  till  to-night.  But  I  will  not  yield 
to  this  any  longer.  After  all,  this  is  only  a  transient  weakness — ^it 
cannot — ^it  shall  not  be  more.  And  yet,  if  he  loves  me — ^if  he  loves 
me  earnestly,  fervently,  passionately — could  I  refuse — could  I  resist  ? 
Oh,  how  I  wish  I  had  never  met  him.  What  right  had  he  to  come 
here  disturbing  my  quiet  in  this  way  ?  Yet  what  use  in  wishing  ? 
he  is  here — and  what  am  I  to  do  ?  Oh,  let  me  drive  this  folly  from 
my  head  ?  Am  I  such  a  weak  school-girl  as  to  let  myself  be  flat- 
tered into  love  by  the  attentions  of  a  man  whom  I  know  so  little  ? 
No,  no,  it  shall  not  be.     And  yet — if  it  were" 

Thus  she  lay  for  hours  in  a  tumultuous  whirl  of  thought,  her  inind 
tossed  from  one  alternative  to  another  ;  still  resolving  not  to  yield, 
yet  every  moment  nearer  yielding ;  as  she  practically  exemplified 
the  truth  that  "  the  woman  who  deliberates  is  lost."  At  last  she 
was  startled  from  her  meditation  by  the  first  rays  of  dawn  striking 
in  upon  her  through  the  window. 

**  Already  morning  1"  she  exclaimed,  in  shame  and  mortification, 
and  hastened  to  betake  herself  to  bed,  with  the  problem  of  her 
heart  still  unsolved. 

There  was  a  certain  something  in  Clara's  manner  towards  Archer 
the  next  morning — an  undefinable  change  not  to  be  described  but 
to  be  felt — ^which  did  not  escape  the  acute  observation  of  her  aunt, 
while  it  filled  her  lover  with  rapturous  hopes  of  triumph. 

Aunt  Helen  said  to  herself  after  breakfast,  "  she  has  caught  the 
infection — I  did  not  think  so  yesterday — I  am  sure  to-day."  And 
she  resolved  to  write  to  her  brother,  who  was  Clara's  guardian,  and 
communicate  her  suspicions  on  the  subject. 

Her  letter  ran  as  follows  : 

**0KA8iim,  AvifUit  80. 

"  My  Dear  Henry, — As  you  are  left,  I  believe,  the  guardian  of 
Clara's  fortune  till  she  is  twenty-three,  I  suppose  you  ought  to  know 
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all  abont  her  proceedings,  though  she  has  already  attaiiied  her  legal 
majority.  Do  Dot  be  alarmed,  however.  She  has  not  done  any- 
thing wrong  or  silly.  Indeed,  she  has  done  nothing  at  all  as  yet. 
Bat,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  she  is  yery  likely  before  long  to  bestow 
her  heart  upon  a  very  clever  and  agreeable  young  man. 

"  The  youth  in  question  is  that  same  Mr.  Archer  whom  yon  have 
already  heard  of  as  the  friend  who  managed  so  kindly  and  skilfully 
for  Charles  after  his  unlucky  accident.  I  have  sounded  Charles 
abont  him,  and  learn  that  he  has  got  property  somewhere  in  West- 
moreland, of  about  JS500  a-year  ;  also  a  fellowship  of  some  Oxford 
college,  which  however  would  vanish  upon  his  marriage.  He  was 
highly  distinguished  at  the  university,  and  is  now  preparing  himself 
for  the  bar.  He  has  also  lately  got  employment  as  a  writer  for  the 
'  Vane,'  which  gives  him  a  considerable  increase  of  income.  Alto- 
gether, with  the  prospects  which  his  talents  must  give  him,  I  should 
think  he  could  not  be  such  a  bad  match  for  Clara.  But  probably 
you  will  not  be  satisfied  without  investigating  these  points  more 
accurately.  I  think  I  cannot  be  mistaken  in  believing  that  his 
attentions  mean  something  serious  ;  and  I  should  conclude,  though 
more  doubtfully,  from  Clara's  manner,  that  she  would  not  be  likely 
to  refuse  him. 

"  Georgina,  as  you  know,  is  here,  and  does  her  best  to  throw  the 
young  people  together.  She  has  all  a  mother's  usual  wish  to  see  her 
daughters  married,  and  she  has  taken  a  great  fancy  to  this  Mr. 
Archer.  Indeed,  he  has  done  his  best  to  make  himself  agreeable  to 
her  ;  as  was  natural  under  the  circumstances,  and  quite  sdon  Us  regies. 
His  tact  is  tried  to  the  utmost  in  dealing  with  Georgina ;  for  she, 
having  heard  much  of  his  distinction  as  a  scholar,  is  constantly 
attempting  to  talk  to  him  on  literary  subjects,  in  order  to  display 
her  own  erudition  ;  and,  in  so  doing,  she  blunders  worse  than  Mrs. 
Malaprop,  as  you  can  fancy.  In  these  cases  he  has  to  be  careful, 
not  merely  to  command  liis  countenance  and  answer  her  politely,  but 
to  resist  his  natural  inclination  to  draw  her  out,  which  would  of 
course  be  offensive  to  Clara.  But  he  really  manages  capitally,  and 
sometimes  contrives  to  give  quite  a  sensible  turn  to  her  most  absurd 
speeches. 

"  She  certainly  must  put  his  risible  nerves  to  a  sore  trial  some- 
times.   Yesterday,  for  instance,  on  hearing  that  her  maiden  name 
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was  Harford,  he  asked  her  whether  she  was  related  to  the  Harfords 
of  Harford  Hall,  in  this  neighbourhood.  She  replied  in  the  negative, 
adding  that  she  believed  she  had  no  relatives  of  her  own  name  in 
the  world.  Mr.  Archer  remarked  that  the  same  was  the  case  with 
himself. 

'* '  Oh,  how  carious  I'  she  exclaimed,  *  then  perhaps  we  are  related 
to  each  other.' 

"  He  answered  without  the  slightest  change  of  countenance  that 
she  was  very  kind  in  saying  so,  and  that  he  only  hoped  her  conjec- 
ture might  be  verified. 

" '  Yes,'  she  said,  *  I  think  we  feel  an  attraction  of  confinity,  as 
you  would  say  at  Oxford.' 

"The  other  day  she  was  confiding  to  him  her  sorrow  for  her 
nephew  (her  sister's  son),  who  has  lately  been  plucked  at  Cam- 
bridge. 

"  *  He  was  examined  in  Horace,'  she  said,  *  and  was  set  to  trans- 
late the  Art  Poetica,  and  was  plucked  for  making  mistakes  in  it. 
Do  you  consider  that  a  difficult  book,  Mr.  Archer  ?' 

"  '  Perhaps  it  is  rather  difficult,'  replied  he,  '  for  a  man  who  has 
not  studied  it  carefully.' 

" '  Ah  I'  she  said,  '  Mr.  Morgan  teUs  me  that  in  his  time  at  Har- 
row every  boy  of  fourteen  would  have  known  it.  But,  you  see,  my 
poor  nephew  was  brought  up  at  home.  I  tell  my  sister  it  all  comes 
of  home  education. 

"  Mr.  Archer  responded  by  some  commonplace  about  the  benefit 
of  public  schools. 

**  *  But  one  thing  is  very  odd,  though,'  said  Georgina,  *  Mr.  Mor- 
gan told  me  the  Art  Poetica  was  the  first  thing  in  Horace  to  read  ; 
but  when  I  came  to  look  at  the  book,  I  found  that  it  was  quite  at 
the  end  of  the  volume.  So  that  partly  accounts  for  poor  Tom's  not 
knowing  it.  Don't  you  think  it  ought  to  be  printed  first,  Mr. 
Archer,  for  it  is  rather  hard  upon  young  men  to  be  deceived  in  that 
way.' 

"  *  Indeed,'  he  said,  *  that  never  struck  me  before  ;  but  consider- 
ing the  general  nature  of  the  treatise,  it  might  perhaps  be  an  advan- 
tage to  print  it  as  a  kind  of  introduction  to  the  other  poems.' 

"  Georgina,  however,  gives  us  less  and  less  of  her  company  every 
day  now,  for  she  has  fairly  placed  herself  under  the  water  cure.  Not 
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that  she  has  anything  the  matter  with  her,  but  Dr.  Hombnrg  has 
persaaded  her  that  her  constitation  wants  strengthening,  and  that 
there  is  nothing  like  hydropathy  for  her  case.  So  she  is  regnlarly 
wrapped  in  wet  sheets  three  times  a  day,  besides  being  planged 
alternately  into  baths  of  boiling  steam  and  ice-cold  water.  The 
rest  of  her  time  is  necessarily  taken  up  with  drying  and  dressing 
after  these  operations  ;  so  that  for  the  last  five  days  we  have 
scarcely  seen  her,  except  at  meal  times. 

*'  You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  Charles's  leg  is  getting  daily 
stronger  ;  and  the  surgeon  promises  to  let  him  get  up,  and  to  rid 
him  of  his  splints  in  a  few  days  more.  His  general  health  has  been 
very  good  for  the  last  three  months,  and  he  has  been  quite  free 
from  cough,  so  that  it  is  now  evident  that  the  slight  spitting  of 
blood  which  he  had  last  term  at  Oxford  was  merely  from  the  throat 
or  stomach. 

"  With  love  to  your  wife  and  the  children,  I  am,  my  dear  Henry, 
your  affectionate  sister, 

"  Helen  Bampton." 

The  day  on  which  the  above  letter  was  written  was  a  momentoos 
one  in  Clara's  life.  She  had  distinctly  realized  to  herself,  for  the 
first  time,  the  possibility  of  her  returning  Archer's  love  if  he  should 
persevere. 

When  her  eyes  first  met  his  that  morning,  a  mutual  glance  revealed 
new  depths  of  meaning.  From  that  time  there  was  an  unavowed 
understanding  established  between  them — the  tacit  confession  of 
either  heart  that  she  knew  that  he  loved  her,  and  that  he  knew 
she  knew  it. 

When  this  point  is  reached,  the  growth  of  love  is  rapid  in  a 
woman's  heart ;  especially  in  a  woman  of  the  impulsive  and  passion- 
ate nature  of  Clara.  She  felt  herself  drawn  irresistibly  onwards 
by  a  sweet  compulsion,  and  ceased  to  struggle  against  the  force 
which  mastered  her.  She  now  no  longer  hesitated  to  stay  in  the 
sitting-room  after  breakfast,  while  her  aunt  was  tending  Charles, 
and  her  mother  was  being  tended  by  Dr.  Homburg.  And  Archer 
lingered  uncondemned,  not  for  a  few  mmutes  of  chat,  but  for  hours 
of  unintermitted  talk. 

Their  conversation  had  become  insensibly  less  brilliant  and  more 
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earnest,  less  intellectaal  and  more  sentimental.  He  recited  poetry 
to  her — ^Wordsworth  and  Tennyson,  and  Coleridge, — and  they 
talked  over  and  compared  their  favonrite  poems  ;  or  he  translated 
to  her  eloquent  passages  of  Richter  or  of  Goethe,  or  initiated  her 
into  the  poetic  dreams  of  oriental  idealism.  Nay,  he  even  ventured 
to  talk  religion — not  Christianity,  indeed,  but  yet  something  which 
approached  in  phraseology  to  Christianity — that  dreamy  natui*e- 
worship  in  which  pantheism  sometimes  conceals  its  true  deformity, 
under  a  mist  of  borrowed  pietism  and  emotional  religion. 

At  length  about  five  weeks  after  Charles's  accident,  and  a  fort- 
night after  his  cross-examination  of  his  sister,  the  ladies  and  Archer 
were  invited  to  a  picnic  by  some  neighbours  with  whom  Miss  Ellen 
Bampton  had  made  acquaintance.  The  party  were  to  lunch  on  the 
banks  of  Stickle  Tarn,  at  the  foot-of  Langdale  Pikes,  and  to  retm'n 
over  the  mountain  by  Easedale.  Charles  was  left  to  the  enjoyment 
of  a  new  novel  which  had  just  arrived  from  London,  and  the  rest 
started  for  their  ramble.  It  was  one  of  those  perfect  days  in  the 
beginning  of  September,  the  very  perfection  of  which  affects  imagi- 
native tempers  like  Clara's  with  that  shade  of  melancholy  so  well 
expressed  by  Herbert — 

'*  Sweet  day,  so  oool,  so  calm,  so  brighi. 

The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky, 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fall  to-night, 
For  thou  most  die.*" 

Such  a  mood  suited  well  with  the  new  thoughts  which  had  now 
taken  complete  possession  of  her  soul ;  and  she  resigned  herself  to 
the  influence  of  the  season  and  of  the  scene. 

The  party  went  in  cars  over  Loughrigg,  by  the  road  which  leads 
to  Langdale,  and  thence  ascended  the  valley  as  far  as  wheels  could 
go.  Thence  they  climbed  the  Pikes,  and  having  enjoyed  the  magni- 
ficent panorama  of  sea  and  land  from  their  summit,  they  came  down 
the  hill  again  upon  another  side,  and  seated  themselves  among  the 
rocks  and  heather  above  the  tarn,  where  their  luncheon  had  been 
already  spread  for  them  by  the  servants  in  attendance. 

When  the  meal  was  over,  the  company  set  out  to  walk  homeward 
over  the  mountain.  Clara  had  taken  Archer's  arm,  and  he  contrived 
gradually  to  linger  behind  ;  so  that  at  last,  before  Clara  noticed  it, 
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they  had  lost  sight  of  their  compamoDS,  who  had  disappeared  behind 
a  knoll  in  the  mountain  side,  where  the  descent  to  Easedale  begins. 

Then  Archer,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  hills,  turned  a 
little  to  the  left,  upon  a  course  which  he  knew  would  bring  them  not 
to  Easedale,  but  to  the  High  Raise,  from  whence  they  could  descend 
upon  Orasmere  on  the  other  side  of  Helm  Crag.  His  object  in  this 
mancBuyre  was  to  insure  an  undisturbed  iete-d-4^  with  Clara,  for  ho 
had  resolved  to  bring  his  pursuit  to  a  conclusion,  and  win  or  lose  the 
prize  to-day. 

His  opportunity  was  well  chosen.  They  reached  the  watershed 
of  the  mountain,  which  separates  Borrowdale  from  Orasmere,  just 
as  the  declining  sun  was  beginning  to  fling  oyer  the  ravines  and 
ridges  of  Helvellyn  those  poetic  tints  which  possess  a  power  so 
mysterious  over  the  emotions  of  the  human  heart.  The  huge  moun- 
tain rose  in  front  of  the  lovers 

"Steeped  in  the  dying  sun's  pathetic  light." 

They  paused  by  a  joint  impulse  to  admire  the  glorious  spectacle. 

"  How  very,  very  beautiful  I"  exclaimed  Clara,  as  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears.  ''  Surely  there  must  be  something  divine  in  that  which 
so  deeply  stirs  the  heart  of  man." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Archer.  "  How  can  we  doubt  the  divinity 
which  we  feel  within  us  ? — 

*  A  presence  that  distarbs  me  with  the  joy 
Of  elevated  thoughts ;  a  sense  sublime 
Of  something  far  more  deeply  interfused, 
Whose  dwelling  is  the  light  of  setting  snns, 
And  the  round  ocean  and  the  living  air, 
And  the  blue  sky,  and  in  the  mind  of  i 


And  as  he  spoke  he  ventured  to  press  her  arm. 

''  Glorious  lines,  indeed,"  said  Clara,  anxious  to  say  something  in 
order  to  throw  off  the  embarrassment  created  by  this  movement  ; 
"  but  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  understand  what  Wordsworth 
meant  by  that  *  something  far  more  deeply  interfused.'" 

'*  I  think,"  said  Archer,  "  that  he  speaks  of  that  living  force 
which  knits  together  the  members  of  this  mysterious  universe  each 
to  each — 
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"  *  All  are  but  parts  of  one  tremendous  whole, 
Whose  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  souL*  *' 

We  cannot  donbt  that  there  is  a  vital  principle  which  binds  and  bar 
monises  together  the  spiritaal  and  the  material  world.  If  we  speak 
of  it  in  the  abstract,  we  may  call  it  God,  or  truth,  or  law  ;  when  it 
inflnences  the  unconscious  atoms  of  matter,  we  name  it  attraction  ; 
when  it  links  human  hearts  together,  or  rather  blends  them  into  one, 
we  call  it  love.  Oh,  Miss  Bampton — oh,  Clara — ^will  yon,  can  you 
give  me  any  hope  that  the  time  might  ever  come  when  you  would 
deign  to  suffer  that  influence  to  draw  your  heart  to  mine  ?" 

She  did  not  answer  him,  but  for  an  instant  raised  her  eyes  to  his, 
and  one  look  said  enough.  From  that  fatal  moment  the  destiny  of 
Clara  was  indissolubly  united  with  that  of  Archer. 


13* 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


THE  KABRIAGK. 


TwiLiOHT  was  already  fading  into  dask,  when  the  lorers  reached 
Douche  Hall.  Clara's  first  impulse  was  to  run  to  Charles's  room. 
He  was  lying  on  a  couch,  absorbed  in  the  last  volume  of  his  novel, 
and  not  having  yet  heard  of  the  return  of  the  picnic  party,  which 
had  not  very  long  preceded  that  of  Archer  and  Clara.  She  flung 
her  arms  round  her  brother's  neck,  hid  her  face  on  his  shoulder,  and 
before  he  could  ask  what  was  the  matter,  she  sobbed  out, 

"  Oh,  Charles  I  I  deceived  you  that  time  you  questioned  me — ^I 
could  not  help  it.  But  now  I  am  come  to  tell  you  your  Mend  lov^ 
me,  and  I  have  promised  to  be  his  wife  1" 

Charles  started  up  with  an  impetuosity  which  threatened  to  shat- 
ter the  newly-cemented  bones  and  tendons  of  his  leg. 

"  Friend  I"  "  Wife  I"  he  cried,  "  What  do  you  man,  Clara  ?  What 
are  you  talking  of?  What  is  all  this  about?  Speak — speak  I 
Why  don't  you  answer  me  ?" 

For  Clara,  shocked  by  Ws  tone  and  manner,  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands  and  made  no  reply.    After  a  moment  she  looked  up  and  said, 

"  Did  you  not  hear  me,  Charles  ?  What  can  you  mean  by  this 
strange  manner  ?  I  came  to  you  for  sympathy,''  and  again  she  bent 
down  her  head  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

"  Sympathy,  Clara  I  Did  you  expect  me  to  rejoice  at  the  loss  of 
the  one  thing  on  earth  which  I  care  for — our  love  for  each  other  ? 
Did  you  think  I  should  be  pleased  to  hear  that  a  stranger  had  stolen 
from  me  in  a  month  the  treasure  which  I  have  spent  my  life  in  stor- 
ing and  watching  ?" 

"  Dearest,  dearest  Charles,  don't  speak  in  that  way — ^it  will  kill 
me.  Oh,  why  should  my  love  for  you  be  less  because  I  can  find 
room  in  my  heart  for  your  most  intimate  friend  ?" 
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Then  seeing  him  turn  away  impatientlj, 

"Pray,  pray  believe  me,  dear,  dear  brother — I  love  you  more  at 
this  moment  than  ever  I  did/' 

And  in  saying  this  she  spoke  what  she  believed  to  be  the  truth. 
For  the  first  transport  of  a  new  affection,  far  from  draining  the 
older  cella  of  the  heart,  fills  them  to  the  brim  out  of  its  own  abound- 
ing store  of  sweetness. 

"  Clara,  it  is  of  no  use  deceiving  ourselves,"  answered  Charles 
after  a  moody  silence  of  some  minutes.  "  Our  love  belongs  to  the 
past  from  this  moment.  It  was  no  commonplace  brother-and-sister 
friendship  which  united  us.  We  have  been  everything  to  each 
other.  I  have  had  no  thought  or  feeling  in  which  you  did  not 
share.  My  heart  was  yours,  and  yours  was  mine ;  and  now  it  is 
mine  no  longer,  but — oh,  Clara,  Clara, — ^it  is  Archer's  now." 

"It  is  yours  still,  Charles,  indeed  it  is,"  she  answered,  " and  when 
this  momentary  pique  is  over  you  will  feel  that  you  are  now  yield- 
ing to  a  mere  passing  jealousy  quite  unworthy  of  you." 

"  No,  Clara,  that  can  never  be.  The  past  is  over.  I  might  have 
known  it  must  come  to  this,  some  time  or  other,  but  I  did  not  expect 
it  so  soon.  Yet  that  is  not  the  worst.  If  I  could  but  think  you 
had  chosen  rightly  for  your  own  happiness,  I  love  you  well  enough 
even  to  rcbign  your  love." 

"  Oh,  Charles  I  How  unreasonable  I  how  unkind  !  when  he  is 
your  most  intimate  Mend  I" 

"  My  companion,  Clara,  but  not  my  friend,  nor  intimate.  The 
association  between  us  has  been  a  communion  of  the  inteUect,  not 
of  the  heart." 

"  Then  it  shall  be  a  union  of  hearts,  if  it  has  not  been,  dear 
Charles.  Yes,  you  will  learn  to  love  him  for  my  sake,  as  he  already 
loves  you  for  your  own." 

"  I  fear  not,  Clara.  There  never  can  be  any  true  sympathy 
between  us.  Besides,  I  do  not  feel  enough  of  trust  in  his  principles 
to  be  sure  that  he  will  make  you  happy.  I  don't  like  the  idea  of 
your  marrying  a  freethinker." 

"  Nay,  Charles,  now  you  are  evidently  giving  way  to  a  mere 
pique.    How  often  have  you  quoted  to  me  approvingly  those  lines — 

*  There  lires  more  faith  in  honest  doubt, 
Beli^ye  me,  than  in  half  the  creeds.* 
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How  often  haye  yon  confessed  that  yon  are  a  fireethinker  yonr^ 
self  1" 

"  Trne,  Clara,  and  I  blame  myself  for  doing  so.  I  ought  not 
to  have  said  what  might  unsettle  yonr  faith  when  I  had  nothing 
hotter  to  give  you  m  exchange  for  it.  But  we  were  so  one  toge- 
ther that  I  could  not  help  letting  you  see  to  the  bottom  of  my  mind. 
Yet,  at  any  rate,  I  have  faith  in  yirtne,  and  in  the  eternal  difference 
of  right  and  wrong,  while  Archer  has  faith  in  nothing." 

"  You  wrong  him,  Charles,  most  cruelly.  I  know  from  his  own 
lips  how  deep  a  faith  he  has  in  the  supreme  goodness  and  beauty 
wliich  pervades  and  governs  the  universe.  But  you  are  not  in  a 
state  of  mind  to  talk  about  him  now,  and  it  will  make  me 
angry  if  I  stay  to  listen  to  you  any  longer.  Yet  give  me  one  kiss 
before  I  go.'' 

Charles  kissed  her  coldly,  saying,  in  a  mournful  tone,  "  Good 
night— God  bless  you  ^ — and  she  was  gone,  leaving  her  brother  a 
prey  to  to  the  bitterest  pangs  of  mortified  affection,  jealousy  and 
despair. 

It  was  curious  how  much  the  thoughts  of  Archer's  infidelity 
weighed  upon  his  mind.  No  doubt,  whomever  Clara  had  married, 
he  would  have  had  to  go  through  something  of  the  vexation  which 
he  now  experienced  ;  for  he  would  always  have  felt  that  she 
deserted  him  for  a  rival.  But  it  was  a  sore  aggravation  of  his 
distress  to  know  that  she  was  giving  herself,  and  the  happiness  of 
her  whole  life,  to  the  care  of  a  man  of  godless  principles.  Nor 
is  this  an  uncommon  case.  Probably  there  are  few  unbelievers 
who  would  like  to  see  their  sister  or  daughter  marry  an  Atheist ; 
still  fewer  who  would  wish  to  marry  a  female  unbeliever  them- 
selves. And  surely  they  thus  against  their  will  bear  an  unconscious 
testimony,  if  not  to  the  truth,  at  least  to  the  moral  benefits  of 
Christianity,  not  unlike  that  which  Tertullian  calls  the  *'  teiiimonium 
amma  natwraUier  Christiana.*' 

Clara  was  less  surprised  and  shocked  by  what  Charles  had  said 
cf  Archer's  infidelity  than  most  women  would  have  been.  For  she 
had  long  been  accustomed  to  hear  Charles  himself  speak  of  religious 
truth  as  an  open  question,  and  he  had  not  concealed  from  her  his  rejec- 
tion of  what  he  termed  "  the  popular  theology."  Besides  this,  her 
o^vn  faith  had  never  rested  on  any  firm  foundation.  She  acquiesced 
indeed  in  the   traditional  creed  of  her  elders,   but  it  had  never 
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become  a  liTing  element  of  her  life.  Her  tendencj  was  rather  to 
imagination  than  to  speculation,  and  she  was  therefore  able  to  turn 
away  her  thoughts  from  donbtfnl  questionings  with  little  trouble. 
In  addition  to  all  this,  her  faith  had,  like  that  of  her  brother,  been 
severely  shaken  by  the  absurdities  which  she  had  seen  identified 
with  religion  by  the  extreme  parties  at  Summerham.  And  as  each 
of  these  parties  agreed  in  assuring  her  that  the  other  was  in  fatal 
error,  she  naturally  was  led  to  doubt  whether  truth  was  taught 
by  either. 

Hence  she  had  gradually  dropped  those  habits  which  are  abso- 
lutely necessary  for  the  sustainment  of  personal  piety  ;  private  prayer, 
self-examination,  and  visiting  of  the  sick  and  poor.  Yet  she  was 
not  consciously  an  unbeliever,  but  shrank  from  the  subject  of  religion 
altogether  ;  preferring  to  exclude  it  from  her  thoughts,  from  a  vague 
notion  that  investigation  would  only  confirm  her  floating  doubts,  and 
prove  the  rottenness  of  the  ground  on  which  she  stood. 

At  the  same  time  she  was  not  without  occasional  accesses  of  reli- 
gions emotion,  brought  on  from  time  to  time  by  the  influence  of 
cathedral  architecture,  sacred  music,  or  devotional  poetry.  But  such 
fits  were  transitory  and  intermittent,  nor  did  they  leave  behind  them 
any  abiding  impress  upon  her  convictions. 

But  even  if  she  had  been  far  more  stedfast  m  her  faith,  Clara  was 
not  now  in  a  mood  to  attach  its  due  weight  to  Charles's  accusation 
of  his  friend.  His  injustice  (as  she  deemed  it)  inclined  her  to  cling 
to  Archer  with  the  more  confiding  trust.  She  was  deeply  and  pas- 
sionately in  love  ;  and  it  is  not  the  nature  of  a  woman's  love  to  be 
shaken  by  doubts  concerning  the  theoretical  inferences  which  may 
be  drawn  by  hostile  criticism  from  her  lover's  opinions.  The  conse- 
quence of  such  attacks  is  but  to  turn  her  into  his  partisan,  and  to 
alienate  her  from  the  views  of  his  antagonists. 

Thus  a  mutual  estrangement  and  distrust  began  to  separate  the 
hearts  of  the  brother  and  sister ;  moreover,  as  Charles  was  now 
convalescent,  he  needed  no  further  nursing  ;  and  Clara  had,  there- 
fore, an  excuse  for  leaving  him  to  the  society  of  his  other  relatives, 
while  she  devoted  herself,  with  the  engrossing  fervour  of  a  first  pas- 
sion, to  the  exclusive  companionship  of  Archer,  whose  endearments 
were  a  fountain  of  uncloying  joy,  which  surprised  her  by  its  novelty, 
while  it  intoxicated  her  with  a  perpetual  thrill  of  rapture. 
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For  Archer  too  was  anfcignedly  in  love ;  not,  indeed,  that  his 
heart  was  or  coold  be  touched  with  a  disinterested  feeling  of  attach- 
ment ;  bat  his  senses  and  imagination  were  kindled  into  a  glow  by 
the  beauty  and  grace  of  Clara,  and  by  the  shy  cojmess  with  which 
at  first  she  half  shrank  from  those  manifestations  of  his  affection 
which  gave  her  a  delight  almost  too  keen  to  bear. 

The  sight  of  this  companionship  was  gall  and  wormwood  to 
Charles.  He  felt  more  and  more  distate  for  Archer,  kept  out  of  his 
way  as  far  as  he  coald,  and  hardly  answered  his  remarks  when  he 
addressed  him.  The  bitterest  pang  was  when  meeting  the  lovers 
unawares,  at  some  turn  in  the  mountain  paths,  he  detected  Archer's 
arm  round  Clara's  waist ;  or  when  he  espied  her  in  some  sheltered 
recess  among  the  rocks,  inrisible,  as  she  flattered  herself,  to  eyes 
profane,  with  her  head  resting  on  her  lover's  shoulder. 

"  How  disgusting  I"  he  exclaimed  one  day  to  his  aunt.  **  How 
preposterous  it  seems  that  a  woman  should  be  capable  of  forsaking 
in  this  way  all  she  has  ever  loved  for  a  man  who  was  an  utter 
stranger  to  her  a  month  ago ;  and  actually  permitting  him  to 
embrace  her  too  I  I  csjmot  understand  it.  To  me  it  is  ntterlj 
revolting  and  unnatural." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  Charles,"  replied  his  aunt,  "  not  wmatural,  what- 
ever else  you  may  think  of  it.  Eminently  natural,  I  should  call  it, 
and,  according  to  the  universal  laws  of  nature  herself,  that  a  woman 
should  leave  her  father  and  mother  and  cleave  to  her  husband.  It 
would  be  very  unnatural  if  she  did  not." 

"  Well,  at  any  rate,"  said  Charles,  "  it  is  very  disgusting,  and  I 
cannot  think  how  a  rational  being  can  bring  herself  to  it." 

''  Probably,"  answered  his  aunt,  **  she  does  not  bring  herself  to 
it  exactly  by  a  process  of  reasoning.  But  instinct  is  stronger 
than  reason." 

"  And  how  unworthy,"  cried  Charles,  "  of  an  intelligent  person  to 
suffer  herself  to  be  under  the  dominion  of  instinct,  just  like  one  of 
the  inferior  animals.  Bat  it  is  no  ose  mourning  over  the  matter.  I 
can  do  nothing  to  mend  it." 

"  The  best  thing  for  you,"  said  aunt  Helen,  "  would  be  to  go  and 
do  likewise,  I  think.  That  would  soon  console  you  for  Clara's  deser- 
tion, if  you  insist  on  thinking  she  has  deserted  you." 

"  That  is  easier  said  than  done,"  replied  Charles  ;  "  but,  at  all 
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events,  I  won't  stay  here  and  see  this  reyolting  exhibition  of  amatory 
endearments  any  longer." 

**  We  shall  none  of  us  stay  here  after  this  week,"  said  his  aunt, 
'*  your  uncle's  letter  of  yesterday  has  decided  our  plans.  Clara  and 
your  mother  have  just  settled  on  returning  next  Monday  to  Sum- 
merham,  and  I  go  with  them.  Your  friend  Archer  will  go  to-morrow 
to  London,  to  see  if  he  can  make  interest  for  some  appointment, 
which,  as  he  has  been  privately  informed,  will  soon  be  vacant." 

''  And  so  all  this  is  settled  without  any  one  consulting  me,"  said 
Charles  ;  "  I  am  indeed  become  a  cipher  in  my  own  family." 

"  Nonsense,  Charles.  You  saw  your  uncle's  letter  yesterday,  and 
when  we  were  all  discussing  plans  last  night,  you  chose  to  go  off 
sulkily  to  your  own  room  instead  of  joining  in  the  discussion." 

''  Yes,"  said  Charles,  "  because  I  could  not  bear  so  see  manmia 
give  up  her  place  next  Clara  on  the  sofa  to  that  fellow.  And  then 
the  way  they  read  the  letter  together,  sitting  so  close  that  Clara's 
curls  touched  his  whiskers,  as  they  bent  over  the  paper  I  It  made 
me  quite  sick  I" 

"  Well,  well,  you  must  learn  to  bear  it.  But  what  are  you  think- 
ing of  doing  with  yourself  tUl  Oxford  meets  again." 

**  Oh,  I  shall  go  on  to  Scotland,  and  take  a  tour  in  the  Highlands. 
That  will  do  to  pass  the  time.  But  I  have  no  heart  for  anything. 
Only  one  must  be  somewhere." 

"  Ah,  I  can  quite  understand  your  vexation  at  being  no  longer  first 
with  Clara,"  said  his  aunt,  '^  but  that's  a  trial  which  you  must  have 
known  would  inevitably  come  some  time  or  other.  You  could  not 
have  expected  a  lovely  girl  like  Clara  to  remain  an  old  maid  all  her 
life  for  your  sake.  And  really  I  cannot  pity  you  much  ;  for  at  your 
age  you  are  quite  sure  soon  to  find  the  natural  remedy  for  such  a 
disappointment,  by  taking  to  yourself  another  Clara." 

The  letter  from  Mr.  Henry  Bampton  which  was  alluded  to  in  the 
above  conversation,  had  been  written  in  answer  to  an  announcement 
of  Clara's  engagement,  which  he  had  received  from  Mrs.  Bampton. 
He  wrote  as  follows  : — 

"  My  Dear  Georgina, — From  Helen's  letter  a  fortnight  since,  I 
expected  that  I  should  soon  receive  some  such  announcement  as  I 
have  got  from  you  this  morning.     It  is  no  use  now  for  me  to  say 
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that  it  would  perhaps  hare  been  wiser  if  yoa  had  not  thrown  dara 
so  mach  into  the  society  of  this  Mr.  Archer  till  yon  knew  more 
about  him.  I  regret  that  yoa  have  given  your  sanction  so  nnre- 
serredly  to  their  engagement.  But  yet,  I  suppose,  you  could  hardly 
have  refused,  after  Clara  had  once  made  up  her  mind  ;  for  she  is 
just  the  girl  to  be  wilful  in  such  a  matter.  With  her  beauty,  she 
might  have  done  better  for  herself ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  she 
might  have  done  worse. 

"  I  have  made  some  inquiries  about  Mr.  Archer,  and  find  that  you 
do  not  at  all  exaggerate  his  Oxford  reputation.  I  am  told  also  that 
he  has  written  some  of  the  best  leaders  in  the  '  Y ane '  of  late. 
This  latter  connexion,  may  probably,  if  well  managed,  prove  the 
best  string  in  his  bow ;  for  the  '  Vane '  governs  everything,  and 
everybody  now-a-days  ;  and  a  leading  member  of  its  staff  is  pretty 
sure  to  force  himself  into  sorne  preferment,  if  he  plays  his  cards 
discreetly. 

**  I  also  had  an  opportunity  of  asking  a  l^al  Mend  of  mine,  who 
is  well  acquainted  with  Westmoreland,  about  Mr.  Archer's  property 
there.  He  knew  its  locality  though  he  had  not  seen  it ;  but  he  said 
he  was  pretty  certain  that  its  rental  could  not  be  above  j£300 
a-year. 

**  As  the  guardian  of  Clara's  fortune,  I  should  feel  bound  to  insist 
upon  her  not  marrying  till  Mr.  Archer  can  offer  her  a  settled  home 
and  position.  It  is  out  of  the  question  that  they  can  live  in  London' 
for  less  than  iSlOO  a-year  at  the  very  least ;  and  as  his  legal  studies 
and  chambers  will  cost  him  £200,  I  cannot  give  my  consent  to  the 
marriage  till  they  have  a  net  income  of  £900  a-year  between  them. 
After  all,  they  are  both  very  young  ;  and  two  or  three  years'  engage- 
ment will  do  them  no  harm. 

"  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  Mr.  Archer  when  he  comes  up  to  town 
after  the  vacation,  and  we  can  then  talk  over  these  matters  at  our 
leisure.    Meanwhile,  believe  me,  my  dear  Geoigina, 

"  Yours  affectionately, 

"  BjENRT  BufFTON." 

The  same  post  which  brought  this  letter  conveyed  to  Archer  the 
announcement  of  a  vacancy  which  he  had  been  for  some  time  expect* 
ing  in  an  office  which  he  coveted.     The  situation  in  question  was  u 
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secretaryship  of  legation  in  an  embassy  resident  at  one  of  the  smaller 
European  courts.  The  income  was  only  jS800  a-year,  bat  the  post 
had  often  been  a  stepping-stone  to  higher  employment.  Archer  had 
a  well-founded  reliance  on  his  talents,  and  felt  sure  that  if  he  could 
ODce  plant  his  foot  on  the  first-step  of  the  ladder  he  should  in  due 
time  mount  to  the  top. 

Moreover,  he  was  somewhat  impatient  in  his  nature,  and  he  did 
not  relish  the  long  prospect  of  drudgery  to  *which  even  the  most 
brilliant  abilities  must  submit  before  they  can  win  success  at  the  Bar. 
He  had  already  put  some  engines  in  motion,  to  secure  this  diplomatic 
appointment ;  and  he  had  reason  to  know  that  the  Foreign  Secre- 
tary (in  whose  gift  it  was)  appreciated  the  services  rendered  him  by 
certain  vigorous  articles  which  had  appeared  in  a  leading  journal. 
But  now  that  it  was  actually  vacant,  he  thought  it  wise  to  go  at 
once  to  London,  in  order  to  stimulate  by  his  presence  the  energies 
of  his  friends  ;  and  to  insert  instantly  a  strong  leader  in  the  *  Vane ' 
on  the  importance  of  administrative  reform,  especially  to  the  efficiency 
of  the  diplomatic  service.  Accordingly,  he  bade  a  temporary  fare- 
well to  Clara  the  next  morning  ;  and  in  two  days  after,  the  whole 
party  had  dispersed. 

Not  many  days  had  passed  after  Mrs.  Bampton  return  to  Summer- 
ham,  when  Archer  made  his  appearance  there,  with  the  announce- 
ment that  his  application  had  been  successful.  He  had  also  satisfied 
Mr.  Henry  Bampton  as  to  the  prudence  of  an  immediate  marriage, 
and  was  the  bearer  of  a  note  from  that  excellent  gentleman,  expressing 
his  entire  approval  and  concurrence.  He  now  pressed  Clara  to  name 
an  early  day.  And  as  she  had  no  good  reason  to  assign  against  his 
demand,  it  was  decided  that  the  weddmg  should  take  place  as  soon 
as  the  trousseau  could  be  purchased  and  the  settlements  completed. 
As  Summerham  was  full  of  fashionable  milliners,  shoemakers,  haber- 
dashers, and  bonnet  shops.  Archer  argued  that  the  providing  of  the 
trousseau  could  not  possibly  take  a  fortnight.  But  Clara  told  him 
not  to  meddle  with  matters  that  were  too  high  for  him  ;  and  Mrs. 
Bampton  declared  that  it  was  quite  impossible  to  have  things  ready 
under  six  weeks.  The  lawyers,  also,  it  seemed,  could  not  proraige  to 
have  the  settlements  finished  in  less  than  a  month  ;  so,  after  due 
deliberation  the  marriage  was  finally  fixed  for  the  end  of  November. 
The  young  couple  were  then  to  spend  the  winter  in  London,  and  to 
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proceed  to  the  continent  in  the  early  spring,  when  Ardier  would  be 
required  to  enter  on  his  official  duties. 

Charles  was  in  Scotland  when  he  received  a  letter  from  Clara, 
announcing  the  time  fixed  for  her  marriage.  The  news  took  him  by 
surprise,  for  he  had  persuaded  himself  that  Ardier  had  no  chance  of 
obtaining  so  important  a  post  as  that  for  which  he  had  applied  He 
had  therefore  looked  forward  to  the  prolongation  of  the  engage- 
ment for  two  or  three  years,  and  had  hoped  that  in  the  coarse  of 
time  something  might  happen  to  break  it  off.  But  now  this  last  hope 
was  frustrated.  He  answered  Clara  in  a  melancholy  strain,  and  spoke 
not  without  bitterness,  of  the  unexpected  speed  of  her  arrangements. 
But  he  did  not  positively  refuse  her  entreaty  that  he  would  be  present 
at  her  marriage.  Soon  afterwards  he  returned  to  Oxford,  without 
coming  to  Summerham  on  his  way. 

The  six  weeks  demanded  by  the  lawyers  and  the  dressmakers 
glided  rapidly  away.  Clara  spent  the  greater  part  of  them  in  Lon- 
don, whither  Mrs.  Bampton  had  taken  her  to  order  the  trousseau. 
Archer  had  accompanied  them,  and  the  lovers  met  duly  at  Mr. 
Henry  Bampton's,  where  the  bride  elect  was  staying  with  her 
mother.  They  did  not  return  to  Summerham  till  ten  days  before  the 
wedding. 

And  now  the  last  day  of  Clara's  maiden  life  was  come.  Her 
mother's  house  was  crowded  with  the  wedding  guests — aunts,  and 
uncles,  and  bridesmaid  cousins  ;  the  bridal  presents  were  displayed : 
plate  and  jewellery,  crystal  vases  and  marble  candlesticks,  tea-trays 
and  inkstands,  books  and  statuettes.  The  dinner  was  over — ^the 
last  dinner-party  at  which  the  lovers  were  ever  to  sit  side  by  side — 
their  next  dinner  would  see  them  transformed  into  wife  and  husband. 
The  settlements  were  signed  and  sealed ;  and  at  last  the  different 
members  of  the  party  said  good  night,  and  dispersed  to  their  several 
bedrooms.    Then  Charles  sought  Clara's  room,  for  a  last  farewelL 

The  interview  was  sad,  and  even  painful ;  not  that  the  brother 
intended  to  wring  the  sister's  heart,  for  he  had  now  made  up  his 
mind  to  bear  the  inevitable  blow.  But  he  could  not  help  betrajdng 
the  bitterness  which  filled  his  soul.  He  spoke  of  all  their  love  for 
each  other  as  a  thing  belonging  to  the  past,  which  was  now  for  ever 
gone.  He  spoke  of  the  future  as  a  blank,  and  implied  plainly  the 
impossibility  of  regarding  Archer  as  a  brother.    He  took  leave  of  her 
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as  one  bids  adieu  to  the  dying.  And  when  she  tried  to  say  cheer- 
fully that  they  should  soon  meet  again,  he  answered, 

"  Neyer,  never  ;  I  may  meet  Mrs.  Archer,  but  my  own,  my  only 
sister  I  shall  meet  no  more.  Do  not  let  us  deceiye  ourselves,  dearest 
Clara  ;  this  is  our  last  '  Good  night.' '' 

With  these  words  he  left  her,  and  left  a  sting  rankling  in  her 
heart.  It  was  not  merely  the  loss  of  her  brother's  confidence  which 
pained  her  ;  but  the  painful  doubt  which  would  intrude  itself,  though 
half  unconsciously,  whether  she  still  felt  that  firm  and  perfect  faith 
in  her  future  husband  which  had  possessed  her  two  months  ago. 
Then  she  was  certain  that  his  love  and  sympathy  would  far  outweigh 
even  the  sacrifice  of  her  brother's  affection.  Did  she  doubt  it  now  ? 
She  would  not  suffer  herself  to  entertain  the  question.  But  yet  she 
was  haunted  by  an  indistinct  perception  that  she  had  missed  in  him 
something  she  had  expected  to  find  ;  that  the  more  intimate  inter- 
course of  these  last  weeks  had  brought  to  light  some  defects  in  his 
character,  some  uncongeniality  between  his  spirit  and  her  own.  In 
short,  there  was  no  longer  that  full  assurance  of  mutual  understand- 
ing on  which  she  had  built  her  hopes  of  happiness. 

It  was  this  dim  consciousness  which  saddened  Clara's  brow,  and 
clouded  the  full  brightness  of  her  beauty,  when  she  descended  on  the 
following  morning  to  take  her  place  in  the  last  carriage  of  the  wed- 
ding train  by  her  mother's  side.  Mrs.  Bampton  noticed  nothing 
except  the  beauty  of  the  bridal  veil ;  but  Charles  saw  through  it  the 
tearful  eyes  and  pallid  cheeks,  and  thought  of  the  sleepless  night 
which  they  betokened.  He  raised  his  sister's  hand  to  his  lips  in 
silence,  and  this  little  act  of  love  so  completely  overcame  her  that  she 
burst  into  tears. 

Soon,  however,  she  succeeded  in  regaining  her  composure  ;  and 
when  they  reached  the  church  she  was  able  to  walk  up  firmly  to  the 
altar,  and  to  go  through  her  portion  of  the  service  with  an  unfalter- 
ing voice. 

At  the  wedding  breakfast  she  refused  to  appear,  on  the  plea  of 
fatigue  ;  and  while  healths  were  drank  and  speeches  made  below 
stairs,  she  enjoyed  a  parting  talk  with  aunt  Helen  in  her  own  room, 
which  greatly  tended  to  recruit  her  spirits.  And  now  it  is  time  to 
be  off.  The  travelling  carriage  is  at  the  door,  her  husband  is  calling 
for  her — she  must  come.    One  last  embrace  of  her  mother,  one  last 
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sob  in  her  brother's  arms,  and  she  passes  through  the  doorway  of 
her  home,  and  they  are  gone. 

As  the  carriage  rolled  away,  Archer  flnng  his  arm  ronnd  his  bride 
and  pressed  her  eagerly  to  his  heart.  After  a  few  moments,  she,  by 
way  of  effecting  a  diversion,  asked  him  whether  he  had  yet  looked 
at  the  letters  which  had  come  for  him  that  morning.  He  had 
receiyed  them  at  breakfast,  and  had  thmst  them  carelessly  into  his 
pockets  for  fatnre  reading.  Bnt  now,  at  his  wife's  bidding,  he  took 
out  the  packet,  and  tore  them  open  one  after  another.  They  were 
mostly  congratulations  on  his  marriage,  which  he  handed  to  Clara, 
one  by  one,  as  he  read  them.  But  the  last  which  he  opened  seemed 
of  ailifferent  character.  As  he  glanced  hastily  over  its  contents, 
Clara  saw  his  face  turn  deadly  pale,  while  he  muttered  a  half-andible 
oath.  In  another  moment,  before  she  could  stop  him,  he  had  torn 
the  letter  into  fragments,  and  scattered  them  out  of  the  window. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  George  ?"  she  cried,  "  are  you  ill  ?  You 
look  as  if  you  would  faint.    What  was  that  letter  ?" 

*'  Nothing,  nothing,"  he  said,  "  it  is  only  the  motion  of  the  car- 
riage ;  the  springs  are  too  easy,  and  this  kind  of  undulatory  move- 
ment always  makes  me  seasick." 

"  Oh,  Oeorge,  George,"  she  said,  "  and  is  it  come  to  this  already? 
Secrets  from  me  even  on  our  wedding-day  ?  No,"  she  added,  as  he 
tried  to  silence  her  by  caresses,  **  it  is  not  kisses  but  confidence  that 
I  want." 

"  My  sweet  love,"  he  replied  with  recovered  composure,  "  if  the 
secret  were  my  own,  it  should  be  yours  this  moment.  But  I  could 
not  have  shown  you  the  contents  of  that  letter  without  a  dereUction 
of  honour.  It  is  from  a  friend  who  has  confided  a  most  delicate 
negotiation  implicitly  to  me ;  and  my  agitation  which  yon  noticed 
was  caused  by  vexation  at  its  having  failed,  and  at  his  blaming  me 
for  it.  I  am  sure  you  will  not  ask  me  to  explain  farther.  I  know, 
dearest  Clara,  that  you  can  understand  well  those  noble  words — 

** '  I  could  not  love  thee,  sweet,  so  much. 
Loved  I  not  honour  more.*  ** 

Clara  was  not  thoroughly  satisfied  with  this  explanation.  She 
felt  a  doubt  of  its  perfect  openness.  Her  husband's  account  did  not 
sufficiently  explain  his  evident  agitation.    But  she  tried  to  stifle  her 
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suspicioDS,  and  partially  succeeded.  For  it  would  have  been  too 
dreadful  at  such  a  moment  to  have  doubted  him  to  whom  she  had 
just  given  herself,  soul  and  body.  Yet  in  spite  of  all  her  efforts,  she 
was  haunted  throughout  the  day  by  a  dark  presentiment  of  evil ;  and 
a  shadow  of  calamity  to  come  fell  upon  her  spirits,  which  not  all  the 
passionate  endearments  of  her  husband  had  power  entirely  to  dispel. 
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CHAPTER    XVIII. 

A  MORMON  MANAGE. 

When  our  story  last  took  leave  of  Julia,  the  trae  wife  of  Archer, 
she  was  on  the  deck  of  a  steamer  just  quitting  the  quay  of  l^ew 
Orleans  for  the  upper  waters  of  the  Mississippi,  in  company  with 
Lyman,  her  Mormon  husband.  The  happy  pair  reached  St.  Louis, 
after  a  voyage  of  twelve  hundred  miles,  without  any  incident  of 
importance.  At  that  city  they  stopped  a  week,  in  order  that 
Lyman  might  transact  some  official  business  connected  with  the 
affairs  of  his  sect,  the  place  being  a  gathering  point  of  Mormon  emi- 
gration. From  St.  Louis  they  re-embarked  on  the  Missouri  with  a 
great  company  of  emigrants,  and  ascended  the  river  for  nearly  a 
thousand  miles  farther.  At  the  junction  of  the  Missouri  with  the 
Platte  (one  of  its  greatest  tributaries)  the  voyagers  disembarked, 
and  started  on  their  pilgrimage  across  the  continent  to  the  promised 
land. 

They  were  a  motley  company  of  about  four  hundred  persons,  men, 
women,  and  children,  carrying  with  them  their  sheep  and  cattle,  and 
all  their  worldly  goods.  These  latter,  together  with  the  feebler 
members  of  the  family,  were  stowed  away  in  the  waggons  ;  for  every 
emigrant  had  his  waggon,  which  served  him  for  tent,  kitchen,  par- 
lour, and  bedroom.  Often  it  was  necessary  to  use  it  also  as  a  boat, 
when  they  came  to  rivers  too  deep  to  ford.  Some  of  the  men 
walked  alongside  of  these  serviceable  vehicles,  urging  on  the  oxen 
which  dragged  them  ;  while  others  drove  the  flocks  of  sheep  and 
nerds  of  cattle  which  belonged  to  the  caravan. 

The  arrangements  of  their  march  were  regulated  by  the  strictest 
discipline.  Every  ten  of  their  waggons  was  under  the  care  of  a  cap- 
tain ;  these  captains  of  ten  obeyed  a  captain  of  fifty,  of  whom  there 
were  two,  the  number  of  waggons  in  the  caravan  being  a  hundred 
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The  two  captains  of  fifty  were  wider  the  supreme  authority  of 
Lyman,  the  only  "apostle"  present. 

It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  the  emigrants  (most  of  whom  were 
natives  of  England)  were  fervent  believers  in  the  faith  cf  Mormon, 
and  almost  worshipped  their  apostolic  leader.  Julia,  as  his  wife, 
shared  in  this  adoration  ;  and  whatever  kindness  and  assiduity  could 
do  to  lighten  the  toil  of  her  journey,  and  increase  its  pleasures,  was 
done  for  her  by  the  zeal  of  these  simple-hearted  devotees.  Her 
vanity  was  flattered  by  their  attentions,  which  beguiled  the  tedious- 
ness  of  the  pilgrimage.  The  weather,  too,  continued  fine  ;  and  she 
could  vary  the  monotony  of  recUning  on  the  well-stu£fed  cushions  of 
her  waggon,  by  galloping  over  the  prairie  on  an  easy-going  palfrey, 
which  was  presented  to  her  by  a  Yorkshire  convert.  The  sense  of 
boundless  freedom,  the  fresh  pure  air  of  the  desert,  the  sight  of  new 
birds  and  beasts  in  their  native  wilderness,  and  the  excitement  of  an 
occasional  chase  in  pursuit  of  deer  or  buffalo,  all  combined  to  render 
her  journey  rather  an  enjoyment  than  a  fatigue.  Nor  did  she  fail  to 
appreciate  the  organisation  which  secured  the  wayfarers  against  the 
perils  of  the  desert ;  the  simple,  yet  ingenious  mode  adopted  for  for- 
tifying their  nightly  bivouac  ;  the  skilful  manner  of  securing  their 
cattle  on  a  halt ;  and  the  system  with  which  the  camp  was  watched 
and  guarded.  Moreover  the  implicit  obedience  paid  by  all  to  the 
absolute  authority  of  her  husband,  inspired  her  with  pleasing  antici- 
pations of  the  state  and  dignity  which  could  not  fail  to  be  hers  in 
the  metropolis  of  the  Mormons. 

These  anticipations  were  confirmed  by  the  reception  with  which 
the  travellers  were  welcomed  on  their  arrival. 

When  the  caravan  of  pilgrims  had  defiled  through  a  long  and 
dark  ravine  which  cleaves  the  summit  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and 
had  just  emerged  upon  a  terrace,  which  commands  the  first  pano- 
ramic view  of  the  lakes  and  isles  of  Utah,  the  sound  of  distant  music 
was  borne  to  their  ears  upon  the  breeze.  At  the  same  time  the  miry 
track  along  which  they  had  been  toiling  was  succeeded  by  a  well 
made  road,  which  wound  downwards  towards  the  plain. 

In  a  few  moments  more,  on  turning  an  angle  of  the  valley,  they 
beheld  a  procession  advancing  to  meet  them.  It  was  headed  by  a 
huge  carriage,  or  rather  open  omnibus,  drawn  by  eight  horses  ridden 
by  postillions.     On  the  box  were  seated  two  officers  in  the  uniform 
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of  generals  ;  one  a  hale  and  robust  man,  in  the  prime  of  life,  whoee 
countenance  bore  the  impress  of  shrewdness  and  sensuality  ;  the 
other,  of  slight  fignre,  with  twinkling  eyes,  and  a  sly  and  downcast 
look.  The  first  of  them  was  no  other  than  the  illostrions  Brigham 
Young  himself,  the  Prophet  and  President  of  the  Gharcb,  and  Sov- 
ereign of  the  state  of  Utah.  The  other  was  Lyman's  coUeagne  in 
the  presidential  triumyirate.  The  interior  of  the  carriage  was  fiUed 
with  handsome  and  showily  dressed  females.  It  was  escorted  by  a 
troop  of  horsemen,  armed  with  sabres  and  pistols,  and  followed  by  a 
regiment  of  militia,  carrying  rifles  and  waring  banners. 

As  Jnlia's  waggon  approached  this  procession,  Lyman  galloped 
forward  in  front  of  his  caravan,  and  was  receired  ?dth  a  military 
salute  ;  and  the  prophet,  descending  from  his  chariot,  adranced  to 
meet  his  counsellor,  who  at  once  alighted  from  his  horse,  and  the 
two  embraced  in  sight  of  the  assembled  multitude.  Julia  was  then 
presented  to  the  seer,  who  welcomed  her  cordially  to  Utah,  and 
begged  her  to  take  a  seat  in  his  carriage,  which  would  convey  her 
to  the  end  of  her  journey  more  rapidly  and  commodionsly  than  the 
waggon  which  had  brought  her  through  the  wilderness. 

Julia  accepted  the  invitation,  and  was  soon  seated  amongst  the 
women  who  filled  the  interior  of  the  President's  coach,  while  Lyman 
mounted  the  box. 

The  procession  then  turned  round  and  descended  the  hill.  They 
entered  the  city  of  Salt  Lake  through  triumphal  arches  wreathed 
with  flowers,  and  were  received  with  enthusiastic  shouting  by  a  vast 
multitude  of  people  who  filled  the  streets.  At  last  the  carriage 
stopped  in  front  of  a  substantial  timber  house,  backed  by  young 
plantations,  and  surrounded  by  fields  of  Indian  com,  and  pasture 
lands  well  stocked  with  cows. 

Here  Lyman  dismounted,  and  handed  Julia  from  the  carrii^,  tel- 
ling her  she  was  now  at  home.  She  passed  through  a  spacious  hall, 
into  a  sitting-room  of  smaller  size,  where  she  was  at  first  dis- 
appointed by  the  homely  character  of  the  furniture,  which  showed 
the  art  rather  of  the  carpenter  than  the  upholsterer.  She  was 
somewhat  consoled,  however,  by  her  husband's  assurance,  that  his 
establishment  was  at  yet  only  in  the  rough,  and  that  the  newly 
arrived  converts,  among  whom  were  some  skilful  artizans,  would 
soon  supply  the  requisite  finiahing  and  decorations.     Moreover,  she 
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was  very  hungry,  and  the  sight  of  a  plentiful  and  even  luxurious  din- 
ner inclined  her  to  appreciate  the  superiority  of  the  useful  over  the 
ornamentaL 

The  pair  sat  down  alone  to  the  board,  and  were  served  by  a  cou- 
ple of  pretty  female  servants,  who  waited  on  them  with  great  assi- 
duity. After  the  meal  Julia  was  conducted  to  her  room,  and  her 
things  were  unpacked  and  stored  in  her  drawers  and  wardrobes  by 
a  third  attendant ;  while  a  fourth  lit  her  fire,  and  brought  her  water 
for  the  toilet. 

Julia  little  suspected  that  these  women  were  the  wives  of  Lymau 
by  as  good  a  title  as  herself.  She  treated  them  as  domestics,  and 
they  did  not  at  first  undeceive  her ;  for  they  had  been  strictly  or- 
dered by  Lyman  not  to  startle  her  by  this  revelation  till  he  had  pre- 
pared her  mind  for  it. 

But  the  day  after  her  arrival  the  unwelcome  truth  was  revealed 
to  her  by  the  indiscretion  of  a  lady  visitor  ;  one  of  these  with  whom 
she  has  made  acquaintance  in  the  carriage  of  the  President,  and 
who  were  in  fact  none  other  than  the  wives  of  that  great  man. 

One  of  the  first  questions  of  her  new  friend  was,  "  Well  Mrs. 
Lyman^  and  how  do  you  like  the  rest  of  the  counsellor's  family  1" 

**  His  family  f"  answered  Julia,  "  Oh,  I  like  the  servants  very 
well ;  they  seem  to  be  attentive  and  industrious." 

**  No,''  said  the  other,  **  I  didn't  mean  the  niggers.  I  meant,  how 
do  yott  like  Lyman's  other  wives  ?" 

"  His  other  wives  1"  replied  Julia,  "  You  are  very  facetious,  but 
I  don't  quite  understand  the  point  of  your  wit." 

**  Oh  my  1"  exclauned  the  visitor,  ''you  don't  mean  to  say  that 
they  haven't  told  you  yet  V 

'*  Told  me  what  ?"  inquired  Julia. 

"  Why,  told  you  of  the  new  revelation,  to  be  sure  1  But  I  forgot ; 
yon  come  from  the  old  country,  don't  you  f  Yes,  yes,  that's  it,  to  be 
sure.  The  revelation  is  kept  secret  fh)m  the  saints  among  the 
Britishers,  I  know." 

"  The  revelation  ?    What  do  yon  mean  ?    What  revelation  ?" 

"  Why,  the  revelation  allowing  our  patriarchs  and  apostles  to 
marry  as  many  wives  as  they  please,  just  like  David  and  Solomon, 
you  know." 

"  What  I  do  you  mean  to  say,"  cried  Julia,  "  that  Lyman  would 
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dare    to    deceire    and    iosolt    me    bj  hanng  ooncnbines   in   his 

house  r' 

"  Oh,  it's  nothing  when  yon  are  naed  to  it,"  replied  the  TiaLtor  ; 
"  and,  after  all,  yon  hare  no  reason  to  compbun  ;  Lyman  says  yon 
are  to  be  his  chief  wife,  and  to  be  kept  like  a  lady,  while  all  the 
rest  are  to  do  the  drudgery  of  the  house." 

"  How  can  yon  go  on  with  such  absurdity  T'  exdaimed  Julia.  *'  I 
was  a  fool  to  be  startled  so  at  first ;  but,  after  all,  I  knew  yon  were 
making  game  of  me  all  along.  But,  come,  now,  do  be  seriona,  and 
let's  hare  some  rational  conversation ." 

"  Serious,  indeed  I"  cried  the  other,  "  well,  that  does  beat  all. 
But  111  soon  convince  you  that  there  is  no  joke  in  what  I  say.  Just 
come  along  with  me,  and  you  shall  see  your  step-children.'* 

So  saying,  she  rose  and  led  the  way  to  a  wing  of  the  manszon 
which  was  separate  from  the  main  building,  being  entered  by  a  dif- 
ferent door,  opening  opon  the  back  of  the  premises.  As  they 
approached  this  door,  the  shrill  squalling  of  infant  voices  met  Julia's 
ear  ;  before  they  could  enter,  it  was  thrown  open  from  within  ;  and 
a  fine  boy  of  seven  years  old  rushed  out  with  an  apple  in  his  hand, 
which  he  seemed  to  have  snatched  from  a  younger  child,  who  was 
running  after  him  in  full  cry. 

"  Stop,  stop,  my  boy,"  said  the  visitor,  arresting  his  progress. 
"  Gome  here,  and  tell  this  lady  who  is  your  papa,  and  then  you  shall 
have  the  apple  all  for  your  very  own." 

"  Why  do  you  stop  me  this  way  ?"  cried  the  urchin,  struggling  to 
free  himself.  "  You  know  Counsellor  Lyman  is  my  papa  as  well  as 
I  do.  And  that  woman  (here  he  pointed  to  Julia)  is  his  nasty  new 
wife,  and  I  hate  her,  I  do,  because  she  is  to  be  put  above  my  own 
mamma."  So  saying,  he  wriggled  himself  out  of  the  grasp  of  his 
interrogator,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight  among  the  bushes. 

**  Now,  then,  are  you  satisfied  ?"  asked  the  President's  lady,  "  or 
do  you  wish  for  any  further  proof  that  I  am  not  joking  ?" 

But  Julia,  without  replying,  passed  through  the  open  doorway, 
and  found  one  of  her  maid-servants  (as  she  supposed  them)  seated 
before  the  fire  on  a  rocking-chair  nursing  a  baby. 

"  Woman  1"  she  exclaimed,  "  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  T  Do 
you  suppose  I  will  allow  an  unmarried  mother  to  stay  in  my  family  f 
Quit  the  honse  this  moment." 
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"  Hoity  toity  I"  cried  the  oursing  mother,  "  IVe  as  much  right  in 
the  house  as  yon  have,  and  more  may  be  ;  I  was  married  to  Lyman 
before  ever  yon  was,  thongh  he  do  pnt  yon  oyer  our  heads  in  this 
way." 

Julia  was  about  to  make  a  furious  reply,  when  the  apostle  himself 
appeared  at  the  threshold,  in  full  uniform,  being  just  returned  from 
a  review. 

"  HuUoh  I"  he  cried,  "  what's  the  matter  now  ?    What's  all  this  • 
row  about  ?    Didn't  I  tell  you  to  be  quiet  and  discreet,  Mary  ?    Ah, 
Mrs.  Young,  it's  you,  is  it,   has  been  introducing  my  wife  to  my 
family  in  such  a  hurry  ?" 

He  was  going  on,  when  Julia  interrupted  him  in  a  voice  of  fury — 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Mr.  Lyman  ?  What  is  it  which  I 
hear  ?  What  is  it  that  I  see  ?  Explain  it  at  once,  if  you  mean  me 
to  stay  an  hour  longer  under  your  roof  I  Is  it  true  that  these  children 
are  yours  ?  Is  it  true  that  any  other  woman  but  myself  dares  to 
call  herself  your  wife  ?" 

"Compose  yourself,  pray  compose  yourself,  my  darling  Julia," 
cried  the  husband,  who  was  still  under  the  dominion  of  Julia's  charms, 
and  unwilling  to  quarrel.  "  Be  not  angry  with  me,  sweetest,  for 
obeying  the  voice  of  revelation.  You  are  my  wife,  my  sweetest 
angel — you  are  the  only  mistress  of  my  household  and  my  heart.  As 
to  these  others,  they  are  only  my  handmaids  ;  and  they  shall  minis- 
ter to  yon  even  as  Bilhah  and  Zilpah  ministered  to  Rachel." 

"  Nonsense,  sir  I"  cried  the  infuriated  Julia  ;  '*  either  you  shall 
dismiss  them  from  your  house  this  moment,  or  I  leave  it  never  to 
return.  I  will  not  be  contaminated  by  association  with  a  set  of  con- 
cubines." 

**  My  own  love,  do  pray,  be  reasonable,"  exclaimed  the  apostle. 
"  What  you  demand  is  an  impossibility.  Who  would  look  after 
the  dairy  if  I  sent  away  Charlotte  ?  Who  would  do  the  cooking  if 
I  dismissed  Mary  ?  Who  would  dust  and  scour  the  house,  and  make 
the  beds,  if  Lucy  were  turned  out  of  doors  ?  Who  would  mend  all 
the  children's  clothes  if  Emily  were  gone  ?  Besides,  the  laws  of  the 
church  forbid  me  to  put  them  away."  / 

"  Then  I  quit  your  house,  sir,  without  further  argument,"  and 
Julia  rushed  through  the  door  and  out  into  the  street  before  Lyman 
could  stop  her 
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He  sprang  after  her,  however,  in  a  moment,  and  seizing  her  romid 
the  waist,  carried  her,  with  many  expressions  of  fondness,  bnt  at  the 
same  time  with  irresistible  force,  into  her  own  apartment.  He  locked 
the  door,  pnt  the  key  into  his  pocket,  and  then,  seating  her  beside 
him,  remonstrated  ^h  her  on  what  he  called  her  absurd  prejacUces. 
Bnt  she  would  not  listen,  and  interrupted  all  he  said  with  screams 
and  menaces.  At  last,  finding  his  efforts  to  soothe  her  vain,  he 
told  her  that  at  all  events  he  loved  her  too  well  to  let  her  quit  him,  and 
that  he  must  therefore  use  a  gentle  restraint,  by  confining  her  to  her 
room  till  she  was  more  tranquil.  Not,  he  said,  that  he  feared  her 
flight — ^for  where  could  she  fly  to  ?  How  could  she  cross  the  wilder- 
ness without  food  or  shelter  ?  And  who  would  dare  to  assist  in  the 
escape  of  an  apostle's  wife  ?  No,  he  only  confined  her  for  the  moment, 
to  prevent  any  unpleasant  exposure  which  might  result  if  he  gave 
way  to  her  present  state  of  excitement.  She  might  thus,  if  uncon- 
trolled, injure  her  own  reputation,  or  even  rouse  popular  indignation 
by  reviling  the  patriarchal  institutions  of  the  church. 

So  saying,  he  left  the  room,  and  locked  the  door  behind  him,  leav- 
ing Julia  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  which  was  increased  by  her  sense  of 
utter  helplessness.  For  she  felt  the  truth  of  his  hints  as  to  the  im- 
possibility of  her  escape  from  his  power  ;  and  began  already  to  corse 
her  folly  in  having  willingly  abandoned  liberty,  and  interposed  the 
barrier  of  a  thousand  miles  of  desert  between  herself  and  the  civilised 
world. 

She  retained  her  sulkiness  for  a  fortnight,  during  which  time  she 
continued  under  an  imprisonment,  which,  though  gentle,  was  unre- 
laxed.  But  after  a  time  she  began  to  tire  of  this  mode  of  life  ;  and 
gradually  suffered  herself  to  be  soothed  by  the  caresses  of  Lyman, 
and  to  listen  to  hia  assurances  that  the  rest  of  his  family  were  as 
nothing  to  him  in  comparison  with  his  Julia.  She  condescended  to 
promise  that  she  would  remain  his  wife  so  long  as  he  treated  her 
properly,  and  that  she  would  suffer  his  female  attendants  (as  she 
called  them)  to  continue  their  services  in  the  house  while  they  remained 
obedient  to  her. 

For  the  six  months  which  followed,  she  endured  her  pomtion  with 
tolerable  equanimity.  For  she  reigned  supreme  over  Lyman's  house- 
hold, and  regulated  the  domestic  economy  of  the  establishment  with- 
out control.     Her  imperious  temper  rejoiced  in  the  humiliation  of  her 
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riyals,  who  were  compelled  to  do  her  bidding,  and  acknowledge  her 
as  their  queen.  Nor  did  she  dislike  the  life  she  led,  which  was  not 
unlike  that  of  a  wealthy  farmer's  wife  in  England — a  position  which 
the  associations  of  her  childhood  (for  she  was  the  daughter  of  an 
agricultural  labourer)  had  invested  with  great  dignity  and  import- 
ance. She  quickly  took  a  keen  interest  in  the  management  of  Ly- 
man's farm  ;  superintended  the  operations  of  the  dairy  and  cheese- 
room  ;  and  learnt  the  mysteries  of  crops,  and  cattle,  cultivation  and 
irrigation. 

It  is  impossible  to  say  how  long  this  peaceful  state  of  things  might 
have  lasted,  had  Lyman  remained  constant  in  his  attachment ;  but 
about  half  a  year  after  Julia's  coming,  there  arrived  another  band 
of  emigrants  from  England,  amongst  whom  was  one  very  lovely  girl 
of  seventeen,  the  daughter  of  a  Cheshire  tailor.  The  beauty  of  the 
new  arrival  threw  that  of  Julia  into  the  shade,  and  captivated  the 
too  susceptible  heart  of  the  apostle.  He  soon  made  proposals  to  her 
father,  which  were  gladly  accepted  ;  and  the  girl  herself  was  flat- 
tered by  the  grandeur  of  the  proposed  alliance.  The  match  was 
therefore  quickly  made  :  and  all  was  over  before  Julia  knew  any- 
thing about  the  matter. 

When  she  discovered  it,  her  violence  made  her  position  under  the 
new  rigimt  worse  than  it  might  otherwise  have  been  ;  for  her  hus- 
band, exasperated  by  her  reproaches,  displaced  her  publicly  from 
the  position  of  chief  wife,  into  which  he  elevated  her  new  rival. 
Moreover,  he  removed  her  from  the  central  portion  of  the  mansion, 
where  she  had  hitherto  occupied  the  best  apartments,  and  banished 
her  to  a  shabby  and  comfortless  garret  in  the  wing  appropriated  to 
the  inferior  members  of  the  seraglio.  She  was  also  ordered  to  un- 
dertake the  charge  of  the  dairy  in  the  place  of  Charlotte,  who  had 
lately  died.  And  on  her  indignant  refusal  being  obstinately  persis- 
ed  in,  she  was  locked  up  in  a  dark  cellar,  usually  appropriated  to 
the  punishment  of  refractory  negroes  whom  Lyman  employed  on  the 
cultivation  of  his  farm. 

In  this  dismal  den  she  remained  a  month  ;  and  her  wrath  was 
stung  to  madness  by  the  visits  of  Lyman,  whose  passion  for  her  was 
now  completely  extinguished,  and  who  seemed  to  take  a  spiteful 
pleasure  in  humbling  and  tormenting  her.  He  taunted  her  frequently 
upon  her  helpless  subjection  to  his  vnll,  and  the  hopeless  impossibility 
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of  her  escape.  To  irritate  her  still  more,  he  commanicated  to  her 
the  fact  which  he  had  lately  learnt  of  his  English  correspondents  of 
Archer's  change  of  name,  and  of  his  newly  inherited  wealth,  which 
mmour  had  exaggerated.  He  hinted  that  Archer  had  known  this 
when  he  got  rid  of  her  ;  and  asked  mockingly  whether  she  would 
not  like  to  be  a  great  lady  in  England. 

Bat  this  intelligence,  though  it  infuriated  her  at  the  moment,  pro> 
duced  an  effect  upon  Julia  different  from  what  Lyman  had  intended* 
As  she  meditated  OTer  it  in  the  darkness  and  silence  of  her  prison, 
a  ray  of  hope  for  the  first  time  shot  through  her  mind.  If  she 
could  only  by  any  means  escape  from  Utah,  there  was  now  a  future 
for  her  in  England  ;  a  future  with  the  promise  both  of  revenge  and 
profit. 

No  sooner  had  these  thoughts  taken  possession  of  her  soul  than 
she  resolved  to  change  her  tactics — to  temporize — to  feign  sub- 
mission— and  bide  her  time  till  some  happy  opportunity  should  present 
itself  for  escape. 

In  accordance  with  this  resolution,  she  took  the  next  opportunity 
of  announcing  her  consent  to  undertake  the  labours  of  the  dairy 
Thereupon  she  was  let  out  of  her  prison,  and  installed  in  the  office 
of  the  defunct  Charlotte,  which  she  discharged  with  industry  and 
skill.  It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  her  life  was  not  peculiarly 
agreeable.  Her  sister  consorts  now  took  full  revenge  for  the  humili- 
ations which  she  had  formerly  heaped  upon  them,  and  mortified  her 
by  continued  allusions  to  her  pride  and  downfall.  But  perhaps  even 
a  greater  trial  to  that  ambitious  temper,  with  its  keen  thirst  for 
excitement  and  variety,  was  the  dull  and  colourless  routine  in  which 
her  time  was  spent — milking,  skimming,  and  churning — churning, 
skimming,  and  milking — ^recurring,  day  after  day,  in  eternal  cycle, 
with  no  prospect  of  end  or  exit. 

The  only  variation  of  this  monotonous  existence  was  afforded  by- 
attendance  at  the  Sunday  services  in  the  "  temple,"  which  the 
apostle's  family,  of  course,  regularly  frequented.  A  principal  featuiv 
in  the  Mormon  worship  consists  in  the  performance  of  public  dances, 
in  which  the  highest  ecclesiastical  officers  of  the  church  take  a 
prominent  part.  At  these  assemblies  Julia  soon  remarked  that  she 
was  observed  with  attention  by  one  of  the  bb?hops  ;  who  frequently 
waltzed  with  her,  and  expressed  by  his  conversation  and  still  more 
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by  hui  eyes,  the  admiratiou  which  he  felt.  Jalia's  answering  glances 
gfive  him  no  reason  to  despair  ;  for  thoagh  secretly  disgusted  by  his 
appearance,  she  hoped  that  his  passion  might  in  some  way  or  other 
furnish  a  means  for  her  deliverance. 

At  last  he  ventured  (though  with  great  caution)  to  whisper  his 
attachment  in  plain  terms.  She  confessed  with  affected  coyness, 
that  she  returned  his  feelings,  and  hated  her  present  tyrant  :  but 
asked  how  it  was  possible  that  their  mutual  passion  could  be  grati- 
fied, or  their  union  accomplished  ?  In  reply,  he  begged  her  not  to 
despair.  The  greatest  caution  (no  doubt)  was  necessary  to  baffle 
the  tyranny  of  the  apostolic  council ;  but  he  had  thought  of  a  scheme 
which  he  would  confide  to  her  when  he  had  fully  matured  it. 

On  these  terms  they  parted  ;  and,  on  the  following  Sunday,  when 
they  again  met,  he  announced  to  Juiia  that  his  plan  was  complete. 
The  bishops,  as  she  knew,  were  travelling  agents  for  collecting  the 
tithing  of  the  saints  ;  which  they  were  compelled  to  pay  (with  only 
a  miserable  per  centage  for  their  own  remuneration)  into  the  coffers 
of  the  rapacious  President.  He  was  now  appointed  to  travel  for 
this  purpose  through  the  whole  state  of  Deseret.  He  thought  it 
might  be  possible,  when  he  reached  the  southern  portion  of  the  ter- 
ritory, where  it  approaches  nearest  to  California,  to  escape  over  the 
border  with  the  money  he  should  have  collected,  and  to  carry  JuUa 
along  with  him. 

He  was  to  start  at  daybreak  on  the  following  Wednesday  ;  and 
he  implored  Julia  to  Join  him  before  dawn  on  the  morning  of  his 
departure,  disguised  as  carefully  as  possible.  She  readily  agreed  to 
do  so  ;  and  it  was  further  settled  that  she  should  leave  her  shawl 
and  bonnet  on  some  bushes  which  overhung  a  deep  pool  in  the  river 
near  Lyman's  residence  ;  and  should  previously  throw  out  hints  of 
intended  self-destruction.  This  would  obviate  any  suspicion  of  her 
flight ;  and  when  she  was  once  safely  hidden  in  the  bishop's  waggon, 
all  pursuit  would  be  baffled. 

It  was  Lyman's  custom  to  take  a  strong  tumbler  of  brandy  and 
water  every  night  before  he  went  to  bed.  With  this  potion  Julia 
contrived  on  the  Tuesday  night  to  mix  half  a  wine-glass  of  laudanum  ; 
which  she  thought  she  might  do  with  safety,  for  Lyman  took  his 
liquor  so  strong  and  so  hot  that  the  alteration  of  flavor  would 
0carcely  be  discernible.    He  did,  however,  exclaim  that  there  must 
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be  BomethiDg  wrong  about  the  sngar  ;  bat  the  stupefying  effect  of 
the  draught  worked  so  rapidly  that  he  had  neither  time  nor  incUna- 
tion  for  further  questioning.  He  was  but  just  able  to  throw  off  his 
clothes,  when  he  sank  down  upon  his  bed  in  a  deep  sleep. 

Soon  after  midnight  Julia  left  her  chamber,  and  crept  to  her 
tyrant's  room  with  soft  and  cautions  tread  ;  for  it  adjoined  the 
apartment  occupied  by  her  rival,  whose  slumbers  she  feared  to 
disturb.  She  found  Lyman  sunk  in  the  profoundest  torpor,  firom 
which  she  hoped  and  expected  that  he  would  nerer  wake. 

Having  thus  both  gratified  her  thirst  for  vengeance  and  secured 
her  safety,  she  stole  a  suit  of  clothes  from  the  wardrobe  of  her  lord» 
dressed  herself  hastily  in  it,  cut  short  her  Qowing  curls,  and  placed 
a  fez  cap  upon  ber  head  to  complete  her  disguise.  She  then  repaired 
to  the  brink  of  the  river,  where  she  left  portions  of  her  drees  so 
OS  to  lead  to  the  belief  of  her  suicide.  From  thence  she  made  her 
way  to  the  house  of  Bishop  Carter  (sndi  was  the  prelate's  name) 
who  was  already  expecting  her. 

She  was  speedily  hidden  in  the  farthest  comer  of  his  capacious 
travelling  waggon,  where  she  was  soon  joined  by  the  bishop's  brother 
and  his  wife,  a  pair  of  emigrants  recently  arrived,  who  were  trav- 
elling southwards,  to  settle  at  Parowan.  The  party  then  set  out, 
and  were  some  miles  from  the  city  before  sunrise. 

They  travelled  quietly  onwards,  fearing  no  pursuit,  and  halted  for 
some  hours  during  the  noontide  heat.  In  the  evening  they  again 
pursued  their  journey,  and  continued  it  after  the  sun  had  set,  under 
the  cool  beams  of  the  full  moon.  Their  road  lay  along  the  banks 
of  the  great  Salt  Lake,  and  Julia  had  de<scended  from  the  waggon, 
and  was  enjoying  the  fresh  breeze  from  the  water,  doubly  grateful 
after  the  sultriness  of  the  day,  when  her  attention  was  attracted  by 
a  deep  and  distant  note,  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  opposite 
Fide  of  the  bay  which  they  had  left  behind  them. 

"  Hark  I"  she  cried  to  the  bishop,  by  whose  side  she  was  walking. 
"  Hark  !     What  is  that  sound  T'* 

He  listened  for  a  moment,  till  the  wind  brought  the  tones  once 
more  clearly  to  the  ear  across  the  water.  Then  he  trembled  and 
turned  pale. 

•*  It  is,"  he  said,  "  it  is — I  have  heard  it  only  once  before,  but  I 
can  never  forget  it — it  is  the  baying  of  bloodhounds  on  the  quest  f* 
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'*  Bloodhounds  1"  cried  Julia,  *'  then  we  are  lost  indeed.  It  must 
be  those  which  Lyman  got  by  the  last  caravan  from  St.  Louis,  to 
track  his  niggers  with." 

Garter  groaned  and  seemed  for  a  moment  paralysed  with  despair. 
But  then  a  sudden  thought  brought  a  iSash  of  hope  into  his  eyes. 

**  There  is  still  a  chance  for  us/'  he  said.  "  You  see  that  island  (and 
he  pointed  to  a  wooded  and  rocky  shore  which  rose  from  the  water 
half  a  mile  from  where  they  stood) — if  we  can  reach  it  we  are  safe." 

"  But  how  am  I  to  reach  it  ?"  cried  Julia.     "  I  cannot  swim." 

**  No  matter  for  that,"  said  Carter  ;  *'  I  can  support  you  easily. 
At  all  events  we  can  but  try.  If  we  fail,  we  shall  only  drown  ;  if 
they  catch  us,  they  will  hang  us  to  a  certainty." 

So  saying,  he  dropped  a  little  behind  the  waggon,  and  then,  lift- 
ting  Julia  in  his  arms  (that  no  trace  of  her  steps  might  guide  the 
dogs),  he  carried  her  down  the  bank  of  the  lake,  without  attracting 
the  notice  of  the  driver,  who  continued  to  plod  on  beside  his  oxen. 
He  did  not  set  her  down  till  he  was  himself  knee  deep  in  the  brine. 
Then  he  placed  her  by  his  side,  and,  supporting  her  steadily  by  one 
arm,  he  advanced  into  deeper  water.  The  bed  of  the  lake  shelved 
very  gradually,  so  that  they  had  some  yards  to  go  before  the  sur- 
face rose  above  their  middle.  When  they  had  reached  that  point, 
Carter  threw  himself  forward,  and  made  Julia  do  the  same. 

The  thick  brine  of  the  Salt  Lake  is  so  buoyant  that  it  is  impossible 
for  the  human  body  to  sink  in  it  ;  the  only  danger  is  lest  its  bitu- 
minous waves  should  choke  the  swimmer.  But  on  this  night  it  had 
the  smoothness  of  a  mill-pond,  so  that  drowning  was  impossible  ; 
and  Carter  had  nothing  to  do  but  supply  the  propelling  force,  the 
lake  itself  furnishing  all  the  support  that  was  needed.  He  had  fas- 
tened a  handkerchief  round  his  waist,  one  end  of  which  he  gave  to 
Julia  ;  and  he  had  then  only  to  strike  out  vigorously  for  the  island, 
while  she  followed  like  a  vessel  in  tow. 

The  bishop  was  a  strong  swimmer,  and  though  thus  doubly  laden, 
it  was  not  very  long  before  his  nervous  strokes,  to  which  fear  gave 
unwonted  force,  had  cleared  the  space  which  separated  the  island 
from  the  shore.  No  sooner  had  he  gained  the  land  than  he  crouched 
with  his  companion  beneath  the  shelter  of  the  brushwood  that 
clothed  the  bank. 

Scarcely  had  they  gained  this  harbour  when  they  heard  the  bay 
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ing  of  the  hounds  more  loadly,  and  conld  distingnifih  the  tramp  of 
horse  hoofs  crashmg  over  the  pebbles  of  the  opposite  strand.  la 
another  minnte  the  moon,  from  whose  beams  they  were  shaded  bj 
the  cliff  behind  them,  broaght  the  troop  of  pursuers  into  full  riew. 

To  account  for  their  arrival,  we  must  explain  that  when  Lyman 
had  not  made  his  appearance  that  morning  long  after  his  usual  hoar 
of  rising,  his  new  wife  went  to  seek  him,  and  found  him  in  a  dead 
sleep,  from  which  she  could  not  rouse  him.  In  alarm  she  summoned 
others  of  the  household,  who  at  last  succeeded,  by  violent  stimulants, 
in  restoring  him  to  a  drowsy  consciousness.  He  was,  howeyer,  quite 
unable  to  rise,  and  was  manifestly  very  ill.  Then  some  of  the  by- 
standers remembered  the  hasty  exclamation  of  disgust  which  he  had 
uttered  after  swallowing  his  draught  on  the  preyions  eyening  ;  and 
on  examining  the  cup  from  which  he  had  drunk,  they  plainly  per- 
ceived the  smell  of  laudanum  in  the  few  drops  which  remained. 

At  the  same  time  the  absence  of  Julia  was  remarked,  and  search 
having  been  yaiuly  made  for  her  throughout  the  premises,  a  suspi- 
cion of  her  flight  arose.  On  this,  one  of  Lyman's  wives  suggested 
the  uncoupling  of  the  new  bloodhounds  for  a  chase,  and  the  idea 
was  received  with  unanimous  approval  by  the  sisterhood,  for  the 
hatred  roused  against  Julia  by  her  original  haughtiness  was  not  yet 
abated.  The  dogs  were  brought  up  to  her  room,  and  made  to  smeQ 
a  pair  of  her  shoes  which  lay  there  ;  then  they  were  turned  out  of 
doors,  and  at  once  followed  the  scent  to  the  river  side,  where  the 
appearance  of  Julia's  bonnet  and  shawl  led  every  one  at  first  (aa 
she  had  expected)  to  conclude  that  she  had  drowned  herself.  But 
as  they  turned  back  again  from  the  bank,  they  observed  with  sur- 
prise that  the  hounds,  instead  of  returning  on  their  steps,  ran  off, 
baying  eagerly,  in  a  different  direction.  They  soon  stopped  before 
the  door  of  Bishop  Carter,  where  they  seemed  somewhat  at  a  losss. 
There,  however,  Lyman's  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  fourteen,  who  had 
loosed  the  dogs,  made  inquiries  of  the  bishop's  family,  and  soon 
ascertained  that  Carter  had  started  on  a  tithing  tour  before  day- 
break, and  that  he  was  gone  in  the  direction  of  Parowan. 

Upon  this  news  the  lad  determined  to  start  in  pui-suit,  and  col- 
lected a  dozen  of  the  neighbours,  who,  when  they  heard  what  had 
occurred,  eagerly  and  zealously  pledged  themselves  to  avenge  the 
wrongs  of  their  apostle,  and  execute  justice  on  his  enemies.     They 
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put  the  dogs  on  the  scent  of  the  waggoner  who  had  driyen  the 
bishop,  and  followed  the  chase  along  the  southern  road. 

It  was  not  till  the  afternoon  that  the  partj  started,  so  that  they 
did  not  come  np  with  those  whom  thej  pnrsncd  till  after  nightfall. 
Meantime  young  Lyman's  horse  fell,  and  injured  his  rider  so  badly, 
that  he  was  compelled  to  return,  under  the  charge  of  his  father's 
negroes  who  had  accompanied  the  party.  The  rest  of  the  cavalcade 
pressed  on,  and  about  moonrise  reached  the  lake,  along  the  border 
of  which  their  road  continued  for  some  time.  At  length  they  came 
to  a  spot  where  the  bloodhounds,  which  had  lately  been  hunting 
with  a  keener  scent  than  ever,  seemed  suddenly  perplexed.  But  at 
this  moment  one  of  the  party  caught  sight  of  a  waggon  not  far 
before  them,  which  they  made  sure  was  the  object  of  their  chase. 

With  a  savage  yell  they  galloped  eagerly  after  it,  and  dragged 
out  a  man  and  woman  whom  they  found  within.  These  they  natu- 
rally supposed  to  be  the  culprits  of  whom  they  were  in  search  ;  for 
Garter's  brother  was  so  like  the  bishop  himself,  that  even  their  most 
intimate  friends  could  scarcely  tell  them  apart ;  and  Julia  was  not 
personally  known  to  any  of  the  party.  The  captors  therefore  pro- 
ceeded to  apply  the  summary  rules  of  American  jurisprudence  made 
and  provided  for  such  cases  of  flagrant  delict.  They  formed  themselves 
into  an  extemporaneous  court,  which  unanimously  pronounced  sen- 
tence of  death  upon  the  offenders :  the  woman  for  the  double  crime 
of  forsaking  and  of  poisoning  her  husband,  and  the  man  for  violat- 
ing the  matrimonial  rights  of  an  apostle. 

It  was  decided  to  carry  the  sentence  into  immediate  execution  ; 
and  the  unhappy  victims  of  a  mistake,  whose  protestations  and 
prayers  were  drowned  by  the  curses  of  their  judges,  were  dragged 
beneath  the  nearest  tree,  and  hanged  side  by  side  from  two  ai^acent 
branches. 

This  tragedy  was  executed  so  near  the  spot  where  Julia  and  her 
accomplice  lay  concealed,  that  they  could  hear  the  screams  of  their 
miserable  companions.  The  whole  process  of  trial  and  execution 
scarcely  occupied  above  an  hour  ;  and  soon  after  they  saw  the  troop 
of  horsemen  emerge  once  more  into  the  moonlight,  and  gallop  round 
the  shores  of  the  bay  in  the  direction  of  the  city.  Their  dread  of 
pursuit,  however,  was  by  no  means  removed ;  for  they  did  not 
understand  the  fulj  iippor^  of  the  sc^ne  which  had  passed,  and  knew 
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not  of  the  mistake  which  had  led  to  the  ricarioos  sacrifice  of  their 
friends.  They  supposed,  therefore,  that  their  companions  had  been 
punished  as  accomplices  of  their  own  crime,  and  anticipated  with 
trembling  the  more  dreadful  doom  which  awaited  themseWes  if  dis. 
coTcred. 

The  island  on  which  thej  had  taken  refuge,  though  so  near  the 
shore,  was  of  large  extent,  and  abounded  in  game,  whence  it  took 
its  name  of  Deer  Island.  On  this  ground  it  was  much  frequented 
by  a  neighbouring  tribe  of  Indians,  who  trapped  the  Tenison  ;  and  ii 
was  too  far  from  any  Mormon  settlement  to  cause  rivalry  and  dis- 
pute on  account  of  the  sport.  Indeed,  these  Indians  were  friendly 
to  the  colonists  of  Utah,  and  some  of  them  were  known  to  Carter, 
who  had  formerly  exercised  his  surgical  skill  (for  he  united  the  med- 
ical to  the  ecclesiastical  profession)  in  relieving  one  of  their  principal 
chiefs  from  a  dangerous  and  painful  disease.  He  therefore  hoped 
that  they  might  rely  upon  their  aid  to  deliver  him  from  his  present 
peril,  provided  only  that  any  of  them  should  come  in  time  to  save 
him  from  starvation.  Meanwhile  he  took  refuge  with  Julia  in  a 
cavern  near  the  shore,  which  commanded  a  view  of  the  principal 
landing-place  frequented  by  the  natives. 

Here  they  waited  the  remainder  of  that  night,  and  all  the  follow- 
ing day,  in  vain  expectation  of  relief.  Their  hunger  and  exhaustion 
became  almost  insupportable,  for  they  had  no  food,  nor  did  they 
possess  the  means  of  procuring  any.  It  may  be  supposed,  too,  that 
their  cheerfulness  was  not  increased  by  the  ghastly  spectacle  revealed 
to  them  by  the  first  rays  of  the  sun,  which  rose  exactly  behind  the 
spot  where  the  bodies  of  their  murdered  comrades  were  dangling 
over  the  lake. 

At  last,  as  the  second  morning  dawned  upon  them,  they  beheld 
with  joy  unspeakable  a  canoe  filled  with  Indian  hunters  push  off  from 
the  oppasite  shore.  No  sooner  were  the  savages  landed  than  Carter 
approached  them  and  claimed  their  hospitality.  He  was  recognised 
by  one  of  the  crew  as  the  great  medicine-man,  the  benefactor  of  the 
tribe  ;  and  they  at  once  set  before  him  and  Julia  such  provisions  as 
they  had  brought  with  them.  When  the  repast  was  concluded. 
Carter  besought  their  protection.  He  told  them  that  his  life  was 
threatened  by  powerful  enemies,  and  that  he  had  fled  them  for 
refuge.     They  readily  promised  him  shelter,  and  at  nightfall  sent 
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Lim  and  his  companion,  under  the  escort  of  a  detachment  of  their 
party,  to  the  head-quarters  of  their  tribe  among  the  neighbooring 
mountains. 

Carter  fonnd  no  difficulty  in  shortly  obtaining  guidance  and  con- 
voy into  California  ;  for  the  huntin^rounds  of  the  tribe  extended  to 
the  upper  waters  of  the  Colorado,  whither  thoy  were  now  bound  upon 
their  annual  migration.  Yet  it  was  not  till  after  encountering 
many  perils,  and  suffering  much  hardship,  that  Julia  and  her  accom- 
plice reached  the  territory  which  had  been  the  original  bourne  of 
their  enterprise.  And  instead  of  carrying  thither,  as  they  had  hoped, 
the  spoils  of  Mormon  tithe-payers,  they  were  themselves  despoiled, 
and  had  not  the  means  of  procuring  a  single  meal,  except  from  the 
gratitude  and  charity  of  the  Indians. 

They  were,  however,  in  the  golden  land,  and  they  reached  it  at 
the  most  golden  moment  of  its  history,  when  fabulous  fortunes  were 
realised  by  a-  few  months  of  lucky  labour.  Carter  settled  at  the 
upper  diggings,  with  Julia  for  his  housekeeper ;  and  while  she 
cooked  his  meals,  he  wrought  day  and  night  in  pounding,  sifting, 
and  washing  the  precious  ore  which  he  collected. 

After  twelve  months  spent  in  this  way,  he  had  accumulated  a 
large  amount  of  treasure,  which  he  divided  honourably  with  his 
mistress  ;  and  he  then  consented  to  her  often  repeated  suggestion 
that  they  should  go  down  to  San  Francisco,  the  capital  of  the  state, 
to  realise  the  produce  of  their  toil,  and  turn  their  ingots  into  specie. 
Carter's  portion  was  soon  expended  in  the  taverns  and  gaming- 
houses of  that  most  demoralized  of  cities.  When  his  wealth  was 
gone,  he  proposed  to  return  to  the  diggings  and  seek  for  more  ;  but 
Julia,  who  had  prudently  hoarded  her  store,  now  declined  to  accom- 
pany him,  excusing  herself  on  the  plea  that  her  health  was  unequal 
to  the  fatigue  of  the  journey,  and  pacifying  him  with  the  promise 
that  she  would  procure  and  furnish  a  comfortable  house  wherein  to 
welcome  him  on  his  retnnr. 

This  promise,  it  need  scarcely  be  said,  she  had  no  intention  of 
performing.  No  sooner  had  he  left  the  city  than  she  hastened  to 
embark  for  Europe.  She  took  her  passage  in  a  merchant-ship 
bound  to  Liverpool,  with  eight  hundred  gold  eagles  in  her  coffers, 
and  a  mind  stored  with  purposes  of  revenge  and  hopes  of  triumph. 
«  ♦  4t  «  «  «  ]» 
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The  preceding  pages  will  enable  onr  readers  to  understand  the 
letter  from  Lyman  to  Archer,  which  caused  him  so  nnpliasant  a 
shock  npon  his  wedding  morning.     Its  contents  were  as  follows : — 

"Dear  Archer, — Take  care  of  yourself,  for  the  devil  is  loose. 
She  escaped  from  us  nearly  tw9  years  ago,  and  I  thought  she  had 
perished  in  the  wilderness  ;  but  news  was  brought  me  yesterday  by 
one  of  the  saints  just  arrived  from  California,  that  she  sailed  from 
San  Francisco  the  day  before  he  left  that  town  for  Utah.  Ht  saw 
her  on  board,  and  claimed  her  as  my  runaway  wife  ;  but  the  passen- 
gers and  crew  took  part  against  him.  It  is  now  two  months  since 
she  sailed ;  she  will,  therefore,  probably  be  in  England  almost  as 
soon  as  this  letter  can  reach  you.  She  sailed  in  the  ^Feggj^ 
schooner,  bound  for  Liverpool,  which  was  to  touch  at  Sydney  and 
Melbourne  on  her  way.  She  is  very  savage  with  you,  for  she  fan- 
cies you  sold  her  to  me.  How  she  means  to  revenge  herself  I  don't 
know  ;  but  I  suppose  you  will  have  to  give  her  a  handsome  separate 
maintenance  ;  for  I  take  for  granted  you  won't  live  very  happily  as 
man  and  wife  together. — I  remain, 

**  Tour  brother  in  the  faith, 

"W.  Ltmah." 
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CHAPTER    XIX. 

THE     CHAMPIONS     OF     PROGRESS. 

Archer's  first  iDcliDation  on  the  reception  of  this  letter  was  to 
extend  his  wedding  tour  to  the  continent,  and  to  proceed  to  the  seat 
of  the  embassy  to  which  he  was  appointed  without  returning  home. 
Thus  he  might  be  safely  out  of  England  before  Julia's  arriral.  But 
a  little  reflection  convinced  hun  that  this  would  be  worse  than  use- 
less. It  was  far  better  that  he  should  be  on  the  spot  to  confront 
the  danger  than  that  the  assault  should  come  in  his  absence.  In 
that  case  he  must  after  all  return  to  meet  the  charge  which  Julia 
would  not  fail  to  bring  when  she  heard  of  his  second  marriage  ;  for 
if  he  did  not,  he  would  suffer  judgment  by  default,  and  inevitably 
lose  his  appointment  and  his  character,  as  well  as  Clara's  inheritance. 
This  plan  could  lead  to  nothing  but  ruin  and  disgrace.  The  only 
other  alternative  was  to  face  his  enemy  boldly,  and  bid  her  do  her 
worst. 

He  was  the  less  unwilling  to  come  to  this  resolution  because  he 
believed  that  he  possessed  the  means  of  defeating  Julia's  claims,  and 
defending  himself  against  any  accusation  she  might  bring.  But  in 
order  to  fortify  himself  securely  against  any  assault,  and  to  counter- 
mine her  approaches,  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  be  within  reach 
of  his  legal  adviser,  a  London  solicitor,  who  had  already  got  him  out 
of  some  troublesome  scrapes  in  earlier  times.  He  resolved,  there- 
fore, to  cut  short  his  tour,  and  establish  himself  at  once  in  London 
or  its  neighbourhood  till  the  peril  should  be  past. 

In  the  metropolis  he  had  already  a  considerable  acquaintance, 
though  principally  confined  to  a  peculiar  set.  During  the  three  or 
four  years  which  he  had  spent  at  the  university,  he  had  not  neglected 
to  lay  the  first  stepping-stones  for  his  progress  in  an  ulterior  career 
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He  highly  appreciated  the  nnlimited  possibilities  of  adTancement 
attached  to  the  title  of  '  a  barrister  of  seven  years'  standing,"  and 
he  had  therefore  dnly  eaten  his  terms  at  Lincoln's  Inn  while  he  was 
keeping  his  terms  at  Oxford.  Not  long  before  he  obtained  the 
Secretaryship  of  Legation  at  Pfalzhof,  he  had  gone  through  the 
ceremony  of  being  "  called  to  the  bar/'  so  that  the  first  of  the 
magical  seven  years  was  already  current.  He  had  also  made  a  point 
of  spending  his  academic  vacations  in  London,  and  had  employed 
himself  in  writing  for  various  reviews,  magazines,  and  weekly  news- 
papers, before  he  had  finally  formed  that  connection  with  the  dailj 
press  which  had  proved  the  instrument  of  his  rapid  success. 

The  subjects  to  which  he  at  first  devoted  his  pen  were  not  so  <^ten 
political  as  religious,  or  rather  anti-religious.  For,  next  to  his  own 
advancement  in  the  word,  his  most  sincere  desire  was  the  extirpa- 
tion of  GhristiaDity,  which  he  hated  with  the  acrimonious  hatred  of 
a  soul  devoted  to  the  cause  of  evil.  Against  its  evidences,  its  doc- 
trines, or  its  precepts,  he  was  at  all  times  eager  to  contend,  whether 
with  the  weapons  of  criticism,  of  mockery,  or  of  invective.  In  tliis 
task  he  exhibited  so  much  ability,  that  his  articles  were  welcomed 
by  journals  of  all  the  shades  of  **  religious  progress,"  from  atheism 
to  deism,  his  name  was  soon  whispered  about  among  their  supporters, 
and  his  society  was  courted  by  their  editors. 

Among  the  latter,  his  chief  acquaintance  was  a  man  of  the  name 
of  Buzzard,  who  owned  and  edited  the  "  Torch,"  a  weekly  news- 
paper which  represented  the  mildest  type  of  pantheism.  It  did  not 
make  open  profession  of  its  creed,  but  contrived,  with  considerable 
ingenuity,  to  disguise  the  teaching  of  Schelllng  and  Hegel  under  a 
flimsy  affectation  of  respect  for  religion.  The  Pan  of  its  worship  was 
a  veiled  idol,  visible  to  the  initiated  through  diverse  slits  in  the  dra- 
pery which  concealed  its  features  from  the  uninitiated  multitude. 
Even  the  phraseology  of  the  Gospel  was  employed  in  a  non-natural 
sense  to  express  opinions  directly  contradictory  to  Christianity.  AH 
earnestness  in  religious  belief  was  sneered  at  as  narrow  bigotry  or 
antiquated  prejudice  ;  but  the  coarseness  of  vulgar  blasphemy  was 
ostentatiously  repudiated.  By  this  means  the  paper  contrived  to 
retain  a  large  circulation  among  a  miscellaneous  class  of  readers, 
including  many  even  of  the  clergy,  who  took  it  in  for  the  sake  of  its 
politics,  which  pleased  them  (the  staple  thereof  consisting  in  abuse 
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of  Whiggery),  while  they  swallowed  its  disguised  infidelity  without 
suspecting  it. 

Its  editor  in  private  made  no  secret  of  his  opinions,  which  were 
not,  however,  of  a  very  fixed  or  detenninate  consistency.  He  was 
not  a  man  of  any  originality  of  mind,  nor  did  he  possess  much  depth 
of  acquired  knowledge.  His  religious  views,  during  the  quarter,  he 
generally  took  from  the  latest  number  of  the  "  Progressive  Review  •/' 
but  any  new  manifesto,  whether  from  the  school  of  Comte  or  from 
the  school  of  Hegel,  caused  his  faith  to  waver.  In  fact,  he  did  not 
well  know  himself  whether  he  was  a  deist  or  pantheist,  an  idealist  or 
a  disciple  of  the  Positive  School ;  for  he  was  a  bookworm  of  the 
chameleon  type,  and  took  the  colour  of  the  last  leaves  he  had  been 
feedmg  on.  He  was,  however,  consistent  in  believing  that  he 
believed  in  something  or  other  which  had  superseded,  was  super- 
seding, or  would  supersede  the  Gospel.  But  he  always  professed  to 
be  in  no  hurry  to  revolutionise  the  creed  of  Christendom,  and,  indeed, 
had  a  very  obliging  manner  of  patronising  Gbristianity  in  his  conver- 
sation. "  I  will  not  attempt  to  knock  down  the  scaflfoldiug  till  the 
bridge  is  built,"  was  a  maxim  often  in  his  mouth  ;  which  his  chari- 
table friends  interpreted,  "  I  will  not  lose  one  set  of  subscribers  to 
the  *  Torch '  till  another  is  created." 

Mr.  Buzzard  was  a  fluent  talker  upon  all  subjects,  from  theology 
to  manuring.  He  boasted  that  he  touched  life  at  many  points  at 
once  ;  and  there  was  some  truth  in  the  boast.  He  had  a  ready 
power  of  gaining  information  from  the  books  he  dipped  into,  and  a 
large  share  of  audacity  in  producing  this  half-knowledge,  and  mak- 
ing it  pass  current  for  more  than  it  was  worth.  Good-natured  peo- 
ple whispered  that  he  was  a  charlatan  ;  but  the  world  in  general 
thought  him  a  man  of  universal  acquisition. 

Such  was  the  person  to  whom  Archer  and  his  bride  paid  their  first 
visit  after  the  conclusion  of  their  wedding  tour.  For  Mr.  Buzzard, 
on  learning  that  they  were  established  in  a  fashionable  hotel  in  tlie 
west  end  of  London,  had  pressed  them  to  spend  a  week  at  his  eul - 
urban  villa,  which  was  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town. 

On  their  arrival,  they  found  that  another  guest  had  been  asked  to 
meet  them,  who  was  also  a  literary  friend  of  Archer's.  This  was  a 
certain  Dr.  Grobman,  a  physician,  who  affected  the  coarse  and  bru- 
tal manners  which  sometimes  (though  rarely)  attain  a  paradoxical 
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success  in  the  medical  profession,  and  which,  in  his  case,  well  agreed 
with  his  opinions  ;  for  he  was  a  fierce  supporter  of  the  materialistic 
school  of  atheism,  and  had  published  several  books  to  prove  mind 
identical  with  matter,  and  hnman  volition  merely  the  result  of  che> 
mical  action.  These  works  he  was  always  quoting,  and,  indeed, 
they  were  the  only  books  he  was  ever  known  to  quote.  He  was  a 
hard-headed  and  hard-hearted  man,  without  imagination  and  with- 
out affections  ;  the  only  object  of  his  worship  being  his  own  intellect, 
which  was  in  truth  a  very  wooden  idol.  Buzzard  was  considerably 
afraid  of  him  ;  but  had  invited  him  on  the  present  occasion  bec*iu8e 
the  doctor  treated  Archer  more  civilly  than  any  one  else,  and  was 
kept  ia  some  sort  of  order  in  his  company  by  respect  for  his  talents 
and  sympathy  with  his  opinions. 

Archer  and  his  bride  reached  Laurel  Cottage  a  litte  before  dinner- 
time. On  descending  from  their  rooms  they  found  the  party  already 
assembled,  and  Mr.  Buzzard,  giving  his  arm  to  Clara,  conducted  her 
to  the  dining-room  ;  Dr.  Grobman  was  seated  next  her  on  the  other 
side.  At  dinner  the  talk  naturally  turned  upon  the  prospect  of  war, 
which  seemed  at  that  time  impending,  though  it  had  not  yet  actually 
broken  out.  The  newspaper  for  which  Archer  wrote  had  changed 
its  note,  and,  after  long  and  steadily  advocating  peace,  had  begun  to 
sound  the  trumpet  of  battle.  These  altered  tactics,  and  their  cause, 
formed  the  topic  of  conversation.  "  You  know  all  about  the  *  Vane,' 
Archer,''  said  Dr.  Grobman,  "  do  tell  us  why  it  opposed  war  so  long, 
in  spite  of  the  general  clamour  ?  Had  it  really  been  subsidized  by 
Russia  ?" 

"  No  need  of  subsidizing,"  said  Archer  ;  "the  interest  of  the 
proprietors,  at  least  so  they  fancied,  was  sufficiently  engaged  without 
that." 

"  But  what  led  to  such  a  fancy  V 

**  Why,  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  effect  a  war  might  have  on 
their  circulation." 

"  It  could  not  fail  to  increase  it,  surely  ?" 

'^  No,  it  could  not  fail  to  increase  it  absolutely,  but  it  might 
diminish  it  relatively  to  that  of  some  other  paper." 

"  How  could  that  be  ?" 

"  Some  other  paper  might  happen  to  get  a  better  special  corres- 
pondent at  the  seat  of  war,  or  better  foreign  intelligence  in  some 
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important  quarter.  The  owners  of  the  *  Vane '  preferred  the  cer- 
tainty of  its  present  position,  to  running  the  risk  of  a  change,  even 
though  it  might  turn  out  an  advantageous  change." 

'*  But  do  you  think/'  interposed  Buzzard,  "  that  thtre  is  really 
any  risk  of  the  '  Vane '  losing  in  relative  circulation  ?'' 

"  No/'  said  Archer  ;  "on  the  whole  I  think  it  safe,  so  long  as  it 
is  managed  with  the  same  tact  and  liberality  which  have  given  it  its 
present  position.  One  thing  is  quite  certain,  namely,  that  its  actual 
cLrcalation  wUl  be  enormously  increased  by  war.  Any  stirring  public 
news  has  an  effect  perfectly  wonderful  in  that  way." 

"  Yes,"  said  Buzzard,  "  I  remember  that  the  French  revolution  of 
'48  doubled  the  sale  of  all  the  papers  for  several  weeks." 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Archer  ;  *'  and  that  explains  why  the  press 
has  been  so  nearly  unanimous  in  urging  war  upon  the  nation." 

"  Well,"  exclaimed  Dr.  Grobman,  "  one  thing  is  pretty  evident, 
that  if  the  press  does  succeed  in  getting  us  into  a  war,  it  will  never 
let  us  make  peace  again.  Why,  how  much  do  you  suppose  that 
fellow  WhaVs-his-name  would  pocket,  if  the  circulation  of  the  *  Vane ' 
were  doubled  ?" 

"  I  cannot  pretend  to  say,"  replied  Archer  ;  '^  but  such  an  addi- 
tional sale  would  probably  add  not  less  than  ten  thousand  a-year  to 
the  income  of  the  proprietors." 

*'  Monstrous  !"  cried  the  Doctor  ;  "  and  we  are  all  under  the 
despotism  of  men  whose  policy  is  dependent  on  their  interests,  and 
is  Uablc  to  be  biassed  by  such  enormous  bribes  as  that  1" 

"  You  can  scarcely  call  it  a  despotism,"  said  Archer  ;  "  rather  a 
limited  monarchy,  I  should  say.  You  see  the  press  must  always 
come  round  to  the  side  of  the  majority  in  the  long  run." 

**  Yes,  but  the  run  may  be  a  very  long  one,  when  the  majority  of 
the  majority  take  all  their  opinions  from  the  '  leaders '  of  the  daily 
papers." 

''  There  is  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  that,"  said  Archer  ;  "  but 
then  you  must  not  forget  that  the  *  leaders '  of  the  newpapers  are 
systematically  adapted  to  public  opinion.  The  principal  owner  of 
the  *  Vane '  (for  instance)  is  closeted  with  the  editor  twice  a-week, 
and  they  arrauge  the  course  that  is  to  be  steered  for  the  next 
three  days,  entirely  with  a  view  to  the  commercial  interests  of  the 
firm.'* 
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"  That  I  don't  doubt,"  said  Grobman  ;  "  bat  the  interests  of  the 
finn  may  be  yery  different  from  the  interests  of  the  pabllc." 

"  Not  for  long  together,"  said  Archer ;  "  it  can  never  pay  to  ran 
in  the  teeth  %f  settled  public  opinion." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  replied  Grobman  ;  "  at  any  rate  we  must  confess 
that  the  '  Vane '  has  always  trinmied  its  sail  according  to  the  wind 
readily  enough.  What  a  wonderful  tack  it  has  made  in  the  last  ^ 
weeks ;  and  how  regularly  our  friend  the  '  Torch '  follows  in  its 
wake,  through  all  its  dgzags  and  meanderings." 

**  Certainly,"  said  Buzzard,  colouring  ;  '*  I  am  not  ashamed  to 
own  that  I  consider  it  the  province  of  the  press  to  represent  the 
spirit  of  the  age  ;  and  I  cannot  ascertain  the  spirit  of  the  age  in 
any  surer  way  than  by  studying  its  impersonation  in  the  d^y  news- 
papers." 

"  Quite  right,"  cried  Grobman  ;  "  don't  thuik  that  I  mean  to  blame 
you.  No  human  act  can  be  blameable.  All  results  from  a  pure 
mechanical  necessity,  the  little  wheels  turned  by  the  big  wheels, 
the  '  Torch  '  by  the  *  Vane,*  and  so  on,  ad  infinilum.  And  as  to 
such  changes  being  from  interested  motives,  I  have  proved,  in  my 
book  on  ctrebral  functions,  that  all  human  acts  are  necessarily 
determined  by  the  strongest  influence  present  in  the  brain  ;  and  of 
course,  if  the  influences  change,  the  will  must  change  too  ;  for  the 
will  is  merely  the  result  of  the  cerebral  constitution." 

'*  Bat  you  do  not  mean,"  interrupted  Clara,  "  that  the  writers  in 
the  *  Vane '  who  support  one  side  of  the  question  to-day,  are  the 
same  writers  who  supported  the  opposite  side  six  weeks  ago  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  they  are,  madam,  to  be  sure  they  are.  The  editor 
has  merely  to  give  the  word  of  command,  to  the  right,  fact,  or  to  the 
kft,  wheel,  and  the  whole  troop  faces  and  wheels  accordingly." 

And  why  should  they  not,"  said  Archer,  "  if  we  consider  the 
matter  without  prejudice  ?  The  writers  of  the  public  press  are 
advocates  ;  cudd  why  should  they  not  act  as  other  advocates  ?  I, 
for  instance,  am  a  barrister,  you  know,  and  I  am  bound  to  support 
either  side  of  any  cause,  according  to  the  party  which  first  sends  me 
a  retaining  fee.  Why  should  I  not  do  the  same  with  my  pen  as 
with  my  tongue  ?  Or  what  moral  difference  does  it  make,  whether 
my  fee  comes  from  Messrs  Harpy  and  Mortmain  or  from  the  proprie- 
tors of  the  '  Vane  V  " 
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'*  Sarely,"  said  Clara,  "  there  is  one  great  difiference  between  the 
two  cases.  The  jury  knows  and  understands  that  the  barrister  is 
hired  to  make  the  best  he  can  of  his  case.  They  do  not  expect 
him  to  tell  the  whole  truth  ;  and  the  judge  is  there  to  correct  his 
statement.  But  the  writer  of  a  leading  article  takes  a  judicial  posi- 
tion, and  pretends  to  give  sincere  advice  on  matters  of  national 
policy  ;  and  the  public  believes  in  his  sincerity." 

"We  cannot  be  responsible  for  the  folly  of  the  public,"  replied 
Archer.  If  they  really  are  so  simple  as  to  mistake  an  advocate  for 
a  jadge,  that  is  not  the  fault  of  the  advocate." 

"  But,"  said  Clara,  if  we  believe  in  the  moral  progress  of  man, 
our  standard  of  morality  ought  now  to  be  higher,  not  lower  than  it 
was  in  the  times  of  the  apostles.  And  yet  St.  Paul,  yon  know, 
condemns  as  sinful  all  acts  which  do  not  spring  from  conscientious 
conviction." 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  Buzzard  politely,  "  but  I  cannot  consent  to 
subject  my  moral  sense  to  the  decisions  of  any  external  authority, 
however  ancient.  It  is  not  often  that  I  differ  from  Paul,  but  on  this 
point " — 

Here  he  was  int-errupted  by  Dr.  Grobman. 

"  Not  often  that  you  differ  from  Paul  I"  he  cried,  "that  is  really 
carrying  the  doctrine  of  reserve  too  far.  To  affect  respect  for  a 
narrow-minded  Jew,  who  fancied  that  he  lived  in  a  perpetual  state 
of  ecstasy,  and  whose  mind  was  most  probably  affected  by  paralysis  I" 

"  I  only  meant,"  said  Buzzard,  "  to  confess  my  respect  for  the 
earnestness  of  Paul,  not  for  his  intellect.  But  I  never  wish  to  bo 
severe  on  tlie  founders  of  Christianity." 

"  Founders  of  fiddlesticks  !"  exclaimed  Grobman  ;  "  you  know 
as  well  as  I  do  that  Christianity  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  an  old 
wife's  fable." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  doctor,  I  cannot  go  quite  so  far  as  that.  No 
doubt  Strauss  has  proved  that  the  Gospels  have  not  a  leg  to  stand 
on,  but  I  cannot  see  that  Paul's  writings  are  to  be  depreciated  ou 
that  account." 

"  If  you  can't  see  that,"  growled  the  doctor,  "  argument  is  only 
thrown  away  upon  yon.     Potatoes .'" 

The  last  word  was  shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder  to  the  footman  ; 
for  Dr.  Grobman  made  it  a  rule  to  treat  servants  with  marked  con- 
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tempt,  and  never  asked  tbeir  good  offices  with  an  if  you  jkastj  oi 
rewarded  them  with  a  thavk  you. 

But  Clara  returned  to  the  subject. 

"  If  we  allow  it  to  be  right  for  a  man  deliberately  to  write  in 
defence  of  opinions  which  he  belieyes  false,  what  becomes  of  the 
sacredness  of  truth  in  which  we  all  believe  7  What  do  we  mean 
by  truth  ?" 

"  That  last  question,"  replied  Buzzard,  "  is  indeed  a  very  difficult 
one.     To  define  truth  is  almost  as  hard  as  to ' — 

"  As  to  practise  it,  I  suppose,"  said  Clara. 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  cried  Dr.  Grobman  ;  "the  question  is  per- 
fectly simple  if  properly  treated,  and  is  fully  answered  in  my  book 
on  the  *  Nervous  Tissue.'  You  have  read  my  book  on  the  '  Nervous 
Tissue,'  madam  ?" 

Clara  expressed  her  regret  that  she  had  not  yet  had  that  plea- 
sure. 

"  Not  read  my  *  Nervous  Tissue,'  ma'am  !"  shouted  the  doctor, 
"  not  read  my  *  Nervous  Tissue  1'  What  a  vacuum  there  most 
be  in  your  brain  !" 

Clara  would  perhaps  have  found  it  difficult  to  continue  the  dis- 
cussion ;  but  at  this  moment  Mrs.  Buzzard,  seeing  across  the  table 
that  her  lord  looked  uneasy,  gave  the  signal  for  departure  ;  and 
the  ladies  retreated  to  the  drawing-room,  leaving  Dr.  Grobman 
master  of  the  field. 

♦  3|c  4e  ♦  ♦  4t 

The  impressions  made  upon  Clara  by  her  first  introduction  to  her 
husband's  London  friends  may  be  gathered  from  the  following 
iCtters  which  she  wrote  about  this  time  to  her  brother.  Charles 
nad  just  left  England  for  the  south  of  France  ;  for  when  he  returned 
to  Oxford  after  his  sister's  wedding,  his  consumptive  symptoms 
again  manifested  themselves,  and  the  doctors  ordered  him  abroad. 
He  has  now  arrived  at  Pan,  the  spot  fixed  on  for  his  hybernation. 

Frcm  Clara  to  Charles. 

**At  Mm.  BuisASD%  TkwwSaif^ 

"Mt  Dearest  Brother, — I  gave  you  a  week  ago  a  slight 
sketch  of  the  set  in  which  we  are  living  here.  We  are  still  stay- 
ing  with  the  same  friends,  and  I   am   more   than  ever   horrified 
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and  amused  by  the  eccentricities  of  that  extraordinary  being  Dr. 
Grobman,  whom  I  described  in  my  last.  I  must  make  yoa  laugh  by 
a  few  more  specimens  of  him. 

"  1  should  tell  you  that  Mrs.  Buzzard  (a  worthy,  commonplace 
woman)  is  very  particular  about  the  neatness  and  propriety  of  her 
furniture,  her  table,  and  all  her  belongings.  Imagine,  therefore,  her 
consternation  when  Dr.  Grobman  entered  the  breakfast-room  this 
morning,  where  we  had  just  begun  breakfast,  and  hurled  upon  the 
centre  of  the  damask  table-cloth  a  huge  bunch  of  duckweeds,  all 
dripping  with  mud. 

"  *  There,'  he  said,  *  I  have  succeeded  in  finding  a  specimen  of 
nasturtium  aquaticum  for  you.  I  dare  say  you  did  not  know  it 
grew  in  your  pond. 

"  *  Nasty  turtium  you  may  well  call  it,'  cried  poor  Mrs.  Buzzard, 
looking  very  ruefully  at  the  ruined  table-cloth,  all  besmirched  and 
splashed,  but  politely  endeavouring  to  conceal  her  vexation  by  this 
attempt  at  a  pun. 

"  The  doctor  certainly  is  a  most  brutal  sample  of  human  nature, 
distinguished  beyond  all  men  I  have  ever  met  by  his  utter  disregard 
of  the  feelings  of  others.  This  trait  shows  itself  better  perhaps  in 
trifles  than  in  greater  things.  For  instance,  he  borrowed  Mrs. 
Buzzard's  carriage  yesterday  to  take  him  somewhere  to  call.  She 
lent  it  him  very  good-naturedly,  only  saying  that  she  must  exact  a 
promise  from  him  not  to  smoke  in  the  carriage  :  *  For  you  know,' 
she  said,  *  that  the  smell  of  tobacco  always  makes  me  ill  and  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  get  it  out  of  a  carriage  which  has  once  been 
smoked  in.'  He  promised  faithfully  to  abstain,  but  (would  you 
believe  it  ?)  when  we  came  to  drive  out  this  morning,  we  found  the 
lining  of  the  chariot  positively  reeking  with  the  scent  of  stale 
tobacco. 

"Singularly  contrasted  with  this  coarse  monster  was  a  silly, 
simpering  little  matron  who  called  here  to-day,  a  Mrs.  Pinsel  by 
name  ;  one  of  those  few  unsophisticated  creatures  still  left,  who 
admire  an  author  for  no  other  reason  than  because  he  is  an  author, 
f.«.  beciuse  he  has  printed  a  book.  She  told  me  that  she  was  a  per- 
fect worshipper  of  literature,  '  an  adorer  of  talent ;'  she  had  read 
my  husband's  *  splendid  leading  articles '  with  *  perfect  rapture ' — 
*  they  were  so  delicious.'    When  she  heard  that  Dr.  Grobman  was 
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ia  the  house,  her  happiness  was  complete — '  she  should  be  tnus- 
ported  to  know  him/  and  as  he  happened  to  come  into  the  room  at 
the  moment,  Mrs.  Bozzard  introduced  her  to  him. 

'' '  And  have  I  indeed  the  honour/  she  cried,  'of  seeing  the  cc^ 
brated  Dr.  Grobman  ?  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware,  sir,  that  mj 
husband  is  a  brother  of  yours  V 

*'  *  A  brother  of  mine,  madam  !'  exclaimed  the  doctor,  really  poz- 
zled,  '  what  can  you  mean  ?  I  am  thankful  to  say  I  haye  q  ' 
brothers.' 

'' '  Ah  I  but  I  meant  a  literary  brother,  you  know,'  she  simpered ; 
'  perhaps  yon  are  acquainted  with  his  work — Mr.  Pinsel's  work--oii 
the  yarieties  of  the  "  Filac  Montamus  V 

"  *  No,  madam,  I  really  cannot  say  I  eyer  heard  of  it,'  replied 
Grobman  with  asperity,  for  he  was  eyidently  indignant  at  the  implied 
comparison  between  himself  and  Mr.  Pinsel.  '  But  I  cannot  stop  to 
hear  about  it  now,'  he  added,  seeing  her  about  to  explain,  *  I  mo»t 
go  out  for  my  walk.'     So  saying,  he  abruptly  left  the  room. 

"  *  What  a  dear,  delightful,  eccentric  creature  I'  exclaimed  Mr«- 
Pinsel ;  *  and  what  a  look  of  genius  he  has  I  Ah,  Mrs.  Archer,  1 
do  so  adore  genius — don't  you  ?  But  of  course  you  do,  with  snch  a 
charming,  cleyer  husband  as  you  haye.  And  that  reminds  me  of  s 
little  petition  which  I  haye  to  make  to  you.  I  haye  brought  with 
me  a  few  yerses — smtimtnial  fugitive  pieces,  I  call  them — whidi  I 
should  be  so  much  obliged  if  you  would  show  him,  and  jost  get  him 
to  look  them  oyer,  and  giye  me  his  candid  opinion.' 

"  Here  she  pulled  out  of  her  reticule  a  bundle  of  papers,  which 
gaye  forth  a  strong  scent  of  musk. 

''  *  These  acrostics,'  she  continued,  showing  me  one  of  the  docu- 
ments, '  I  should  especially  like  him  to  read.  You  see  thej  are 
written  in  geometrical  figures,  which  very  much  increases  the  diflB- 
culty  of  the  composition.  I  sent  this  pyramid  and  this  oyal,  you 
see,  to  the  poet  laureate  himself,  through  a  mutual  friend ;  and  I 
assure  you  he  expressed  himself  most  kindly  about  them,  and  made 
no  alteration  in  them,  except  to  strike  out  a  single  apostroff.^ 

**  Of  course  I  could  do  no  less  than  promise  to  submit  the  rers^ 
to  George  as  she  desired.    She  thanked  me  warmly — 

" '  You  see,'  she  said,  *  Mr.  Pinsel  is  yery  cold  about  my  verses. 
I  do  not  think  he  much  cares  that  I  should  publish  them  }  but  gen- 
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tlemen  hare  so  mach  genias  themselyes,  that  we  cannot  expect  them 
to  thmk  anything  of  ns  poor  women.' 

"  *  Indeed !'  said  I,  *  I  cannot  agree  that  men  have  any  such 
monopoly  of  genius.' 

" '  Ah  I  well,'  she  said,  *  between  ourselves,  I  believe  you  are  very 
right.    But  you  would  never  get  Mr.  Pinsel  to  acknowledge  that.' 

''  She  went  on  to  rhapsodise  about  the  delights  of  literature,  and 
the  superiority  of  the  present  age  to  preceding  epochs. 

"  *  What  an  age  of  genius  we  live  in  I  it  is  wonderful !  wonder- 
ful I  What  poets !  what  satirists  I  what  historians !  Don't  you 
agree  with  me,  Mrs.  Archer  V 

"  By  way  of  something  to  say,  I  uttered  some  commonplace  about 
our  popular  historians  sacrificing  accuracy  to  antithesis.  She  caught 
me  up  instantly — 

" '  Ah  I  what  a  remarkable  expression,  my  dear  Mrs.  Archer  I 
You  must  allow  me  to  note  it  down  in  my  little  book  (here  she 
pulled  a  small  album  out  of  her  bag.)  You  see  I  keep  a  little  book 
in  which  I  put  down  all  the  literary  remarks  and  striking  sentiments 
which  I  am  so  fortunate  as  to  hear.  Popular  historians  sacrijke 
acokracy  to  antithesis — that  was  it,  I  think.  There,  yon  see,  now  I 
shall  not  lose  it.' 

"  But  I  must  stop,  or  you  will  be  tired  of  all  this  gossip  ;  yet  I 
hope  I  shall  have  succeeded  in  making  you  laugh  by  it  all.  Write 
to  me  soon,  dearest  Charles.  Remember  I  have  not  had  a  single 
letter  from  you  since  you  left  England. 

**  Your  ever  affectionate 

"  Clara." 

Clara  to  CharlM. 

"  At  Dr.  aiiOBMA>*8,  Mcndaif. 

**  Mr  Dbabsst  Brother, — ^I  last  wrote  to  you  from  the  Buzzards'; 
we  have  now  come  for  a  few  days  to  Dr.  Grobman's,  very  much 
against  my  will ;  but  my  husband  said  we  could  not  avoid  it,  as 
they  pressed  it  so  much,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  quarrel  with  them. 

"  This  they  includes  Dr.  Grobman  and  a  certain  Miss  Fife,  sister 
to  the  late  Mrs.  Grobman,  who  lives  here  to  superintend  the  educa- 
tion of  Miss  Grobman.  She  (I  mean  Miss  Fife)  might  have  been 
the  original  of  Moore's  portrait,  which  perhaps  you  remember  : — 

15 
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'Tifl  my  fortune  to  know  a  lean  Benthamite  spinster, 

A  maid  who  her  faith  in  <rfd  Jeremy  puts, 
Who  talks  with  a  lisp  of  "  the  Ust  new  Westminnter," 
And  hopes  you're  delighted  with  "  Mill  npon  Gluts.^ 

In  short,  she  is  as  odious  as  her  brother-in-law,  thoogh  in  a  different 
way — a  blae-stocking,  a  red-repnblican,  and  the  most  pretentions  of 
female  prigs.  From  my  heart  I  pity  poor  Harriet  Grobm&n — a 
gawky  girl  of  thirteen,  who  is  subjected  to  the  tnition  of  this  formid- 
able Mentor.  She  is  perpetually  lecturing  on  *  education,'  which,  of 
course,  is  the  universal  nostmm  for  all  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to. 
And  then,  female  education  had  been  so  shamefully  neglected? 
Why  were  women  to  be  shut  out  from  the  eleyating  inftuenees  of 
classical  literature  ?  It  was  all  of  a  piece  with  the  odious  class 
legislation  by  which  the  stronger  sex  had  oppressed  the  weaker. 
For  amongst  her  other  peculiarities  she  is  a  strenuous  advocate  of 
what  she  calls  the  '  rights  of  woman,'  and  clearly  thinks  it  a  cruel 
hardship  that  she  cannot  be  Lord  Chancellor  or  Chief  Justice, 
'  Can  any  true  woman  admit,'  she  asks,  *  that  her  intellect  is  inade- 
quate to  the  office  of  a  police  magistrate  or  a  cofflmissioner  of 
excise  ?' 

"  She  proves  her  determination  to  emancipate  her  sex  fttwn  its 
trammels  by  torturing  poor  Harriet  with  the  syntax  and  accidence, 
and  loses  no  opportunity  of  showing  her  own  familiarity  with  the 
learned  languages.  Thus  she  told  me  this  morning  that  omnM  for 
London  passed  the  bottom  <^  the  lane ;  and  last  night  she  asked 
George  after  dinner  why  the  maiidam  of  the  Queen's  Bench  did  not 
run  in  Ireland. 

''  But  I  think  I  laughed  most  at  her  conversation  with  poor  Mrs. 
Buzzard,  who  drove  me  over  here.  The  latter  is  (as  I  think  I  told 
you  before)  a  most  insignificant  little  woman,  a  worshipper  of  her 
husband  (whom  she  always  addresses  as  ma  dear),  and  an  adorer  of 
her  children,  of  whom  she  has  six,  all  under  eight  years  old. 

Miss  Fife  began  with  her  upon  the  unfailing  topic  of  education  of 
course.  I  was  not  listening  to  what  they  were  saying  at  first,  when 
my  attention  was  roused  by  hearing  Miss  Fife  ask,  *  But  don^  you 
find  it  very  hard  to  bring  down  your  mind  to  a  level  with  that  of  a 
chOd  when  you  wish  to  impart  information  V 

"  Mrs.  Buzzard,  who  is  as  much  afraid  of  Miss  Fife  as  her  hns- 
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band  is  of  Dr,  Gtobman,  hesitatingly  confessed  that  she  did  not  her- 
self experience  the  diflBcnlty  to  which  Miss  Fife  referred ;  '  Bnt,  I 
dare  say/  she  added,  '  that  it  is  my  own  fault.  No  doubt  I  ought 
to  feel  BO.' 

"  '  Really  you  surprise  me  1'  replied  Miss  Fife.  *  I  should  hare 
thought  every  one  must  have  felt  it  ;  but  I  suppose  it  is  the  instinct 
of  maternity  which  explains  the  difference.' 

**  Amongst  other  evidences  of  her  philosophical  enlightenment, 
Miss  Fife  particularly  prides  herself  on  her  freedom  from  religion. 
Indeed,  considering  her  brother-in-law's  opinions  and  temper,  it  is 
perhaps  lucky  that  she  agrees  with  him  on  the  point.  Her  substi- 
tute for  devotion  is  '  the  spirit  of  philosophical  inquiry,'  or  '  the  love 
of  truth  ;'  especially  the  latter.  Indeed,  *  truth '  divides  her  hom- 
age with  '  education,'  and  shares  an  equal  space  in  her  phraseology 
(which,  by  the  bye,  is  the  veriest  cant  that  was  ever  talked)  ;  yet, 
so  far  as  I  can  observe,  it  seems  to  be  truth  in  the  abstract,  rather 
than  truth  in  the  concrete,  that  she  worships.  I  cannot  observe 
that  she  is  more  scrupulously  truthful  than  her  neighbours,  in  any 
respect ;  indeed,  I  have  myself  heard  her  exaggerate  very  grossly. 

"  Nor  does  she  scruple  to  resort  to  deception  in  some  other  mat- 
ters, as  I  discovered  yesterday  ;  for  she  took  me  to  her  room,  to 
look  at  a  galvanic  battery  which  she  keeps  there,  and,  in  exhibiting 
it,  she  contrived  to  upset  a  little  cabinet  which  stood  on  her  dressing- 
table.  The  doors  flew  open  in  the  fall,  and  out  tumbled  various 
pots,  boxes,  and  bottles,  smashing  themselves  and  each  other  upon 
the  carpet.  Amongst  other  labels,  I  observed  '  Rouge  extra  jin^ 
*  Rouge  dt  Thiatre,^  *  Cripon  double,^  *  Noir  Vehute,  for  blacking 
eyelashes  and  eyebrows,'  '  Liquid  rouge,  for  the  lips,'  and  sundry 
other  preparations.  This  convinced  me  that  Miss  Fife's  philosophy 
had  not  quite  extinguished  female  vanity,  or  the  hope  of  attracting 
admiration  ;  and  this  conclusion  has  been  confirmed  by  her  remark- 
ing to  me  more  than  once,  that '  Women  married  now  so  very  much 
later  than  they  used  to  do  ;  in  fact,  it  was  now  quite  uncommon  for 
a  woman  to  marry  before  thirty  :'  the  lady's  own  age  being,  I  imag- 
ine, about  five  years  beyond  that  epoch. 

"  As  to  Dr.  Grobman,  I  find  him  as  disagreeable  as  ever,  and  can- 
not imagine  how  George  can  endure  him,  notwithstanding  their  polit- 
ical and  literary  sympathies.    I  was  woke  this  morning  by  the  noise 
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he  made  in  swearing  at  his  nnfortanate  footman,  who  had  not  made 
his  shaving-water  hot  enough  ;  for  he  is  frightfully  passionate,  and, 
when  his  temper  is  excited,  has  no  8elf-<:oatrol.  A  very  little  provo- 
cation suffices  to  irritate  him,  and,  under  such  circnmstafices,  he 
shows  even  more  than  his  ordinary  bad  manners.  For  inst^ince, 
after  dinner  yesterday  (there  being  a  party),  one  of  the  guests  trod 
unintentionally  upon  a  literary  com  of  his,  by  uttering  some  opinion 
which  (as  George  explained  to  me  afterrtards)  contradicted  a 
favourite  position  maintained  in  one  of  his  publications.  Dr.  O. 
turned  savagely  on  the  offender — 

**  *  It's  all  very  well,'  he  said,  '  for  Mr.  Archer  to  ^ve  his  (pinion 
on  a  subject  which  he  has  mastered  ;  but  a  man  who  is  utterly  des- 
titute of  the  slightest  knowledge  of  literature  ought  to  be  silent  on 
such  a  topic' 

"  Another  example  of  his  brutality  he  exhibited  to  an  onliicky 
curate  this  morning,  who  called  here  to  ask  him  to  subscribe  to  a 
'  Mutual  Insurance  Society '  for  the  labouring  classes.  He  refused 
on  the  groi^pd  that  the  society  had  made  it  a  practice  to  go  to 
church  and  hear  a  sermon  on  the  day  of  their  annual  dinner.  It 
went  against  his  principles,  he  said,  to  give  any  encouragement,  even 
the  slightest,  to  superstition  ;  especially  to  such  an  odious  form  of 
it  as  that  of  the  Church  of  England.  He  then  proceeded  to  pro- 
phesy the  speedy  downfall  of  the  Church.  The  belief  in  the  Bible 
itself,  he  said,  was  nearly  obsolete,  and  the  Church  was  on  its  very 
last  legs  ;  it  was  impossible  it  could  survive  the  present  generation. 
*  I'll  bet  you  long  odds,'  he  concluded,  '  that  I  am  in  at  the  death.' 

"  The  doctor's  hatred  of  superstition,  indeed,  is  so  Kreat,  that  it 
manifests  itself  not  only  by  attacks  on  Christianity,  but  by  violent 
intolerance  towards  the  most  trifling  manifestations  of  what  he  deems 
superstitious  tendencies.  As  a  specimen,  I  may  tell  you  that,  when 
I  came  in  from  a  walk  yesterday,  I  found,  on  pulling  off  my  glove, 
that  I  had  lost  my  wedding-ring.  I  was  naturally  alarmed,  and 
made  a  good  deal  of  fuss  in  looking  for  it,  till  at  last  it  was  found 
in  the  finger  of  the  glove.  While  George  was  searching  in  every 
comer  for  the  ring.  Dr.  Orobman  remonstrated  with  him  indi^ 
nantly — 

" '  How  can  you  encourage  your  wife  in  such  absurd  superstition  V 
he  said.    '  Now  I'll  tell  you  what  I  did.    The  day  after  I  was  mai^ 
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ried  to  the  late  Mrs.^  G.,  she  nearly  let  her  ring  drop  on  the  floor  of 
the  carriage.  She  screamed  like  a  goose,  as  she  was,  and  said  that 
it  might  have  dropped  ont  of  the  window  ;  and  that,  if  it  had,  she 
conld  neyer  have  been  happy  again.  I  was  determined  to  cnre  her 
at  once  of  snch  imbecility  ;  so  I  jast  picked  up  the  ring,  and  flung 
it  oyer  a  bridge  we  happened  to  be  passing  into  the  river  below. 
That's  the  way  to  deal  with  such  absurd  delusions.' 

**  In  this  style  he  is  ajways  quoting  his  own  actions  for  our  instruc- 
tion and  example  ;  but  the  chief  theme  of  his  self-laudation  is  his 
professional  disinterestedness,  and  the  gratuitous  services  he  has  ren- 
dered to  others  by  his  medical  knowledge.  I  dare  say  he  does  some- 
times give  advice  to  his  poor  relations  for  nothing,  and  he  certainly 
loses  no  opportunity  of  reminding  them  of  their  obligation  to  him. 
It  is  plain  from  what  he  tells  us,  that  he  never  sees  them  without 
castbig  his  kindness  in  their  teeth  ;  and  I  am  sure  that  they  must 
often  bitterly  repent  tlie  hour  when  they  accepted  his  assistance,  and 
must  be  ready  to  offer  him  double  fees  to  say  no  more  about  it. 

*'  To-morrow  we  leave  this  house,  I  am  thankful  to  say.  Hence- 
forward you  must  direct  to  us  at  the  West  Hotel,  London,  where 
we  shall  remain  until  we  go  abroad. 

"  Goodbye,  dear  Charles.  I  often  wish  for  a  chat  with  you — one 
of  our  nice,  long  fireside  talks  of  former  days.  Do  say  more  about 
your  health  in  your  next.     Ever  your  own  sister, 

"Clara." 

To  the  above  letter  was  appended  the  following  postscript,  written 
by  Archer  : — 

"  Dear  Bampton  : — I  observe  that  Clara  has  omitted  to  tell  you  of 
an  amusing  scene  between  herself  and  Miss  Fife,  thinking  it  (I  sup- 
pose) scarcely  proper  to  be  spoken  of.  I  must  therefore  supply  the 
omission. 

**  You  will  have  perceived  that  Miss  Fife  sets  up  for  a  female  of  the 
Btrong-minded  order.  She  especially  piques  herself  upon  her  superi- 
ority to  prudery,  talks  freely  on  subjects  which  our  modern  conven- 
tionalism prohibits  to  her  sex,  and  maintains  theoretically  and  prac- 
tically her  unlimited  right  of  reading  the  loosest  books.  To  give 
effect  to  her  views  upon  this  question,  and  to  introduce  a  better  tone 
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of  thoagfat  in  her  own  circle,  she  has  established  an  assodation  of 
ladies,  which  calls  itself  '  The  Anti-prudery  Society.^  This  club 
meets  periodically  in  the  houses  of  its  respective  members  in  torn,  in 
order  to  read  aloud  some  improTing  work.  (Gentlemen  are  not 
allowed  to  be  present,  which  is  rather  inconsistent.)  They  have  got 
through  all  Smollett's  novels  and  the  whole  of  Rousseau's  Confes- 
sions, and  are  at  present  engaged  in  a  systematic  perusal  <^  Gecurge 
Sand.  They  met  here  a  few  days  ago,  a^d  Clara  (to  whom  the 
object  of  the  meeting  had  not  been  honestly  explained)  was  present 
at  the  reading.  "  Leone  Leoni "  was  the  novel  of  the  evening,  and 
Clara  (as  the  visitor)  was  asked  to  begin  the  reading  at  the  pcMni 
where  they  had  previously  left  off.  She  read  on  a  little  way  ;  bnt 
then,  on  casting  her  eyes  over  what  was  coming,  saw  something 
which  disgusted  and  shocked  her  so  much,  that,  on  the  impulse  of 
the  moment,  she  flung  the  volume  into  the  fire. 

*'  You  may  imagine  the  consternation  created.  The  next  moment 
Clara  apologised  for  the  liberty  she  had  taken  in  destroying  the  book, 
but  expliuned  that  she  was  sure  Miss  Fife  could  not  have  known  its 
character,  or  she  would  not  have  proposed  it  for  reading.  Mi8^ 
Fife  was  very  mdignant,  and  answered  rudely  ;  in  short  there  was 
quite  a  scene. 

"  I  hope  your  cough  improves  under  the  influence  of  more  genial 
skies.  We  shall  be  in  England  till  February,  and  then,  I  support*, 
shall  migrate.     Why  should  not  you  join  us  at  Pfalzhof  in  the 

spring? 

"  Yours  ever, 

"  O.  F.  Abcsxr. 
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CHAPTER    XX. 

UNWILCOMK   REAPPEARANGB. 

It  will  hare  been  eyident  from  the  preceding  letters  that  Clara 
was  fiilly  sensible  of  the  failings  of  her  husband's  unbelieving  friends, 
and  that  she  found  nothing  attractive  in  their  society.  Yet  it  must 
not  be  supposed  that  the  days  and  weeks  which  she  spent  in  such 
company,  a  listener  to  such  conversation,  remained  without  effect 
opon  her  own  convictions,  (^one  but  the  very  strongest  minds  can 
altogether  resist  the  corrupting  influence  of  evil  communications.  It 
is  hardly  possible  to  be  immersed  in  a  current  without  in  some  degree 
drifting  with  the  stream.  The  habit  of  daily  and  hourly  intercourse 
with  those  who  openly  rejected  the  creed  in  which  she  had  been 
educated,  could  not  but  diminish  in  Clara's  mind  the  traditional 
reverence  with  which  she  had  regarded  it.  She  became  familiarised 
with  the  supposition  of  its  possible  falsehood.  She  could  not  sup- 
pose herself  intellectually  superior  to  many  of  those  whom  she  heard 
denying  its  most  fundamental  articlesA 

It  need  not  be  said  how  much  such  impressions  were  deepened  by 
the  tact  that  Clara's  husband,  whom  she  still  clung  to  with  the  pas- 
sionate self-abandonment  of  her  character,  avowed  himself  an  unbe- 
liever. Nor  was  his  influence  on  her  opinions  less  effectual  because 
he  seemed  careless  of  exerting  it.  He  made  no  attempt  to  prosely- 
tise his  bride,  and  seldom  spoke  to  her  on  the  subject  of  religion  ; 
when  he  did  so,  he  invariably  took  it  for  granted  that  no  highly 
educated  man  could  any  longer  believe  in  Christianity,  but  at  the 
same  time  owned  that  the  case  was  different  with  the  other  sex ; 
that  many  of  the  most  pleasing  and  intelligent  women  whom  he  knew 
were  still  believers,  and  that  on  the  whole  the  trappings  of  supersti- 
tion formed  a  graceful  ornament  to  the  female  character.  Such 
speeches  were  not  likely  to  confirm  the  faith  of  his  wife. 
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Her  new  associates  did  not  faU  to  put  into  Clara's  hands  the  mc^ 
popular  works  of  the  modern  champions  of  infidditj.  She  reail 
their  plaosible  summaries  of  the  objections  against  her  hereditary 
creed,  and  found  many  difficulties  started  which  she  was  unable  to 
solve,  many  cavils  for  which  she  could  imagine  no  answer.  Hie 
sophisms  of  these  writers  were  new  to  her,  and  their  misstatemeuts 
of  fact  were  of  a  kind  which  it  was  not  possible  for  her  to  detect. 
Indeed  a  woman  who  is  exposed  to  the  argumentations  of  infidels 
meets  them  at  a  disadvantage.  If  she  once  consent  to  rest  the  truth 
of  Christianity  on  the  mere  grounds  of  external  evidence  and  histo- 
rical criticism,  she  is  almost  inevitably  worsted  ;  being,  in  ordinary 
cases,  without  that  Icnowledge  of  ancient  history  and  of  the  le&med 
languages,  which  is  requisite  for  the  investigations  whereof  the 
alleged  results  are  expounded  to  her,  she  is  obliged  to  take  for 
granted  the  assertions  of  the  adversary.  And  having  admitted  his 
premises,  she  struggles  vainly  to  avoid  concurrence  in  his  conclosioD. 

It  Ls  true  that  a  faith  which  rested  on  the  only  sure  foundation, 
the  rock  of  individual  consciousness  and  personal  holiness,  could  not 
be  permanently  overthrown,  though  it  might  for  a  time  be  shaken^ 
by  such  assaults.  She  who  is  a  Christian  in  the  tme  sense  of  the 
word  ;  she  whose  life  is  a  perpetual  series  of  prayers,  thanks|pving8, 
and  labours  of  love  ;  cannot  be  made  to  doubt  the  certainty  of 
those  things  wherein  she  believes.  To  her  they  have  become  incor- 
porated into  her  nature,  a  portion  of  her  life,  truer  and  more  real 
than  the  world  of  sight.  She  has  entered,  and  enters  daily,  within 
the  veil,  and  beholds  a  vision  there  which  dispels  the  clouds  of  earth 
and  sense.  Doubts  and  difficulties  she  will  meet  by  an  acknowledg- 
ment of  her  inability  to  solve  them  ;  yet  will  victoriously  answer^ 
with  a  calm  assurance  of  their  futility, 

"  I  cannot  understand — ^I  love.* 

Such  a  woman  (and,  thank  God,  there  are  many  such)  will  con- 
found the  tactics  of  the  enemy  by  impregnable  counterworks,  and 
ramparts  that  cannot  be  scaled.  She  has  witnessed  the  practical 
operation  of  the  faith  of  Christ  among  the  poor  and  dying,  upon 
the  physical  miseries  of  disease  and  destitution,  upon  the  moral  ago- 
nies of  the  publican  and  the  sinner.     She  has  seen  it  turn  bad  men 
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into  good ;  she  has  seen  it  the  only  hope  of  the  outcast,  the  only 
antidote  of  excraciating  pain,  the  only  anodyne  of  a  torturing  con- 
science. She  knows  the  Scripture  to  be  a  yoice  from  heaven,  because 
no  man  doeth  these  miracles  except  God  be  with  him.  Above  all 
she  knows  the  power  of  Christ  to  be  divine,  because  she  has  felt  it 
in  herself,  omnipotent  to  subdue  the  rebellion  of  the  lower  nature 
against  the  higher,  to  crush  the  bosom  serpents  of  envy  and  pride, 
and  selfishness  and  malice.  To  the  scornful  question  of  mocking 
rabbis — "  What  say  est  thou  of  Him  ?" — she  answers,  with  a  scorn 
far  loftier  than  theirs,  "  Herein  is  a  marvellous  thing,  that  ye  know 
not  from  whence  He  is,  and  yet  He  hath  opened  mine  eyes.  Whether 
ye  be  scribes  I  know  not ;  one  thing  I  know,  that,  whereas  I  was 
blind,  now  I  see." 

But  Clara,  alas  I  could  give  no  such  reply  as  this  to  the  doubts 
which  now  assailed  her.  She  had  never  made  her  religion  a  reality. 
Those  blessed  habits  of  visiting  the  poor,  of  reading  to  the  sick,  of 
teaching  the  ignorant,  which  now  form  so  largo  an  element  in  the 
life  of  the  wives  and  daughters  of  all  the  better  portion  of  our 
richer  countrymen,  those  habits  of  self-denying  philanthropy  which 
bind  class  to  class  in  the  bonds  of  Christian  charity — had  never  been 
the  habits  of  Clara.  Nay,  even  the  practice  of  private  prayer  had 
never  been  more  with  her  than  a  compliance  with  childish  custom, 
the  mechanical  repetition  of  words  without  thought ;  and  we  have 
already  described  the  manner  in  which  her  acquiescence  in  the  dog- 
mas of  religion  had  been  shaken  by  the  follies  and  inconsistencies 
she  had  witnessed  in  both  sections  of  that  which  called  itself  the 
religions  world. 

It  is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that  the  residue  of  her  faith  now 
gave  way  under  the  incessant  attacks  to  which  it  was  exposed.  She 
did  not,  indeed,  become  a  proselyte  to  any  positive  system  of  unbe- 
lief ;  but  she  felt,  whenever  she  turned  her  thoughts  to  the  subject 
of  religion,  that  all  was  uncertain,  hollow,  and  rotten.  Her  creed 
had  sunk  into  a  chaos  of  confused  thought ;  the  upshot  of  which 
was,  that  Christianity  was  an  obsolete  superstition,  for  which  no  sub- 
stitute had  been  provided. 

Yet  Clara  soon  began  to  feel  a  need  for  that  comfort  which  can 
be  given  by  nothing  save  the  religion  which  she  forsook.  A  cloud 
of  diaqoiet  and  distrust,  the  first  shadow  of  which  had  dimmed  the 
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brightnesB  of  her  wedding^aj,  gradnaUj  spread  itself  over  the  cle^r 
fikj  of  her  married  happiness,  from  the  horiaon  to  the  Eeoith. 

It  was  not  that  her  love  for  her  husband  had  become  less  iuteBse  ; 
nor  had  he  ceased  to  treat  her  with  fondness  or  respect ;  hot  she  Mt 
daily  more  and  more  that  their  tastes  and  characters  were  not  m 
perfect  harmony,  and  that  the  mutual  understanding  so  indispensable 
to  the  blessedness  of  married  life,  did  not  exist  between  them.  But, 
worst  of  all,  a  conviction  was  forced  upon  her  that  she  did  not  pos- 
sess Archer's  iiill  confidence  ;  a  dark  suspicion  of  some  corrupt  con- 
cealment,  of  some  guilty  secret,  filled  her  with  an  undefined  presen- 
timent of  evil. 

By  day  her  husband  was  calm  and  self-possessed  as  usual ;  bat  at 
night  he  lay  tossing  for  hours  in  feverish  dreams,  and  disturbed  her 
sleep  by  broken  exclamations  of  distress.  At  such  moments  she 
often  heard  him  vociferate  the  name  of  **  Julia/'  generally  accent 
panied  with  muttered  imprecations.    "  Sink  her  I" — "  curse  her  I" — 

"  blast  her  1" — "  d ^n  her  I"  were  the  ominous  words  which  bnrst 

fi*om  his  lips,  startling  the  slumbers  of  his  wife,  and  scaring  her  with 
images  of  dread.  She  once  mentioned  this  to  him  when  he  woke, 
and  begged  him  to  confide  to  her  the  cause  of  his  agitation.  He 
affected  to  laugh  at  her  uneasiness  ;  asked  her  if  she  thought  every 
man  who  had  an  attack  of  nightmare  must  have  something  npoti 
his  conscience  ;  and  pleaded  guilty  to  the  crime  of  having  eaten  too 
many  mince  pies  the  night  before.  But  she  noticed  that  the  agita- 
tion of  his  manner  on  her  first  mention  of  the  subject  belied  his 
attempt  to  treat  it  as  ridiculous  ;  and  though  he  was  perfectly  kind 
to  her  during  the  remainder  of  the  day,  it  was  plain  that  he  was  not 
at  his  ease  ;  while  he  showed,  by  an  unwonted  irritability  of  temper 
towards  the  servants  of  the  hotel,  and  the  tradesmen  of  the  shops 
at  which  they  called,  that  something  had  put  him  off  his  balance. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  circumstance  which  filled  the  mind  of  Clara 
with  alarm.  She  was  still  more  disturbed  by  observing  that  her 
husband  was  now  constantly  closeted  with  a  man  whose  character 
and  manners  were  even  more  repugnant  to  her  than  those  of  Dr. 
Grobman  himself  ;  one,  moreover,  with  whom  he  was  not  united  by 
any  literary  connection  or  political  sympathies.  This  was  a  solicitor 
of  the  name  of  Macvellum,  who  had  been  originally  a  provincial  pet- 
tifogger, maintaining  himself  by  the  most  disreputable  kinds  of  prae- 
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tice.  He  stirred  up  litigation  among  his  poorer  neighbours  ;  rained 
seyeral  local  charities  bj  expensive  proceedings  in  Chancery,  in  order 
that  he,  as  '  relator/  might  be  indemnified  out  of  the  estates  ;  and 
promoted  actions  for  breach  of  promise,  offering  his  services  gratui- 
tonsly,  on  condition  of  sharing  in  the  damages.  In  the  latter  branch 
of  his  profession  he  had  been  fortunate  enongh  to  get  as  his  client  a 
maid-servant  who  had  received  some  love-letters  from  the  eldest  son 
of  a  peer,  which  by  a  favourable  interpretation  might  be  construed 
into  a  promise  of  marriage.  Mr.  Macvellum  made  them  the  basis  of 
an  action,  and  gained  a  verdict  for  three  thousand  pounds,  two-thirds 
of  which  he  received,  according  to  agreement,  for  his  share  of  the 
spoil.  This  plunder,  added  to  his  previous  savings  and  his  local 
connection,  enabled  him  to  purchase  a  partnership  in  a  second-rate 
firm  of  solicitors  in  London,  where  he  had  now  been  established  for 
two  or  three  years. 

To  Archer  he  had  been  known  in  his  earlier  days,  before  this 
transmigration.  For  the  former,  at  the  time  he  was  expelled  ft\)m 
the  army,  had  employed  the  attorney  in  defendrog  certain  actions  for 
debt  then  brought  agamst  him  by  Chester  tradesmen.  Macvellum 
had  shown  much  canning  and  shrewdness  in  these  proceedings  ;  had 
sucoessfnlly  pleaded  his  client's  minority  as  a  defence  against  most  of 
the  bills  sent  in  ;  and  had  satisfied  Archer  so  well  that  he  resolved, 
in  the  present  more  unportant  emergency,  to  resort  to  the  same  pro- 
fessional assistance. 

He  did  not,  however,  commit  himself  to  his  attorney  by  fully 
avowing  to  him  the  position  in  which  he  stood.  On  the  contrary,  he 
told  him  that  Julia  had  been  deceived  by  a  sham  marriage,  and  that, 
although  she  would  probably  attempt  to  establish  her  claim  to  the 
title  of  his  wife,  yet  he  had  no  doubt  of  his  ability  to  refute  her  alle- 
gations. But  he  showed  so  much  anxiety  about  the  result,  that  Mac- 
vellum suspected  there  was  something  behind  which  he  had  not  dis- 
closed, and  resolved  to  sift  the  matter  to  the  bottom,  firom  motives 
both  of  curiosity  and  of  self-interest. 

He  took  occasion  of  a  journey  to  his  former  neighbourhood  to 
make  an  excursion  into  North  Wales,  where  he  visited  the  parish  of 
Llangwby  and  inspected  the  parochial  registers.  He  immediately 
perceived  that  a  leaf  of  the  marriage  register  had  been  cut  out,  and 
this  confirmed  his  suspicions ;  which  were  farther  strengthened  by  the 
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h'^^tatk*  of  iLe  clerk  ai«d  serton  when  he  quest iooed  tfaenu  H** 
then  pnx-eedtni  to  the  oflEce  c»f  the  di^^resan  ivginrar,  and  after  tin:*- 
seanrh  di-ci>Tere<i  the  l;«>?r.'^  for  the  mamasre  of  Geora^e  Frederiri 
Ann^iroEsr  to  Julia  Scii^h.  Tbis  did  not  of  c*:>urse  prove  that  iL«* 
marrla'jre  had  been  ce»»rat»d,  hot  it  rendered  it  not  improbaVik : 
Ei.d  it  moreover  5npplitd  the  attorney  with  a  piece  of  informatiiB 
which,  in  his  opirii«in.  plactiJ  his  client  completely  at  his  meivy.  an 
advantage  of  which  he  re>olT»-d  to  avail  himself  when  circnn^tance^ 
should  render  it  desirable  to  do  ?o. 

It  was  upon  his  ret  am  to  London,  after  tlus  voyage  of  discorery, 
that  his  visits  became  so  pecnliarlj  annoying  to  Clara.  For  the 
conviction  that  he  had*possessed  himself  of  a  dangerous  secret  gave 
him  an  air  of  patronage  in  his  intercourse  with  Archer,  under  whidi 
even  a  less  sensitive  nature  than  hers  coold  not  have  failed  to  wince. 
Her  husband  felt  his  own  foil  share  of  disgust  at  the  attorney'^ 
impertinence,  but  he  dared  not  offend  him  ;  for  he  gathered,  from 
certain  significant  inuendoes,  that  the  man  bad  gained  a  fuller 
knowledge  of  his  case  than  he  had  himself  conmranicated  ;  how 
much  he  knew  he  could  not  tell ;  but,  at  all  events,  he  might  prove 
a  dangerous  enemy,  and  must  not  be  discarded  till  the  immediate 
peril  was  over. 

His  vulgarity,  which  had  previously  been  offensive,  now  became 
intolerable.  He  was  constantly  dropping  in  at  all  hours — to  break- 
fast, limcheon,  or  dinner — and  boring  his  unwilling  hostess  with  long 
stories  and  coarse  jokes.  To  these  he  gave  a  point,  which  they 
sometimes  wanted,  by  lolling  his  tongue  out  of  his  mouth,  as  an 
indication  of  the  moment  when  the  jest  had  reached  its  climax.  In 
all  his  talk  he  had  but  two  topics — praise  of  himself,  and  disparage- 
ment of  others.  Under  the  latter  head  he  indulged  in  dull  and 
malignant  anecdotes  against  all  his  professional  brethren  who  had 
been  more  successful  than  himself ;  under  the  former  he  expatiated 
npon  his  own  cleverness  and  ingenuity,  described  the  legal  battles 
he  had  won,  the  crafty  stratagems  he  had  devised,  and  the  compli- 
ments he  had  earned  from  the  most  eminent  leaders  of  the  cir- 
cuit. 

To  complete  his  character,  it  should'be  added  that  he  was  violent 
in  his  temper  and  vindictive  in  his  resentment ;  and  that  he  never 
forgave  a  slight  offered  to  his  self-importance,  or  a  wound  inflicted 
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on  his  Tanity.    This  latter  pecaliarity  had,  as  we  shall  hereafter  see, 
no  insignificant  influence  on  the  development  of  our  history. 

It  may  well  be  imagined  that  Clara  remonstrated  with  her  hus- 
band on  permitting  the  continual  visits  of  this  odious  pettifogger. 
He  excused  himself  on  the  ground  that  the  man  had  been  useful  to 
him  in  former  times,  and  that  he  was  at  present  employed  on  a,  diffi- 
cult negotiation  which  Archer  had  promised  to  conduct  for  a 
friend. 

"  I  cannot  explain  the  nature  of  it  to  you,"  he  said,  "  for  I  am 
bound  in  honour  to  keep  it  secret ;  but  it  will  be  enough  to  tell  you 
that  it  involves  the  character  of  a  man  of  political  eminence  with 
whom  I  am  connected,  and  who  could  not  be  injured  without  causing 
me  the  greatest  pain,  and  perhaps  ruining  my  prospects  of  advance- 
ment." Then,  seeing  Clara's  look  of  disappointment,  he  added  with 
a  smile,  "  I  see  you  think  me  very  mysterious  and  diplomatic,  dear- 
est ;  but  you  must  remember  that  diplomacy  is  now  my  trade." 

This  explanation  did  not  satisfy  his  wife,  for  she  felt  that  it  did 
not  account  for  the  phenomena  she  observed.  And  as,  day  by  day, 
Macvellum's  manner  became  more  insolent,  and  his  familiarity  more 
disgusting,  she  became  more  and  more  convinced  that  there  was 
some  discreditable  secret  connected  with  the  power  which  he  mani- 
festly wielded  over  her  husband.  The  attorney  even  ventured  to 
compliment  her  upon  her  beauty,  and  to  stare  at  her  with  libertine 
admiration.  When  she  complained  of  this  to  Archer,  he  made  light 
of  it ;  declared  she  must  have  deceived  herself :  that  it  was  nothing 
but  the  vulgar  folly  of  the  fellow  ;  that  it  was  beneath  her  to  be 
vexed  at  the  clumsy  attentions  of  such  a  low-bred  puppy  ;  and  that, 
at  all  events,  he  could  not  annoy  her  long,  for  the  business  on  which 
he  was  employed  would  soon  be  wound  up.  In  short,  it  was  evident 
that  Archer  had  determined  that  nothing  should  induce  him  to  quar- 
rel with  Macvellum. 

Clara  became  more  and  more  impatient  under  this  bondage.  For 
the  first  time  she  admitted  a  doubt  into  her  mind  whether,  in  mar- 
rying Archer  against  Charles's  remonstrance,  she  had  chosen  wisely 
for  the  happiness  of  her  life.  When  such  a  doubt  intrudes  itself, 
the  edifice  of  wedded  bliss  is  already  undermined,  and  the  first  storm 
may  level  it  to  the  ground.  Frequently  she  caught  herself  sighing 
for  the  unreaerved  intercourse  of  confidential  love  which  slie  hod 
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enjojed  with  her  brother.  Often,  after  toming  to  her  husband, 
to  unbarden  her  heart  of  its  hidden  grief,  when  repelled  by  his 
cold  reserve,  she  would  recar  with  sad  lon^ng  to  the  perfect 
identification  of  feeling  which  had  cemented  her  commanion  with 
Charles — a  commanion  in  which  she  had  never  failed  to  find  that 
''  civil  shrift^'  (as  Bacon  calls  it)  which  the  heart  seeks  from  the 
'*  confessor  "  of  its  choice. 

One  morning  Clara  was  Ijing  on  the  sofa  in  her  sittrng-room  (for 
her  health  had  lately  become  delicate,)  musing  sadly  on  the  contrast 
between  the  present  and  the  past — ^between  the  herdc  ideal  to  which 
she  had  given  heart,  and  the  actual  Archer  whom  two  months  of 
marriage  had  revealed  to  her. 

She  was  roused  from  her  reverie  by  the  unexpected  entrance  of 
the  waiter,  who  presented  to  her  a  card  very  much  glazed,  and  sur- 
rounded by  an  embossed  pattern,  in  the  centre  of  which  was  printed 
the  name  of  Mrs.  Archer.  Surprised  at  the  identity  of  the  name 
with  her  own,  the  odd  look  of  the  card,  and  the  unusual  hour  oi  the 
call,  and  wondering  whether  it  was  some  relation  of  her  husband^s 
whom  she  had  not  yet  heard  of,  Clara  was  about  to  make  further 
inquiries  before  admitting  her  visitor,  when  through  the  half-open 
door  there  entered  a  tall  and  portly  brunette,  whose  dress  and  aq>ect 
would  have  led  Clara  to  suppose  her  the  landlady  of  the  hotel,  had 
she  not  already  seen  that  potentate.  The  costume  of  the  visitor 
was  chiefly  remarkable  for  its  gaudy  colouring,  in  which  red  and  yel- 
low were  the  predominant  tints.  Her  eyes  sparkled,  and  her  cheeks 
were  flushed  either  with  excitement  or  with  liquor — ^perhaps  with 
both.  But  the  insolent  defiance  of  her  manner  as  she  sailed  into 
the  room  and  walked  straight  up  to  the  sofa  was  wholly  inexplicahle 
to  Clara. 

Scarcely  had  the  waiter  shut  the  door  behind  him  and  applied  his 
ear  to  the  external  keyhole,  when  the  extraordinary  visitor  dropped 
into  a  chair. 

"  Don't  disturb  yourself,  Miss  Hampton,"  she  exclaimed,  ''I  am 
going  to  wait  here  till  my  husband  comes  in.  This  is  his  room,  I 
understand." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Clara,  gently,  "  but  there  must  be 
some  mistake.  These  are  Mr.  George  Archei^'s  apartments.  Perhaps 
there  is  another  Mr.  Archer  in  the  hotel." 
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"  No  mistake  at  all,  misB/'  cried  the  intruder  ;  **  or  at  least  no 
mistake  of  mine,  miss.  I  am  George  Archer's  wife.  If  you  are 
Hying  with  him,  you  are  his  mistress,  that's  all,  miss  !'' 

Clara  at  once  rose  to  ring  the  bell,  for  she  naturally  supposed  that 
her  yisitor  was  insane.  But  the  stranger  guessed  her  purpose,  and 
prevented  it  by  planting  herself  in  her  way. 

"  Not  so  fast,  miss,"  she  said.  "  You  are  not  going  to  get  rid  of 
me  in  that  way.  Stop  till  Mr.  Archer  comes  home,  and  then  you 
shall  see  what  you  shall  see.'' 

Clara  was  seriously  alarmed,  and  made  an  effort  to  reach  the  bell 
on  the  other  side  of  the  chimney-piece  ;  but  her  antagonist  seized 
her  hand  before  she  could  effect  her  object ;  and  then,  taking  her  up 
in  her  arms  as  easily  as  she  would  have^  carried  a  child,  she  bore  her 
to  the  sofa. 

'*  There,"  she  said,  "  if  you  won't  keep  yourself  quiet,  I  must 
make  you.  Here  you  shall  stay  till  George  comes,  as  sure  as  my 
name  is  Julia  I" 

But  the  kst  words  were  unheard  by  her  to  whom  they  were 
spokeu.  For  Clara's  nerves  were  in  no  state  to  bear  the  shock  of 
feeling  herself  helpless  in  the  gripe  of  a  mad  woman.  On  being 
seized  by  the  stranger  she  instantly  fainted  away,  and  before  she 
reached  the  sofa  was  already  insensible. 

As  the  visitor  turned  from  the  sofa  to  seek  some  means  of  restoring 
her  rival  to  consciousness,  the  door  opened  and  admitted  Archer,  who 
found  himself,  to  his  horror  and  amazement,  confronted  on  his 
entrance  by  the  hated  and  forsaken  Julia. 

She  met  him  with  a  sneer. 

"  You  didn't  expect  to  find  me  here,  George,  did  you  ?  No  more 
did  your  sickly,  'sterical  miss,  I  guess.  Why,  she  fainted  right  away 
when  she  heard  who  I  was  1" 

"  Beast  I"  cried  Archer,  a  sudden  transport  of  rage  succeeding  to 
the  first  shock  of  surprise.  "  Drunken  beast,  how  dared  you  come 
here  to  insult  my  wife  ?" 

She  turned  upon  him  with  glaring  eyes. 

"  Your  wife,  forsooth  1  Ha  1  ha  I  Your  wife,  indeed  !  And 
what  am  I,  pray  ?" 

"You  were  once  my  mistress,"  said  Archer,  restored  to  calmness 
by  her  visible  excitement.     "  You  were  once  my  mistress,  as  you 
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have  been  the  mistress  of  others  before  and  since  ;  but  yon  left  me 
of  yonr  own  accord,  and  you  have  no  claim  upon  me  now," 

"No  claim  I  haven't  I,  you  ficonndrel ?  We  shall  see  that  when 
you  come  to  be  convicted  of  bigamy,  and  transported  to  Botany  B«y, 
you  felon  you  !" 

Archer  looked  out  of  the  window  and  saw  a  policeman  on  tte 
pavement  below.    He  called  him  up  and  then  replied  to  Julia. 

"  You  are  mistaken  if  you  think  any  one  wiU  believe  the  ridiciiloiis 
story  which  (as  I  understand)  you  have  invented  about  a  marriage 
with  me.  But  you  are  quite  welcome  to  try.  I  hear  that  yon  hare 
drunk  yourself  mad,  and  perhaps  in  your  delirium  you  haTc  per- 
snaded  yourself  to  believe  your  own  lies.  Meantime,  you  will  quit 
this  room  instantly,  without  further  disturbance,  or  I  will  give  you 
in  charge  as  a  drunken  and  disorderly  female." 

The  last  sentence  was  spoken  after  the  policeman  had  entered  the 
apartment ;  and  there  he  stood,  ready  to  enforce  Archer's  threats 
Julia  was  cowed,  and  retired  from  the  field  ;  but  as  she  left  the 
room  she  turned  round  and  shook  her  fist  at  her  husband,  shrieking 
out  in  a  voice  of  defiance — 

"  You  shall  pay  for  this  I    You  shall  pay  for  this  I" 

No  sooner  was  she  gone  than  Archer  hastened  to  take  every 
method  for  recovering  Clara  from  the  swoon  in  which  she  still  lay. 
He  applied  her  vinaigrette  to  her  nostrils,  and  bathed  her  temples 
with  eau-de-Cologne  from  the  bottle  which  stood  beside  her.  At 
length  she  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  round  her  with  a  scared 
glance  of  terror. 

"  Where  am  I  ?"  she  exclaimed.  "  What  has  happened  ?  Was 
it  a  horrid  dreamt' 

"  No,  darling,'*  said  her  husband  tenderly  ;  "  you  were  frightened 
by  a  wretched  mad  woman,  who  is  under  the  delusion  that  she  is  my 
wife.  But  I  have  given  her  into  custody,  and  she  shall  never  molest 
you  again." 

**  But  who  is  she  ?"  said  Clara,  stUl  trembling  with  agitation 
"  Where  does  she  come  from  ?    What  do  you  know  about  her  f" 

"  I  knew  her  once,  my  love,  when  I  was  in  the  army.  She  was  a 
girl  of  no  very  good  character  then,  and  was  always  about  the  bar- 
racks, flirting  with  one  oflScer  or  another.  At  last  she  took  to 
drinking,  and  the  mess  christened  her  Ginuu  (the  reverse  of  Undine, 
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joa  know).  She  drank  herself  mad  at  last,  and  was  placed,  I 
belieye,  in  some  Innatic  asylnm.  The  form  her  madness  took  was  to 
fancy  herself  married  to  me/' 

^'  What  could  have  given  rise  to  such  a  strange  hallucination  7" 
asked  Clara. 

**  Why,  I  can't  deny,  love,  that  I  paid  her  more  attention  than  I 
ought  to  have  done.  She  was  uncommonly  handsome  in  those  days, 
and  J  had  never  seen  you,  Clara.  But  come,  my  darling,  you  have 
been  quite  overdone  by  this  unlucky  business.  You  must  really 
go  upstairs  and  lie  down,  dearest ;  you  are  looking  absolutely 
white." 

So  saying,  he  rang  the  bell  for  Clara's  maid,  to  whose  care  he 
con^ned  her  mistress,  with  directions  to  darken  her  room  and  on 
no  account  to  suffer  her  to  be  disturbed.  He  then  rang  for  the 
waiter  of  the  hotel  who  had  let  in  Julia,  and  gave  him  a  good  scold- 
ing for  his  carelessness  in  showing  up  a  mad  impostor,  who  might 
have  done  serious  mischief  but  for  his  own  fortunate  return.  He 
added  a  strict  injunction  that  the  female  in  question  should  never  be 
again  admitted,  but  should  be  handed  over  to  the  police  if  she  should 
attempt  to  force  herself  in. 

Having  made  these  arrangements,  Archer  lost  no  time  in  calling 
a  cab  and  driving  to  Macvellum's  office.  It  seemed  to  show  great 
negligence  in  the  attorney,  that  Julia  should  have  been  able  to 
intrude  upon  him  thus  unexpectedly,  before  he  had  even  learned  that 
she  had  landed  in  England  ;  for  it  had  been  arranged  between  the 
lawyer  and  his  client  that  a  confidential  clerk  should  be  stationed  at 
Liverpool,  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  watch  for  the  arrival  of  the 
merchantman  in  which  Julia  (according  to  Lyman's  information)  had 
sailed  from  California,  and  which  they  knew  to  be  expected  about 
this  time.  He  was  at  once  to  send  information  to  his  principal  when 
the  ship  should  be  telegraphed  in  the  offing,  and  was  likewise 
instructed  to  board  her  on  her  coming  into  port,  and,  if  possible, 
to  insinuate  himself  into  Julia's  confidence,  and  ascertain  her  inten- 
tions. 

It  was  therefore  with  astonishment  and  indignation  against  his 
lawyer  that  Archer  now  hastened  to  his  chambers.  Yet  neither 
MacveUum  nor  his  clerk  was  to  blame.  Their  well-concerted  schemes 
were  baffled  by  an  accident  over  which  they  had  no  control.    The 


354  PERVERSION. 

good  ship  "  Peggy/'  though  boand  for  Liverpool,  had  nerer  lesched 
that  port.  She  had  met  with  a  storm  when  oJDT  Cape  Clear,  which 
had  driyen  her  from  her  course,  and  damaged  her  so  much  that  afae 
was  forced  to  pnt  into  Flatomah  to  refit.  There  Julia  had  landfrf, 
being  impatient  to  proceed  at  once  to  London. 

Her  reason  for  this  impatience  was  the  hope  she  entertained  of 
being  able  to  ascertain  there  her  hnsband's  address  and  circum- 
stances. She  knew,  from  Lyman's  taunts,  that  he  had  changed  his 
name,  and  inherited  an  estate  ;  bnt  this  was  alL  She  would  hare 
been  at  a  loss  for  any  clue  by  which  to  find  him,  had  she  not  <diaiiced 
to  discover  in  one  of  her  trunks,  before  she  left  Lyman's  house,  the 
remains  of  an  old  cheqne-book,  which  gave  her  the  name  oi  the 
London  bankers  in  whose  hands  Archer  had  deposited  the  pordiasB 
money  which  he  received  for  his  commission  when  he  left  the  araij. 
She  thought  it  not  improbable  that  he  might  still  oontinne  to  bank 
with  them,  or  that  at  any  rate  they  might  supply  her  with  intelli- 
gence which  would  enable  her  to  trace  him  out. 

Accordingly  upon  her  arrival  in  town  she  lost  no  time  in  driving 
to  the  banking  house  in  question.  To  her  inquiries  whether  Mr. 
Armstrong  still  banked  with  them,  they  rej^ed  that  upon  taking 
the  name  of  Archer  he  had  transferred  his  account  to  Messrs. 
Tinsome's,  in  consequence  of  the  Westmoreland  connection  belongs 
ing  to  that  house.  To  Messrs.  Tinsome's  therefore,  she  hastened, 
and  the  head  clerk  there,  on  her  announcing  herself  as  a  connection 
of  Mr.  Archer,  gave  her  the  address  of  that  gentleman  at  once, 
adding  the  startling  intelligence  that  he  was  at  present  in  London 
with  his  bride. 

We  have  already  seen  the  first  step  which  Julia  thought  fit  to 
take  in  consequence  of  this  information.  Her  second  was  to  pro- 
ceed to  an  attorney,  and  direct  him  to  adopt  the  necessary  measures 
for  commencing  a  prosecution  against  her  husband. 

The  result  of  her  instructions  to  the  lawyer  was  the  issue  of  a 
summons  from  the  magistrate  of  the  Blank-«treet  Police-court, 
directing  George  Frederick  Archer  to  appear  before  him  within 
ten  days  from  the  date  thereof,  to  answer  to  a  charge  of  bigamy. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

A  POUCE  REPOBT. 

At  the  end  of  the  snbseqoeat  week,  the  colamoa  of  the  morning 
newspapers  contained  the  following  report,  under  the  head  of 
Legal  Intelligence  : — 

"  Blank-street  Police-cocrt. 

**  This  morning  was  appointed  for  the  hearing  of  a  charge  which 
has  excited  considerable  sensation  in  political  and  literary  circles 
in  consequence  of  the  eminent  position  of  the  defendant,  G.  F. 
Archer,  Esq.,  a  gentleman  who  has  been  lately  appointed  Secretary 
of  Legation  to  Her  Majesty's  Embassy  at  the  court  of  his  Serene 
Highness  the  reigning  duke  of  Hesse  Pfalzhnf,  and  who  was  pre- 
viously well  known  through  his  connection  with  the  press. 

'•  The  court  was  crowded  at  an  early  hour,  and  we  noticed  oh  the 
magistrate's  bench  several  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  distinction, 
including  the  Earl  of  lixe,  Viscount  Wye,  Lord  Zedde,  Ac,  &c. 

*'  Mr.  Smashem,  instructed  by  Messrs.  Snappit,  appeared  for  the 
proBecution,  and  Mr.  Grashem,  instructed  by  Messrs.  Macvellum  and 
Sharp,  for  the  defence. 

''The  magistrate  (Mr.  Fitzjudy)  took  his  seat  at  ten  o'clock.  A 
few  minutes  after,  Mr.  Archer  entered,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  his 
friend,  Lord  Edward  Wrybbalde,  and  accompanied  by  his  legal 
adviser,  Mr.  Macvellum. 

''Nearly  at  the  same  moment  the  prosecutrix  (who  had  given  her 
name  as  Julia  Archer)  made  her  appearance.  In  person  she  is  still 
decidedly  handsome,  though  perhaps  of  a  style  of  beauty  rather  too 
masculine  to  suit  all  tastes.  She  is  a  brunette  in  complexion,  with 
black  hair  and  eyes,  an  aquiline  nose,  and  rich  full  lips.  She  was 
dressed  showily  in  the  height  of  the  fashion,  and  wore  a  smart  vel* 
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yet  bonnet  with  ostrich  feathers.  She  walked  in  withoat  tlie  lea.<t 
semblance  of  confusion,  and  glanced  impatientlj  and  boldlj  round 
the  court.  When  her  eyes  rested  on  the  defendant  she  shot  a  glance 
of  hatred  npon  him,  which  might  have  been  withering  in  its  elfect? 
had  he  not  fortunately  been  looking  another  way. 

"  Mr.  Smashem  opened  the  proceedings  by  shortly  stating'  the 
nature  of  the  accusation,  which,  as  our  readers  are  aware,  was  a 
charge  of  bigamy.  He  observed  that  the  proof  of  the  chargt^ 
rested  principally  on  the  evidence  of  the  prosecutrix,  Mrs.  Archer, 
whom  he  should  call  as  the  first  witness. 

"  The  prosecutrix,  after  being  sworn,  deposed  that  her  raaideu 
name  was  Julia  Smith,  and  that  she  had  been  married  to  the  defend- 
ant by  licence,  on  the  2nd  day  of  August,  1847,  in  the  parish 
church  of  Llangwby,  in  the  county  of  Denbigh.  That  the  defend- 
ant had  then  borne  the  name  of  Armstrong,  and  was  a  comet  in 
Her  Majesty's  90th  Regiment  of  Dragoons.  That  he  had  subse- 
quently been  obliged  to  sell  his  commission,  in  consequence  of  a 
duel  with  his  colonel,  and  that  he  had  then  gone  to  America,  aiid 
she  had  accompanied  him.  They  lived  at  New  Orleans  for  some 
months  in  very  poor  circumstances,  and  he  had  afterwards  returned 
to  England,  leaving  her  in  America.  She  had  only  lately  been  able 
to  pay  her  passage  home,  and  upon  her  arrival  in  London  she  found 
the  defendant  married  to  another  woman,  and  having,  moreover,  the 
audacity  absolutely  to  repudiate  his  marriage  with  her,  the  prosecu- 
trix.  Hereupon  she  was  compelled  to  bring  the  present  chax^ge  of 
bigamy  against  the  defendant. 

"  Mr.  Smashem  then  put  in  the  certified  copy  of  the  marriage 
licence  for  the  marriage  of  George  Frederick  Armstrong  with  Julia 
Smith.  He  also  put  in  the  certificate  of  the  marriage  had  and 
solemnised  in  November  last  between  George  Frederick  Archer 
and  Clara  Bampton.  He  was  about  to  proceed  with  the  proof 
that  the  aforesaid  George  Frederick  Armstrong  was  the  same  per* 
son  with  the  defendant  in  the  present  case,  when  Mr.  Crashem  inter- 
rupted him  by  saying  that,  on  the  part  of  the  defendant,  he  wa« 
willing  to  concede  the  identity  of  Mr.  Archer  and  Mr.  Armstrong. 

*'  Mr.  Smashem  was  proceeding  with  his  case  when  the  police 
magbtrate  interrupted  him  by  asking  him  whether  he  had  got  tlR^ 
certificate  of  the  marriage  between  Julia  Smith  and  George  Fredc- 
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rick  Armstrong.  He  had  only  handed  to  him  (Mr.  Fitzjndy)  the 
certified  copy  of  the  licence  aathorising  such  marriage,  which  was  no 
proof  that  the  marriage  had  been  solemnised. 

**  Mr,  Smashem. — '  I  regret  to  say  that  I  am  unable  to  produce  the 
certificate  of  my  client's  marriage,  because  the  leaf  in  the  parish 
register  of  Llangwby,  in  which  it  ought  to  appear,  has  been  torn  out.' 
''  Mr,  Fitzjudy. — '  That  is  a  most  extraordinary  statement.  But 
yon  are,  of  course,  aware  that  a  duplicate  copy  of  every  parochial 
register  is  annually  forwarded  to  the  superintendent  registrar.  Why, 
therefore,  have  you  not  produced  the  certified  extract  from  the 
general  registry  V 

*'  Mr.  Smashem. — '  I  am  again  obliged  to  express  my  regret ;  but 
the  leaf  in  question  must  have  been  torn  out  before  the  duplicate 
copy  of  the  register  of  Llangwby  was  made  and  forwarded  to  the 
registrar.' 

"  Mr.  Fitzjudy, — '  What  possible  ground  can  there  be  for  such  a 
supposition  ?' 

**  Mr.  Smashem. — '  I  here  produce  a  deposition  from  the  registrar 
of  the  Denbigh  district  to  prove  that  the  Rev.  David  Evans,  now 
deceased,  who  was  vicar  of  Llangwby  in  1847,  was  very  careless  and 
dilatory  in  forwarding  the  duplicates  required,  being  often  as  much 
as  two  years  in  arrear  ;  also  that  the  register  for  the  year  1847  con- 
tained only  half  the  number  of  marriages  celebrated  on  the  average 
in  other  years. 

''  The  deposition  in  question  was  then  handed  to  the  magistrate, 
as  were  also  two  other  depositions  from  two  wedded  couples  belong- 
ing to  the  parish  of  Llangwby,  who  deposed  that  although  they  had 
been  married  in  the  year  1847,  the  record  of  their  marriage  was  not 
to  be  found  on  the  parochial  register  for  that  year. 

"  Mr,  FUzjudy. — '  It  would  have  been  more  conclusive  if  the 
conductor  of  the  prosecution  had  brought  forward  some  person  who 
witnessed  this  alleged  marriage  between  the  prosecutrix  and  the 
defendant.  Why  have  you  not  subpoenaed  the  parish  clerk  and 
sexton  7  they  were  probably  present,  at  any  rate,  if  such  a  marriage 
ever  took  place.' 

'*  Mr.  Smashem. — (After  consulting  with  Messrs.  Snappit)  '  They 
have  been  subpoenaed,  but  I  am  informed  that  they  have  not  yet 
arrived.' 
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*'  Mr.  Fiiujudy.—'  Let  them  be  eallod  by  the  clerk  of  the 
eonrt.' 

**  Tlie  name  of  Jobn  Jones  was  acconMnglj  shonted  oat,  up^ 
which  a  little  old  man  came  forward,  his  head  coTered  with  a  m^t- 
cap  of  red  worsted,  and  his  eyes  protected  from  obserration  b^  i 
pair  of  blae  spectacles. 

"J/r.  Fiizjudy  {to  wiiness,) — *Ape  you  the  parish  clerk  d 
Llaii^hy  V 

"  Ultness.—'  Dim  Sassenach.' 

'*  Mr.  Fitzjudy. — *  What  do  you  mean,  sir  Y 

**  Witntss. — '  Dim  Sassenach.' 

"  Mr,  Fitzjudy. — '  Are  you  drunk  or  mad,  sir  ?  I  shall  comfflir 
you  at  once  for  contempt  of  court.' 

'*  Ilere  Mr.  Macrellum,  the  legal  adviser  of  the  defendant,  inta^ 
posed,  and  stated  that  havrng  formerly  liTed  in  Wales  he  was  ablt 
to  explain  that  the  witness  meant  to  say  he  did  Dot  undeRtaai 
English,  and  desired  to  be  examined  in  Welsh. 

"  Mr,  Fitzjvdy, — *  Then  we  must  hare  an  interpreter  sworn.  Eav^ 
you  an  interpreter  ready,  Mr.  Smashem  ?' 

"  M.  Smashem  replied  in  the  negative. 

"  Mr,  Fitzjudy. — '  What  does  your  client  mean  by  summoning 
Welsh  witnesses  and  not  taking  care  to  have  an  interpreter  at 
hand?  This  is  merely  wasting  the  time  of  the  court.  Call  the 
sexton.' 

'^  David  Kees  was  then  called,  and  answered  to  his  name.  He 
stated  his  readiness  to  be  examined  in  English,  and,  on  being  sworn, 
was  asked  by  Mr.  Smashem  whether  he  remembered  having  been 
present  at  at  any  marriage  in  the  parish  church  of  Llangwby  on  the 
2nd  of  August,  1847  V 

**  The  witness  said  it  was  so  long  ago  that  he  could  not  teU  as  to 
any  particular  day. 

"  Mr.  Smashem  desired  him  to  look  at  the  prosecutrix,  which  he 
did. 

*'Mr.  Smashem, — *Now,  sir,  were  you  or  were  you  not  present 
when  that  lady  was  married  in  your  parish  church?  Remember 
you  are  upon  your  oath,  sir.' 

**  Witness. — * 'Deed  to  goodness,  your  honour,  I  cannot  call  to 
mind  I  did  ever  see  the  lady  afore  anywhere  till  a  week  ago,  when 
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she  did  come  to  Llangwbj,  and  offered  me  two  poands  if  I  coald 
remember  the  day  when  she  was  married/ 

**Here  the  prosecutrix  became  much  excited,  and  called  out 
furiously,  *  You  lie,  you  rascal  I  you  were  the  clerk,  and  said  Amen 
when  the  marriage  was  over  1' 

"  To  which  the  man  replied  rery  coolly,  '  It  is  you  that  be  under 
the  mistake,  missis,  for  I  am  nothing  but  the  sexton  ;  it  is  John 
Jones  do  be  clerk,  as  his  worship  shall  tell  you.' 

"  The  prosecutrix  was  about  to  rejoin  in  great  wrath,  but  her 
invective  was  with  difficulty  silenced  by  the  court.  She  continued 
to  gesticulate  with  great  vehemence  while  the  sexton^s  examination 
went  on. 

"  He  was  further  asked  whether  he  had  not  witnessed  the  defend- 
fint's  marriage,  and  whether  the  attorney  for  the  defence  had  not 
been  tampering  with  him  ;  but  denied  that  he  had  ever  seen  either 
the  defendant  or  his  attorney  before.  • 

"  The  counsel  for  the  defence  declined  to  cross-examine  this  wit- 
ness, who  was  therefore  suffered  to  withdraw. 
"  This  closed  the  case  for  the  prosecution. 
"Mr.  Crashem  then  addressed  the  court  for  the  defence. 
"He  stated  that  he  was  instructed  to  admit  the  fact  that  the 
prosecutrix,  Julia  Smith,  had  been  formerly  the  mistress  of  the 
defendant,  and  had  accompanied  him  to  America.  The  whole  case 
against  his  client  had  so  completely  broken  down  that  it  was  not 
necessary  for  him  to  go  into  any  defenee.  He  would,  however, 
trouble  the  court  with  the  explanation  of  the  only  circumstance 
which  seemed  to  give  even  a  shadow  of  plausibility  to  the  allegation 
of  the  prosecutrix,  namely,  the  fact  that  a  marriage  licence  had 
been  procured.  The  truth  was,  that  the  fair  lady  had  insisted  on  a 
licence  before  she  would  consent  to  live  with  the  defendant.  There 
was  no  accounting  for  the  whims  of  the  sex  in  such  matters.  Per- 
haps she  thought  that  this  licence,  proceeding  as  it  did  from  episco- 
pal authority,  gave  a  shadow  of  sanction,  a  kind  of  sdntilia  juris,  to 
her  connection  with  her  lover  ;  or  perhaps  (and  that  seemed  the 
most  likely  view)  she  intended  from  the  first  to  use  it  for  vamping 
up  an  accusation  like  the  present,  in  order  to  extort  money  from 
the  defendant.  The  court  had  already  heard  from  one  of  the  wit- 
nesses called  by  the  other  side,  evidence  that  the  prosecutrix  had 
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been  goiltj  of  Bometliing  very  like  siibomation  of  pesjory^  in  ofder 
to  get  op  this  accosation. 

"  After  this  it  was  really  a  work  of  sopererogation  to  call  witnesses 
to  prove  her  previoas  character.  Bat  still,  as  the  charge  depended 
entirely  on  her  personal  testimony,  he  would  take  that  saperflnoos 
step.  He  should  prove  that  she  had  been  living  with  other  men  before 
she  lived  with  the  defendant,  and  farther,  that  she  acknowledged  her- 
self the  mistress  of  the  defendant  in  America,  and  was  there  married 
to  a  leading  member  of  the  Mormonite  sect. 

"  He  then  called  Lord  Edward  Wrybbalde,  who  was  sworn,  and 
said  that  th£  prosecutrix,  Jolia  Smith,  had  formerly  lived  with  him 
for  two  years.  She  had  afterwards  qnitted  him,  and  gone,  he  be- 
lieved, to  live  with  Colonel  Sackbut,  of  the  90th  Dragoons. 

*'  Cros^-examined. — *  Woold  not  swear  that  he  had  never  snggested 
the  transfer  to  Colonel  Sackbut.  Could  not  remember  the  particih 
lars  of  any  conversatlbu  they  might  have  had  on  the  subject.  Cooid 
not  say  whether  he  was  the  first  person  who  had  led  the  proeecntrix 
astray.  Perhaps  he  might  have  been.  Would  not  swear  that  he 
was  not.  Had  no  objection  to  admit  that  she  left  his  mother's  ser- 
vice in  consequence  of  her  connection  with  him.' 

**  Captain  Dulcimer  of  her  Majesty's  90th  Dragoons  was  nsxi  call- 
ed. Being  sworn,  he  stated  that  he  knew  the  prosecutrix  when  ^ 
lived  with  Colonel  Sackbut.  She  was  always  called  Mrs.  Sackbut 
then,  but  it  was  understood  that  she  was  not  married.  Remembered 
her  gomg  off  with  defendant.  Does  not  believe  they  were  mar- 
ried. 

"  Cross-examined. — '  Remembers  that  he  received  a  maniage 
licence  from  defendant,  and  gave  it  to  prosecutrix.  Knows  that  a 
marriage  licence  authorises  the  solemnisation  of  a  marriage.  His 
reason  for  not  believing  in  the  marriage  is,  that  the  defendant  at  the 
time  told  him  that  the  marriage  was  only  a  sham.  Doesn't  know 
what  defendant  meant  exactly.  Some  mock  ceremony  he  supposed. 
Can't  say  what  really  took  place.' 

"  The  next  witness  sworn  was  Samson  Leek,  who  described  himself 
as  resident  representative  of  of  the  Church  of  the  Latter-day  Saints 
in  England.  He  was  a  citizen  of  the  United  States,  and  had  redded 
some  years  in  Utah.  Was  lately  arrived  in  England  on  a  special 
mission.     Had  known  the  prosecutrix  at  Utah,  where  she  was  the 


A   POLICE   BEPOET.  861 

wife  of  William  Lyman,  one  of  the  high  councillors  of  the  president. 

She  had  told  him  (witness)  that  she  had  never  heen  married  to  any 

other  man  but  Councillor  Lyman. 

"  Cross'tjuimined. — '  Gould  not  swear  that  Lymau  had  no  other 

wives  except  the  prosecutrix.     Could  not  say  how  many  ^ives  the 

Councillor  had.     Made  it  a  rule  never  to  inquire  into  the  family  con. 

corns  of  other  people.     Declined  to  answer  the  question  how  many 

wives  he  had  himself.  (Mr.  Fitzjudy  decided  that  this  question  was 
irrelevant,  and  must  not  be  pressed.)  Did  not  know  of  the  cause  of 
the  prosecutrix  leaving  Utah.  Was  not  aware  that  the  defendant 
had  abandoned  her  at  New  Orleans.' 

"  Mr.  Crashem  said  that  the  last  evidence  he  should  o£fer  would 
be  the  actual  certificate  of  the  marriage  between  the  prosecutrix  and 
Councillor  Lyman,  signed  by  the  prosecutrix  herself.  This  extraor- 
dinary documeat,  the  first  official  record  of  a  Mormon  marriage 
perhaps  ever  produced  in  an  English  court  of  justice,  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  '  I,  Brigham  Young,  Seer,  Prophet,  Revelator,  and  President  of 
the  Church  of  the  Latter-day  Saints,  by  virtue  of  the  divine  author- 
ity committed  unto  me,  hereby  authorise  the  celebration  of  a  mar- 
riage between  William  Lyman,  one  of  the  Twelve  Apostles  and 
High  Councillor  of  the  Presidency,  and  Julia  Smith,  commonly  called 
Julia  Armstrong.  In  witness  whereof  I  have  hereunto  set  my  hand 
and  seal« 

(Signed)  "  Brigham  Young  (L.S.) 

'^ '  Countersigned  in  token  of  agreement  and  consent  by  us. 
(Signed)  "  Wiluam  Lyman. 

"  Julia  Smith. 
(CoDunonly  called  Armstrong.)' 

"  Mr.  Grashem  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  this  was  a  distinct 
acknowledgment  under  the  hand  of  the  prosecutrix,  that  she  was  not 
really  the  wife  of  the  defendant. 

"  Mr.  Fitscjudy  asked  whether  the  prosecutrix  acknowledged  her  sig- 
nature. 

*'  The  prosecutrix,  after  consulting  a  moment  with  her  legal  advi- 
ser, declined  to  acknowledge  it. 

''Mr.  Fitzjudy  then  said  that  he  should  compare  it  with  the  signa- 
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tare  which  she  had   subscribed  to  to  her  present  deposition.     He 
did  so,  and  pronouDced  the  signatures  anqaestionablj  identicaL 

^'  Mr.  Grashem  then  stated  that  this  closed  the  case  for  the  de- 
fence. 

"  Mr.  Fitzjudy  said — '  It  is  scarcely  necessary  for  me  to  remark 
that  no  evidence  whatever  has  been  produced  which  would  justify  me 
in  sending  this  case  for  trial.  I  never  knew  a  charge  break  down 
more  completely.  It  rests  solely  upon  the  oath  of  the  prosecutrix  ; 
and,  after  the  evidence  brought  against  her  character,  I  cannot 
attach  the  least  credit  to  her  statement,  more  especially  when  con- 
tradicted by  her  own  admission  in  the  document  last  put  in.  She 
seems  to  be  a  most  hardened  and  abandoned  character  ;  and  I  warn 
her  that  in  bringing  such  a  charge  as  this  against  a  gentleman  of 
such  high  respectability  and  honour  as  the  defendant,  she  incurs  seri- 
ous danger.  Indeed  I  feel  some  hesitation  whether  I  ought  not  to 
direct  her  to  be  prosecuted  for  peijury. 

"  In  one  point,  however,  I  do  not  justify  the  defendant.  His  con- 
duct was  certainly  reprehensible  in  obtaining  so  grave  a  docoment  as 
a  marriage  licence  for  the  purpose  of  reconciling  a  female  to  an  illicit 
connection  with  him.  But  this  error  was  conmiitted  in  the  heyday 
of  youthful  passion,  and  has  no  doubt  been  long  regretted  by  the 
defendant.  I  ought  further  to  say,  that  if  the  prosecutrix  had  been 
proved  to  be  the  true  wife  of  the  defendant,  her  evidence  against  him 
would  be  inadmissible,  according  to  the  rule  of  English  law.  Her 
testimony,  therefore,  if  true,  would  be  useless.  I  need  say  no  more, 
except  that  I  dismiss  the  case  with  costs  against  the  prosecu- 
trix.' 

"  This  decision  elicited  some  marks  of  applause  from  the  crowded 
audience,  and  a  savage  burst  of  execration  from  the  prosecutrix. 
The  latter,  however,  soon  found  that  Rhe  had  better  'keep  her 
breath  to  cool  her  porridge,'  to  use  a  vulgar  proverb.  For  she  was 
so  much  hooted  and  hustled  by  the  crowd,  that  she  had  great  difll- 
culty  in  making  her  escape  without  the  loss  of  her  finery,  and  would 
perhaps  have  been  seriously  injured  had  it  not  been  for  the  interven- 
tion of  the  police,  who  protected  her  till  she  found  refuge  in  a 
cab." 
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CHAPTER   XXII. 

ATTORNEY  AND  CLIENT. 

Archer  made  his  exit  from  the  police-court  triumphant,  but  not  at 
case.  He  had  gained  his  point,  and  succeeded  in  defeating  the 
attack  which  had  caused  him  so  much  anxiety.  It  was  scarcely 
possible,  after  so  complete  a  failure,  that  his  enemy  should  venture 
to  renew  the  combat,  and  so  far  he  had  every  cause  for  satisfaction. 
But,  on  the  other  hand,  he  could  not  but  be  aware  that  a  damaging 
revelation  had  been  made  concerning  the  habits  and  pursuits  of  his 
younger  days.  It  was  not  pleasant  to  feel  that  a  slur  was  thrown 
upon  his  character,  just  at  the  moment  of  his  entrance  on  public 
life. 

But  more  particularly  he  was  vexed  at  the  effect  which  these  dis- 
closures were  likely  to  produce  on  the  mind  of  his  bride.  For  a 
minute  or  two  he  considered  whether  he  could  manage  to  keep  the 
newspaper  report  from  her  eyes  ;  but  after  a  very  short  considera- 
tion he  dismissed  such  an  idea  as  hopeless.  If  she  did  not  see  the 
report  herself,  she  must  necessarily  hear  it  from  others  ;  her  aunt, 
her  mother,  her  brother,  would  all  read  it,  and  could  not  be  expected 
to  hold  their  tongues.  He  might  as  well,  therefore,  make  a  merit  of 
necessity,  call  her  attention  to  it  himself,  and  put  the  best  face  he 
Could  upon  it. 

The  wisest  way  would  be,  he  thought,  to  leave  town  for  a  day  or 
two,  in  order  to  give  time  for  the  first  impatient  ebullition  of  disgust 
which  he  expected  from  Clara  to  evaporate,  and  at  the  same  time  to 
leave  for  her  a  penitent  letter  of  explanation  and  apology  behind 
him.  This  being  resolved  on,  he  proceeded  to  his  club,  and  there 
concocted  the  following  epistle  : — 

"  My  Dearest  Clara, — You  will  see  in  the  newspapers  to-morrow 
the  report  of  a  disagreeable  business  in  which  my  name  occurs  ;  an 
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accusation  brought  by  that  anfortonate,  halfnnad  impostor  wl^^ 
frightened  yon  the  other  day.  Of  coarse  the  charge  has  been  di- 
missed  as  frivolous  ;  but  at  the  same  time  the  matter  has  annoyni 
me  a  good  deal.  I  have  concealed  it  from  you  hitherto,  and  shonid 
continue  to  do  so  were  it  possible,  because  it  iuYolTes  certain  details 
of  my  early  life,  of  which  (I  frankly  own)  I  am  ashamed,  and  the 
knowledge  of  which  can  now  only  pain  you  needlessly. 

"  But  it  is  obyiously  impossible  to  conceal  from  yon  anj  longt- r 
that  which  will  be  in  the  columns  of  eyery  p^>er  to-morrow  mc»nine. 
I  therefore  only  ask  you  to  read  the  report  with  indulgence,  and  to 
remember  that  when  I  committed  the  follies  which  are  there  dis- 
closed I  was  a  boy  of  eighteen  ;  and  above  all,  that  I  had  nevtr 
known  in  you  the  perfect  ideal  of  womanhood. 

"  I  confess  I  do  not  like  to  meet  your  eye  till  yon  have  had  tinje 
to  get  over  your  first  disgust  at  this  matter.  Moreover,  I  hare  aonte 
business,  connected  with  the  lettmg  of  one  of  my  farms  in  the  north, 
which  I  ought  to  look  after.  I  shall  therefore  go  down  by  to-night's 
mail  to  Westmoreland,  whence  I  hope  to  be  back  in  three  days. 
**  Ever  your  affectionate  husband, 

"  G.  F,  Abchkr." 

The  first  news  which  Clara  heard  of  her  husband's  quitting  town 
was  from  his  servant,  who  gave  her  this  note  on  his  return  frvnn  the 
Euston  Station,  whither  he  had  taken  his  master's  carpetrbag.  The 
letter  filled  her  with  uneasy  curiosity  for  the  next  day's  intelligence, 
and  it  may  be  imagined  that  her  hand  trembled  with  eagerness  and 
agitation  as  she  opened  the  "  Times  "  which  lay  beside  her  plate  and 
teacup  on  the  following  morning. 

The  shock  with  which  she  read  it  was  considerably  diminished  by 
the  contents  of  Archer's  letter,  but  still  it  was  very  great.  The 
odious  nature  of  the  charge  revolted  her  ;  she  felt  disgraced  even  by 
the  bare  possibility  that  her  husband  could  be  so  accused  ;  and  the 
very  disagreeable  picture  of  his  early  life  and  companions  forced  her 
to  contemplate  him  in  a  light  much  less  flattering  than  she  had  ever 
done  before. 

She  had  never  hitherto  associated  his  image  in  her  mind  with  the 
idea  of  coarse  and  sensual  vice ;  her  hero-worship  was  henceforth 
impossible  ;  her  idol  was  fallen  from  its  pedestal  into  the  mud.     And 
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yet,  alas  1  she  now  felt  more  keenly  than  ever  how  impossible  it  was 
that  any  fall,  that  any  estrangement,  should  sever  her  from  hun. 
His  life  was  inseparably  blended  with  hers,  for  good  and  evil,  by  the 
highest  and  holiest  of  all  laws  ;  for  she  already  knew  herself  to  be  a 
mother,  and  the  mother  of  his  child.  She  might  be  forced  to  despise 
Lim,  she  might  even  learn  to  hate  him,  and  to  curse  the  day  of  their 
union  ;  but  that  anion  itself  was  indissoluble,  sealed  for  ever  by  the 
legislation  of  nature. 

There  was  one  point  brought  out  in  the  police-court  investigation 
which  was  new  to  Clara  ;  the  fact,  namely,  that  her  husband  had 
formerly  borne  the  name  of  Armstrong.  This,  however,  did  not 
make  on  her  the  painful  impression  which  he  had  feared  it  would. 
She  had  never  spoken  much  to  Archer  about  his  early  life  ;  young 
love  looks  to  the  present  and  the  future,  rather  than  the  past ;  or  if 
it  takes  any  interest  in  the  past,  it  is  in  the  history  of  its  own  birth 
and  growth  alone.  When  her  husband's  youthful  days  had  been 
alluded  to,  he  had  quickly  turned  the  subject,  spoken  of  his  boyhood 
as  an  ungenial  time,  and  lamented  the  deteriorating  influence  of 
unintelligent  and  narrow-minded  parents,  but  that  was  all.  The  idea 
that  he  had  been  her  brother's  early  persecutor  never  entered  into 
ber  mind ;  she  had,  indeed,  probably  never  heard  the  name  of  his 
tormentor  ;  or  if  she  had  done  so,  it  had  long  since  faded  from  her 
memory.  Moreover,  the  name  of  Armstrong  was  so  common,  that, 
had  she  even  remembered  the  circumstances,  she  would  never  have 
thought  the  person  identical ;  especially  when  her  husband  had  been 
introduced  to  her  as  her  brother's  ftiend. 

But  very  diflferent  was  the  effect  produced  by  this  discovery  on 
Charles  Bampton,  when  the  English  papers  containing  the  report  of 
these  proceedings  reached  him  at  Pan.  At  once  a  sudden  light 
flashed  upon  his  mind.  Indistinct  images  of  repugnance,  and  haunt- 
ings  of  dislike,  received  their  full  explanation.  Often  when  with 
Archer  he  had  fancied  he  was  listening  to  tones  long  since  familiar 
and  odious  to  him  ;  but  so  great  was  the  change  in  personal  appear- 
ance, that  the  evidence  of  his  eyes  had  deafened  hun  to  the  fainter 
testimony  of  the  ear.  But  now  he  felt  an  instantaneous  certainty  of 
the  truth  ;  and  with  this  certainty  came  a  terrible  conviction  of  the 
utter  worthlessness  and  falseness  of  his  brother-in-law  ;  a  falseness 
rendered  evident  by  the  deceit  practised  in  concealing  his  own  iden- 
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tity,  and  denying  his  former  knowledge  of  his  yictixiL  Charkf  n  ? 
trembled  for  hb  sister  ;  and,  onder  the  impulse  of  the  feelings  r  s-  -. 
by  a  discovery  so  painful,  poured  forth  the  fulness  of  his  heart  2 
the  following  letter  to  Miss  Helen  Bampton. 

"  My  Dkab  Aunt  : — Watch  over  our  poor  Glara,  I  entreat  y  1 
She  may  need  it  more  than  yon  think.  I  have  just  been  re&L-i 
that  disgraceful  trial  in  the  newspapers,  in  which  her  husb&ud  ^> 
defendant  ;  you  have  seen  it,  of  course.  It  is  bad  and  disrepuTa  •: 
in  every  way,  and  shows  what  a  coarse-minded  profligate  Ar<.  h  r 
must  have  been.  But  that  is  not  the  worst  thing  al>oot  U  '■. 
me. 

**  You  probably  would  not  have  noticed,  or  would  have  regard  •- 
as  immaterial,  the  fact  brought  out  in  evidence,  that  Archer's  lu^^ 
^as  formerly  Armstrong.  No  doubt  you  have  forgotten  that  \r^ 
strong  was  the  name  of  that  hateful  scoundrel  who  drove  me,  bv  L* 
mean  and  cowardly  bullying,  to  fly  from  school,  and  thus  to  lay  i  - 
seeds  of  that  weakness  of  constitution  under  which  I  am  now  si^S  r 
ing.  But  what  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  you  will  ask  ;  or  why  sli'io  i 
I  think  there  can  be  only  two  men  in  the  world  bearing  so  commw: 
a  name  as  Armstrong  ?  I  answer  with  perfect  certainty,  tkis  is  it 
same  Armstrong, 

"  I  now  wonder  at  and  curse  my  blindness,  that  I  did  not  tto^- 
nise  him  from  the  first ;  that  I  could  ever  have  forgotten  the  villaii. 
whom  I  had  such  fatal  reason  to  remember.  And  I  can  now  midt  r- 
stand  the  instinct  of  antipathy  which  made  me  recoil  fironi  the  very 
sound  of  his  voice  when  we  first  met  at  Oxford,  in  spite  of  a)l  Lb 
agreeability  and  cleverness  ;  and  wliich  has  recurred  ever  siuo 
from  time  to  time,  notwithstanding  his  successful  attempts  to  fore- 
himself  upon  my  intimacy.  But  (as  I  told  you  at  Grasmere)  I  neTor 
was  really  intimate  with  him.  I  always  secretly  shrank  from  him. 
Yet  his  conversation  was  so  talented,  he  could  make  himself  so  fa$< 
cinating  when  he  liked,  that  I — alas  I  my  will  was  weaker  than  bis 
— he  has  been  the  evil  destiny  of  my  life — I  am  his  doomed  victiiu 
by  an  irresistible  fate. 

"  Do  not  think  me  absurd  or  exaggerative.  Do  not  say  that  it  u 
unfair  to  visit  the  sins  of  the  boy  of  fifteen  on  the  man  of  fi?e^ud 
twenty.     Believe  me,  dearest  aaut,  that  man  is  a  villain  in  grain  ;  a 
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l3oy  with  a  heart  bo  black,  so  cruel,  so  vile,  can  never  change  his 
nature.  Alas  !  alas  I  that  my  dear,  dear  Clara  should  have  been 
t^brown,  partly  by  my  fault,  into  the  power  of  this  wretch. 

*'  Yon  will  perhaps  think  I  am  still  writing  under  the  influence  of 

-that  jealousy  which  I  confessed  to  you  at  the  Lakes  when  he  robbed 

me  of  my  sister.    But  no,  it  is  not  so.     I  feel  the  loss  as  keenly  as 

over  for  myself ;  but,  oh  I  I  feel  a  far  deeper  anguish  now  for  her 

f^ake,  not  for  my  own.     Gladly  would  I  think  of  her  as  lost  to  me 

for  ever  if  I  could  only  think  of  her  as  married  to  a  man  of  honour, 

a  man  of  principle,  a  man  with  whom  she  had  a  chance  of  happiness. 

And  to  think  it  is  irremediable  I     To  think  that  she  is. tied  to  that 

scoundrel  for  her  whole  life  long  !     I  could  almost  wish  that  the 

charge  brought  against  him,  by  his  former  mistress  had  been  true, 

for  then,  at  any  rate,  Clara  would  be  free.     But  what  am  I  saying  ? 

My  dear,  dear  sister, — could  I  bear  even  to  imagine  her  disgraced  ? 

Alas,  no  I  the  agony  of  shame  would  kill  her. 

"  I  am  writing  on  the  first  impulse  of  the  moment,  and  have  no 
plans  to  propose — ^nothing  definite  to  suggest.  But  a  horrible  dread 
overpowers  me  that  he  will  make  Clara  wretched,  and  that  some 
gjeoit  evil  is  hanging  over  her  ;  therefore,  I  say  again,  watch  over 
her,  dearest  aunt ;  watch  over  your  own  child,  who  owes  to  you  all 
the  happiness  of  her  childhood,  and  who  loves  you  as  more  than  a 
mother.  Go  and  stay  with  her  at  any  rate  as  long  as  she  remains  in 
England  :  and,  if  you  can,  go  abroad  with  her  and  be  near  her,  at 
least  for  a  time,  in  a  strange  land. 

"  I  would  go  myself,  but  the  doctors  will  not  hear  of  my  moving 
northward  before  May,  and  I  feel  myself  that  I  am  very  far  from 
well ;  my  cough  is  incessant,  and  my  strength  very  small.  Ton  may 
easily  believe  that  this  news  will  not  make  me  better. 

"  Farewell,  dear  aunt.  May  God  bless  you,  and  pity  and  protect 
our  poor  lost  Clara. 

**  Believe  me,  your  affectionate  nephew, 

"  C.  Bamptok.'' 

Before  this  letter  was  despatched  from  Pan,  Archer  had  returned 
to  London,  where  he  was  received  somewhat  coldly,  but  not  unkindly, 
by  his  wife.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  that  it  was  best  not  to 
irritate  him  by  useless  recrimination.    The  wounds  of  the  past  were 
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inflicted  ;  they  could  not  be  healed  ;  bat  she  saw  no  nse  in  probing 
them. 

On  one  point,  too,  her  hosband  gratified  hef  bj  a  spoutaneons 
declaration  that,  now  this  di»ag:reeable  business  was  over,  be  should 
not  any  longer  encourage  or  tolerate  the  visits  of  Macvellum.  And, 
to  show  his  sincerity  in  this  promise,  he  rang  the  bell  forthwith,  and 
announced  to  the  waiter  who  answered  it,  that  he  was  never  at  home 
in  future  to  Mr.  Macvellum,  and  that  the  solicitor  was  on  no  aoconnt 
to  be  shown  in  if  he  called. 

Soon  afterwards  a  dinner  invitation  arrived  from  Mr.  and  Mn. 
Macvellum  tt>  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Archer. 

**  This  is  too  much,^  cried  Archer.  ''  Does  the  animal  think  that 
he  is  to  force  his  female  into  your  society  ?  Pray  send  as  concise 
a  negative  as  you  can.'' 

Accordingly,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Archer  regretted  that  they  were  pr^ 
viously  engaged  ;  and  several  subsequent  invitations  were  simUarly 
declined  in  the  course  of  the  three  weeks  which  foUowed  the  hearing 
in  the  police-court. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  Mr.  Macvellom's  name  was  to  come  od 
for  ballot  at  a  political  club  of  which  Archer  was  a  member.  The 
latter  had  been  induced  to  prc^Kwe  his  useful  friend,  though  with 
some  qualms  of  disgust,  at  the  attorney's  particular  request,  made 
during  the  time  of  their  most  constant  and  necessary  intercoorae. 
But  now  the  case  was  altered  ;  the  work  had  been  done  and  the  tool 
might  be  abandoned. 

Archer  was  heartily  sick  and  ashamed  of  the  agentls  vulgarity,  and 
did  not  at  all  like  being  his  godfather  with  the  dub.  He  therefore 
whispered  it  about  among  two  or  three  of  his  particular  friends 
that  the  fellow  was  a  shocking  snob,  and  that,  although  he  had 
been  forced  in  consequence  of  his  pertinacious  entreaties  to  propose 
him,  he  heartily  wished  him  to  fail,  and  meant  himself  to  black- 
ball  him.  This  whisper  was  rapidly  circulated  about  the  club  on 
the  balloting  evening,  and  of  course  did  not  faU  to  raise  a  plentiful 
crop  of  blackballers.  For  a  candidate  in  such  cases  is  as  hope- 
lessly damaged  as  Cesar's  wife  herself  by  the  least  breath  of  sus- 
picion. 

These  circumstances  will  account  for  the  fact  that  when  the  ballot 
for  Macvellum  had  taken  place  it  was  not  necessary  for  the  president 
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to  count  the  btills  ;  the  slightest  inspectioa  Sliced  to  fihow,  not 
merely  that  the  proportion  of  black  to  white  was  too  great  for 
admission,  bat  that  the  negatiye  colour  was  actually  in  the  major- 
ity. 

Sometime  later  in  the  day  MacTelium,  who-had  been  detained  late 
at  his  office  in  the  city,  droTe  up  to  the  door  of  the  club.  He 
jumped  out,  and  ran  up  the  steps  to  tlie  porter's  seat  of  office. 

*'  What  new  members  have  been  elected  to-night  f"  he  asked ; 
not  that  he  doubted  of  his  own  election  ;  but  yet  a  sort  of  self-con- 
sciousness prevented  him  from  liking  to  say  in  a  downright  manner, 
'•  Is  Mr.  Macvellnm  elected  V* 

The  porter  gave  him  in  reply  a  string  of  names  in  which  his  own 
was  not  included. 

"  What  ? — what  ?"  he  cried.  "  There  must  be  some  mistake,  my 
^ood  fellow  1     Mr.  Macvellum  was  elected,  I  understood.'* 

"  No,  sir  ;  here's  the  official  list,  sir,"  rejoined  the  porter,  handing 
him  a  paper.  ^*  Mr.  Macvellum  was  balloted  for  sir,  but  not  elected, 
sir.'* 

The  disappointed  candidate  let  fall  the  list  and  staggered  down 
the  steps  again,  in  extreme  vexation.  His  ambition  had  been 
especially  set  upon  becoming  a  member  of  this  club.  It  would  have 
brought  him  into  the  company  of  respectable  men,  and  improved  his 
social  position  ;  and  at  the  same  time  it  would  have  given  him  an 
opportunity  of  increasing  his  professional  business,  by  opening  up  to 
him  a  new  electioneering  connection.  His  two  strongest  passions, 
vanity  and  avarice,  were  both  thoroughly  mortified* 

He  loitered  absently  along  the  pavement,  without  thinking  which 
way  he  was  walking,  and  then  turned  back  upon  his  steps,  decided 
to  go  home.  As  he  repassed  the  restibule  of  the  club,  two  members 
quitted  it  together,  and  walked  on  just  in  front  of  him. 

"  So  Archer's  attorney  was  blackballed,''  siud  the  first,  with  a 
laugh. 

*'  I  should  rather  think  he  was,"  answered  the  other  ;  "  he  got 
more  black  balls  than  white." 

"  I  am  surprised  af  that,"  remarked  his  friend.  **  I  should  have 
thought  Archer  was  a  man  who  could  have  carried  any  one  he  pro- 
posed, if  he  took  the  trouble  of  making  a  strong  canvass." 

"  Ah  !  if,"  rejoined  the  second  ;  "  there's  the  rub.    Between  you 
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.\\  and  me,  Archer  did  not  at  all  want  to  brin^  his  nominee  into  *it^ 

li  club." 

^  "  Indeed  1"  said  the  first ;  "  why  then  did  he  propo^  him  V 

"  Oh  I  some  priTate  reasons,  I  beliere  ;  the  man  was  his  &^s' 
and  had  been  nsefnl,  so  he  cooldn't  refuse  to  put  his  name  dovn.  y  i 
know." 

*'  Yes,  but  what  reason  have  you  for  thinking  he  wished  him  i^ 
to  be  elected  ?" 

"  Well,  I  shouldn't  wish  it  to  go  further,  for  of  course  he  wauli: 
like  it  to  get  round  ;  but,  between  ourselves,  he  gave  me  a  hint  y  ► 
terday  that  the  fellow  was  not  a  gentleman,  and  would  be  a  dL^i^ 
to  the  club,  and  said  that,  though  he  could  not  help  propc^iii^  'iti 
he  meant  to  put  in  a  black  ball  himself." 

"  The he  did  !     That  accounts  for  it,    indeed.     Sare  2^ 

from  my  friends,  as  Solomon  says.  (It's  Solomon,  isn't  it  ?)  As- 
no  doubt  you  took  good  care  to  let  the  attorney's  character  be  prrrr; 
generally  whispered  about  before  this  evening." 

The  two  friends  turned  down  a  side  street,  and  MacTellnm  he^r. 
no  more.  But  he  had  heard  enough  to  enlighten  him  compleTtlj 
and  determine  his  resolution  irrevocably.  He  had  been  ma  h 
offended  by  Archer's  coldness  during  the  past  fortnight,  and  Ij-^ 
suspected  that  orders  ipust  have  been  given  for  his  own  exelo^i' 
from  the  apartments  of  his  client.  But  this  he  had  chiefly  attribarei 
to  the  influence  of  Clara,  who  had  never  been  at  any  pains  to  dl- 
guise  her  dislike  to  him.  Now,  however,  he  found  out  that  Arvhe: 
was  still  more  guilty. 

**  Ungrateful,  hypocritical,  sneaking  scoundrel  !"  he  mnrmnred  r.- 
himself,  "  but  I  will  be  revenged  upon  him  yet.  He  des|)isei:$  ni?, 
does  he  ?  Disgrace  the  club,  should  I  ?  A  convicted  felon  will  di - 
grace  it  rather  more,  I  fancy."  And  as  under  the  impulse  of  &£ 
unusual  excitement  he  strode  rapidly  homewards,  he  caught  himstif 
ejaculating  aloud,  from  time  to  tune,  "  he  shall  repent  it  I"  *'  he  shall 
repent  it  1" 

As  early  as  business  hours  permitted  next  morning,  MacveUum 
drove  to  the  office  of  Messrs.  Snappit,  the  solicitors  whom  Jnlia  had 
employed.  He  had  an  excuse  for  calling,  in  order  to  receive  the 
cost  of  the  previous  prosecution,  which  ^  had  been  adjudged  to  his 
client  by  the  police  magistrate,  but  had  not  yet  been  paid.    His  real 
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purpose,  however,  was  to  ascertahi  Julia's  present  address,  which  he 
easily  did  without  exciting  any  suspicion  in  Messrs.  Snappit. 

He  found,  to  his  great  joy,  that  the  object  of  his  search  had  not 
yet  left  London.  He  therefore  repaired  at  once  to  her  lodgings, 
Inhere  he  found  her  still  dawdling  over  the  remains  of  a  late  break- 
fast, and  chewing  the  cud  of  bitter  fancies.  He  announced  himself 
merely  as  a  gentleman  who  had  important  business  to  communicate. 

When  he  was  shown  in,  Julia  started  with  surprise,  and  seemed 
at  first  inclined  to  resent  the  intrusion. 

'*  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  are  astonished  to  see  me,  madam, 
knowing,  as  you  do,  that  I  was  the  legal  adviser  of  your  enemy. 
You  must  naturally  think  me  impertinent  in  intruding  upon  your 
privacy  ;  but  I  assure  you  I  have  not  come  out  of  impertinence,  but 
from  a  real  hope  of  being  useful  to  you.  Mr.  Archer  has  insulted 
xne,  and  I  am  now  as  much  his  enemy  as  you  can  be.  I  suppose  I 
nm  not  mistaken  in  thinking  that  you  would  give  something  to  be 
revenged  on  him  7" 

"  Anything  !  anything  !"  cried  Julia.  ''  He  is  a  deceitful,  unnatu- 
ral, lying  Villain.  He  has  ruined  me  by  his  wickedness.  I  thirst  for 
his  heart's  blood." 

''  Pray  don't  use  such  dangerous  expressions,  my  dear  madam,  nor 
m  so  loud  a  tone.  Walls  have  ears,  you  know.  But  speaking  quite 
calmy,  I  think  I  can  put  you  in  the  way  of  getting  as  full  revenge 
as  you  wish,  and  perhaps  even  of  establishing  your  own  claims  into 
the  bargain." 

"  Tell  me  instantly  what  you  mean,  sir." 

"  Well,  then,  ma'am,  in  the  first  place,  Mr.  Archer  {alias  Arm- 
strong) got  a  licence  for  his  marriage  to  you,  didn't  he  ?" 

"  He  did,  he  did,  the  villam  I" 

"  Perhaps  you  are  not  aware  that  to  get  it  he  was  obliged  to 
swear  that  he  was  twenty-one  years  of  age." 

*'  Was  he  ?    No,  I  knew  nothing  about  that." 

"  Yes  ;  and  when  he  swore  that  oath  he  was  under  twenty." 

"  But  how  does  that  help  me  ?" 

"  Why,  are  not  you  aware  that  perjury  is  an  offence  against  the 
law,  which  is  punishable  by  transportation  ?" 

"  No  ;  is  it  indeed  ?  Oh,  thank  heaven,  thank  heaven  I  And 
you  think  we  can  prove  it  against  the  artful  scoundrel  ?" 
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"  I  am  Biire  we  can,  if  yon  are  willing  to  go  to  tlie  expense  of  the 
prosecution.^ 

"  Oh  yes,  yes  ;  vengeance  will  be  cheap  at  any  price.'' 

"  Then  the  next  thing  will  be  to  establish  yoor  marriage  ;  for  I 
own  to  you  I  have  no  doubt  you  really  were  married.'* 

"  Of  course  I  was  ;  but  what  hope  is  there  of  proving  it,  wbai 
he  has  got  the  register  torn  out  ?^ 

"  There  is  a  great  difficulty,  no  doubt ;  but  I  think  with  good 
management,  it  may  be  got  over.  Of  course  the  sexton  gave  false 
evidence." 

"  Of  course  he  did.  No  doubt  he  had  been  bribed  by  tllat  mon- 
ster.    Do  you  think  he  could  be  persuaded  to  recant  V* 

"  Perhaps,  if  you  gave  him  his  price ;  but  there  would  not  be 
much  good  in  that,  for  his  testimony  would  be  useless  in  a  oonrt  of 
justice,  if  he  came  forward  to  acknowledge  himself  peijured." 

**  Then  what  can  be  done  V* 

**  Why,  we  have  still  got  the  clerk,  who  gave  no  evidence  at  all 
in  the  policeHWurt.'' 

*'  But  he  wasn't  present  at  my  wedding.  There  was  no  one  there 
but  the  parson  and  that  other  man,  who  calls  himself  the  sexton, 
but  who  I  thought  was  the  clerk." 

"  Oh,  indeed  ;  then  the  old  Welshman  toM  me  the  troth.  I 
thought  he  was  only  lying.  He  seemed  a  very  cautious  old  bird,  and 
is  not  to  be  caught  with  chaff,  that's  evident." 

"  What  ?    Did  you  see  him  before  the  trial  P' 

"  Hm — ^hm — Ah,  yes  ;  you  know  in  our  profession  we  are  obliged 
to  prepare  our  case  beforehand,  and  it  is  desirous  to  see  the  witnesses 
on  both  sides  if  possible.  In  fact,  I  kept  both  clerk  and  sexton  safe 
in  my  office  till  it  was  time  for  them  to  go  into  court,  for  fear  they 
should  be  tampered  with  by  the  other  side,  you  know.  But  I  am 
now  engaged  in  your  service,  and  may  be  all  the  more  useful  to 
you  for  having  seen  the  cards  in  your  antagonist's  hands — ^you 
comprehend." 

"  I  see — I  see  ;  and  you  think,  then,  that  something  might  begot 
out  of  the  clerk  ?" 

"Why,  yes  ;  I  don't  see  who  else  could  have  cut  that  leaf  out  of 
the  register-book." 

"  True  ;  of  course.    Then  what  do  you  propose  to  do  F* 
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"  Wby,  if  you  anthorise  me  to  do  so,  I  will  go  to  Llangwby  my- 
self, and  see  whether  fifty  pounds  will  make  the  clerk  speak 
out.'' 

-'  Do  so  by  all  means  ;  offer  him  £50  for  confession,  and  promise 
that  if,  by  his  evidence,  my  marriage  can  be  established,  he  shall 
have  jB60  more." 

"  Well  said,  ma'am  ;  you  have  the  right  stuff  in  you  to  succeed. 
It  will  be  necessary,  too,  that  yon  sign  an  agreement  to  reimburse 
xne  for  the  expenses  of  the  prosecution  ;  you  understand." 

"  How  much  will  that  be  ?" 

"  Why,  if  you  give  me  a  written  promise  of  JBIOO,  to  be  paid  upon 
the  conviction  of  your  husband  for  the  perjnry,  and  iS200  more  upon 
Ms  conviction  for  the  bigamy,  1  shall  be  satisfied." 
,      "  Very  well  ;  I  will  sign  the  promise  when  you  have  drawn  it  up, 
and  the  sooner  you  can  claim  the  payment  of  it  the  better." 

With  this  agreement  the  new  allies  parted,  and  Macvellum  lost 
110  time  in  making  his  proposed  journey  to  Llangwby.  He  visited 
the  clerk,  bat  found  more  difficulty  in  entrappmg  him  into  a  confession 
than  he  had  expected.  At  last,  however,  the  sight  of  the  fifty 
sovereigns  glittering  in  the  hand  of  the  attorney,  wded  by  the 
familiarity  of  the  latter  with  the  Welsh  tongue,  overcame  the  obstin- 
acy and  caution  of  the  old  man.  He  made  a  full  acknowledgment 
of  the  intended  sham  marriage,  in  which  he  had  promised  to  bear  his 
part,  and  told  how  it  had  been  prevented  by  the  appearance  of  the 
real  clergyman  upon  the  scene  ;  and  he  also  confessed  the  cutting 
out  of  the  missing  leaf  from  the  register.  To  guard  against  his 
retractation,  Macvellum  took  him  at  once  to  the  nearest  magistrate, 
before  whom  he  made  him  sign  a  deposition  to  the  above  effect. 

This,  however,  was  not  a  sufficient  evidence  to  establish  Julia's 
marriage  ;  for  the  clerk's  recollection  of  the  contents  of  the  missing 
leaf  would  hardly  be  received  as  proof  by  any  jury.  But  the  old 
man  also  remembered  that  the  page  in  question  had  been  copied  by 
the  late  vicar  before  his  death,  for  the  purpose  of  sending  the  required 
dnplicate  of  it  to  the  Registrar's  office.  It  appeared  from  the  evi- 
dence brought  forward  before  the  police-conrt,  that  the  copy  had 
never  been  thus  forwarded.  It  had  therefore  been,  no  doubt,  care- 
lessly mislaid  by  the  deceased  incumbent  (who  was  noted  for  his 
shandy  ways),  and  perhaps  might  still  be  found  among  his  papers,  if 
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search  were  made.  Sach  a  search  MacYellam  resolved  to  institute 
without  delay. 

For  this  purpose  he  proceeded  from  Llangwby  to  the  county  town 
of  Denbigh,  where  the  brother  and  executor  of  the  late  vicar  (a  cer- 
tain Jenkin  Evans)  practised  asr  an  apothecary.  This  Cambrian 
Galen  was  as  unbusiness-like  in  his  habits  as  his  departed  relative, 
and  evidently  had  not  given  himself  much  trouble  in  arranging  the 
papers  which  the  clergyman  mig^t  have  left  behind  him.  He  did  not 
however,  object  to  allowing  Macvellum  to  seek  for  the  missing  docu- 
ments; and  directed  him  to  an  old  drawer  filled  with  loose  fragments 
of  Welsh  sermons,  which  were  being  gradually  used  up  to  wrap  the 
apothecary's  drugs. 

''There,"  he  said,  "he  had  put  all  the  papers  which  his  brotJier 
had  left  behind  him." 

Among  this  heap  of  rubbish  Macvellum  sought  in  vain.  At  length 
he  was  forced  to  the  disagreeable  conviction  that  the  dupUcate  regis- 
ter, if  it  had  ever  existed,  must  now  have  perished.  He  therefore 
returned  to  London,  less  sanguine  of  his  new  client's  success  than  he 
could  have  wished. 

Still  he  was  resolved  to  try  a  prosecution  for  the  bigamy  as  well 
as  for  the  peijury.  He  knew  that  if  he  could  get  Archer  convicted 
of  the  perjury  (of  which  the  evidence  was  clear),  there  would  be  less 
difficulty  in  obtaining  credit  for  the  evidence  which  went  to  establish 
the  bigamy;  for  the  culprit's  character  bemg  ruined  by  the  first  ver- 
dict, he  would  be  more  easily  believed  guilty  of  the  second  charge. 

Having  come  to  this  conclusion,  the  attorney  put  the  necessary 
engines  in  motion  without  delay.  He  had  conducted  his  machina- 
tions with  art,  secrecy,  and  speed.  March  had  but  just  begun,  and 
Archer  (now  in  full  security)  had  not  yet  completed  his  preparations 
for  setting  out  upon  his  continental  journey,  when  the  unlooked-for 
bolt  fell  upon  him  from  a  sky  which  had  given  him  no  warning  of 
a  tempest. 

As  he  was  leaving  his  club  one  evening,  in  the  midst  of  a  knot  of 
gay  associates,  he  was  suddenly  arrested  by  virtue  of  a  warrant  from 
two  magistrates  of  Denbighshire,  requiring  him  to  appear  before 
them  to  answer  upon  the  charge  of  wilful  perjury,  alleged  to  have 
been  perpetrated  within  the  limits  of  their  jurisdiction.  The  next 
day  he  found  himself  committed  to  Denbigh  gaol,  to  be  tried  at  the 
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spring  assizes,  which  were  to  commence  in  the  following  week.  And 
no  sooner  had  he  obtained  sufficient  sureties,  and  been  discharged 
from  prison,  on  giving  security  for  his  surrendering  himself  on  the 
appointed  day,  than  he  was  again  apprehended  on  the  charge  of 
bigamy,  and  brought  before  the  justices  of  Summerham.  The  lat- 
ter, after  some  hesitation,  consented  to  admit  him  to  bail  ;  but  this 
availed  hun  little,  for  within  twenty-four  hours  he  was  compelled  to 
return  to  Denbigh  in  order  to  take  his  trial. 
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CHAPTER  XXm. 

THE  TiOAL. 

It  was  the  eyening  before  the  day  appointed  for  the  trial  at  Den- 
bigh, when  Macyellom  had  a  eonsaltatioii  with  the  leader  of  the  dr- 
cuit,  whom  he  had  retsdned  to  conduct  the  prosecation.  To  his  snr- 
prise  the  attorney  learned  that  in  the  opinion  of  his  counsel  the  ea^e 
for  the  prosecution  was  not  so  conclusire  as  he  had  supposed.  There 
was  clear  eyidence,  no  doubt,  that  Archer  had  made  a  false  oath 
before  the  surrogate  ;  but  it  must  also  be  proyed  that  some  other 
person  had  been  injured  by  this  false  oath,  in  order  to  make  the 
offence  amount  to  the  crime  of  perjury,  according  to  the  ooDuncm  law 
of  England. 

"  Now,"  continued  the  barrister,  "  if  you  can  bring  proof  that 
the  marriage  was  actually  solemnised  in  pursuance  of  the  licence  90 
obtained,  then  you  will  establish  the  injury  required  by  law  ;  for  in 
that  case  the  defendant  will,  by  means  of  his  perjury,  haye  caused 
the  woman  he  married  to  contract  a  yoidable  marriage  with  him, 
which  might  haye  been  set  aside  by  his  father  or  guardians.  Th^ 
would  be  an  injury  to  her,  accomplished  by  his  false  oath  ;  and  the 
indictment  for  perjury  may  in  that  case  be  maintained." 

In  consequence  of  this  opinion,  Macyellum  saw  himself  compelled 
to  bring  forward  such  eyidence  as  he  had  procured  toproye  the  cele- 
bration of  Archer's  marriage  at  Llangwby.  This  consisted  mainl j,  as 
we  haye  seen,  in  the  testimony  of  the  clerk,  which  amounted  at  most 
only  to  circumstantial  proof.  Still  it  was  the  best  he  could  get ;  and 
he  thought  himself  lucky  that  Llangwby  was  near  enough  to  Den- 
bigh to  enable  him  to  bring  it  forward  eyen  now,  at  the  eleyenth 
hour. 

He  instantly  drove  off  to  that  sequestered  village,  hurried  the  old 
clerk  out  of  bod  before  daylight,  aud  had  him  ready  before  the  proceed- 
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lugs  began.  He  also  despatched  messengers  by  railway  to  Liverpool 
and  Manchester,  with  subpoenas  to  a  renegade  Mormon  named  Timo- 
thy Multiple,  whom  the  attorney  had  discoyered  in  the  former  town, 
and  to  Captain  Dulcimer,  who  was  residing  at  the  latter  ;  and  both 
these  witnesses  arrived  by  special  train,  in  time  to  give  their  evi- 
dence. 

"  And  now  the  trumpets  were  heard,  and  the  two  judges  of  assize, 
in  their  robes  of  scarlet  and  ermine,  and  preceded  by  their  javelin- 
men,  dazzled  the  simple  citizens  of  Denbigh  with  all  the  pomp  of 
justice.  At  the  entrance  of  the  court-house  the  judges  separated  ; 
the  senior  was  conducted  through  an  empty  passage  to  a  half-empty 
room,  devoted  to  the  hearing  of  civil  causes  ;  the  junior  forced  his 
Way  with  difficulty  through  the  dense  crowd  which  beset  the  avenues 
to  the  crown  court.  When  he  had  taken  his  seat,  proclamation  was 
made  for  silence,  and  the  defendant  in  "  the  Queen  wrsus  George 
Frederick  Archer,  for  perjury,"  was  called  to  surrender  upon  his 
recognizances. 

Amid  a  breathless  hush  of  eager  expectation.  Archer  came  for- 
ward to  the  bar.  His  bearmg  was  firm  and  manly,  with  a  certain 
air  of  careless  security  in  his  manner,  as  he  looked  proudly  and  some- 
what disdainfully  round  him  on  the  throng.  But  suddenly  his 
aspect  changed,  and  a  deep  flush  mounted  to  his  temples,  as  his  wan- 
dering glance  encountered  an  unexpected  sight  in  the  gallery  oppo- 
site. For  there,  directly  fronting  him,  sat  Miss  Helen  Bampton, 
with  Clara  by  her  side.  He  quailed  for  a  moment,  and  his  eyes  sank 
under  theirs  ;  but  in  another  instant  he  had  nerved  himself,  and 
looked  them  boldly  and  confidently  in  the  face,  with  an  aspect  which 
bade  them  fear  nothing  and  have  faith  in  him. 

But,  confident  of  victory  as  he  felt,  their  presence  disturbed  and 
angered  him.  He  knew  how  much  he  must  snfifer  in  their  opinion 
by  the  necessary  disclosures  of  such  a  trial,  especially  coming  as  it 
did  upon  the  back  of  the  former  investigation. 

Their  coming  was  due  to  his  own  influence  over  his  wife,  in  whose 
bosom  he  had  succeeded  in  kindling  the  glow  of  indignation  which 
he  affected  against  the  foul  and  malignant  conspiracy  by  which  (he 
said)  this  prosecution  had  been  concocted.  When  she  found  that 
Macvellum  was  the  chief  instigator  of  it,  and  learnt  his  reason  for 
vengeance  against  her  husband,  she  readily  believed  that  the  accusa- 
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tion  was  based  solely  on  false  evidence  procured  by  mbomatioa. 
Archer  himself  acknowledged  to  her  that  he  had  inadTertently  sworn 
to  the  ordinary  deposition  required  from  applicants  for  a  marruige 
licence,  without  listening  to  it ;  that  as  he  had  only  got  the  thing 
for  a  joke,  he  had  been  careless  about  the  whole  formality  ;  and  thL^ 
she  readily  belieyed.  The  disgust  which  she  felt  at  first  for  these 
discreditable  deeds  of  Archer's  youth  had  now  been  swaUowed  op 
in  her  passionate  anger  and  loathing  against  his  present  persecutors 

She  felt  certain  of  his  innocence  of  the  principal  charge  alleged 
against  him ;  and  the  fearful  insult  it  implied  to  herself  filled  her 
with  contemptuous  scorn.  But  she  was  stung  to  the  quick  whea  she 
perceiYed  that  her  aunt  (who  had  hurried  to  her  on  the  first  news  of 
Archer's  arrest)  did  not  share  her  own  triumphant  confidence.  Her 
heart  swelled  to  bursting  at  the  idea  that  one  so  near  and  dear  to 
her  should  even  imagine  the  possibility  of  such  unworthiness  in  the 
man  to  whom  she  was  united. 

It  was  the  doubtful  silence  and  hesitation  of  Miss  Bampton's  man- 
ner, not  any  word  she  spoke,  which  convinced  Clara  of  the  state  of 
her  aunt's  feelings  on  the  subject.  The  conviction  diove'ber  half 
mad,  and  the  restless  anguish  which  it  caused,  joined  to  the  impa- 
tience of  her  nature,  led  her  to  insist,  in  spite  of  all  remonstrance, 
upon  being  present  at  the  trial.  Go  she  would,  and  no  one  had  the 
right  to  hinder  her.  And  finding  every  attempt  to  change  her  par- 
pose  vain,  her  aunt  determined  to  accompany  her  ;  being  less  reloctr 
ant  to  do  so,  because  they  were  both  entirely  unknovm  at  Denbigh. 
Hence  the  unexpected  vision  which  startled  the  steadfast  sool  of 
Archer  on  this  eventful  morning. 

After  that  one  look  had  been  exchanged,  he  averted  his  eyes  frcMn 
these  unwelcome  spectators,  and  turned  them  on  the  judge,  upon 
whom  he  kept  his  gaze  firmly  rivetted  during  the  remainder  of  the 
day. 

Meanwhile  the  counsel  for  the  defence  had  declined  his  right  of  chal- 
lenge, and  the  jury  was  immediately  sworn,  according  to  that  well  known 
formula  the  solemnity  of  which  is  so  shamefully  marred  by  the  irrev- 
erent manner  in  which  the  oath  is  too  often  administered :  *'  Tou 
shall  well  and  truly  try  this  issue  between  our  Sovereign  T^ady  the 
Queen  and  George  Frederick  Archer,  and  a  true  verdict  giYe  accor- 
ding to  the  evidence.     So  help  you  God." 
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The  record  of  the  indictment  was  then  read,  setting  forth  that 
"  on  the  2nd  day  of  August,  1847,  George  Frederick  Armstrong 
(now  called  George  Frederick  Archer)  had  made  oath  before 
Thomas  Llewellyn,  a  surrogate  for  the  granting  of  marriage  licenses 
in  the  diocese  of  Bangor,  that  he,  the  said  George  Frederick  Archer, 
was  then  of  the  age  of  twenty-one  years  and  upwards  ;  and  that  he 
had  thereby  obtained  a  license  for  the  solemnization  of  matrimony 
in  the  parish  church  of  Llangwby,  in  the  said  diocese,  between  him 
and  Julia  Smith,  of  the  parish  of  St.  Mary's,  in  the  diocese  of  Ches- 
ter, which  marriage  was  thereupon  solemnized  ;  and  that  he,  the 
said  G.  F.  Archer,  well  knew  that  in  the  month  of  August  in  the 
year  aforesaid,  he  had  not  yet  fully  attained  the  age  of  twenty 
years  ;  and  that  the  said  G.  F.  Archer,  in  the  premises  as  aforesaid, 
by  his  own  proper  act  and  consent,  and  of  his  most  wicked  mind, 
falsely,  voluntarily,  and  corruptly,  in  manner  and  form  aforesaid,  did 
commit  voluntary  and  corrupt  perjury  in  manifest  contempt  of  the 
laws  of  this  kingdom  of  England,  to  the  pernicious  example  of  all 
others  in  like  case  offending,  and  against  the  peace  of  our  soyereign 
lady  the  Queen,  her  crown,  and  dignity." 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  then  opened  the  case  as  follows  : — 
"My  lord  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury, — The  defendant  stands 
indicted  for  corrupt  and  wilful  perjury.  We  shall  first  prove  the 
fact  that  he  took  the  false  oath  charged  agamst  him  in  the  mdict- 
ment,  and  shall  produce  from  the  archives  of  the  diocese  the  actual 
deposition  to  which  he  swore  in  the  presence  of  the  surrogate,  signed 
with  his  own  hand.  We  shall  next  prove  that  when  he  swore  that 
he  had  attained  the  age  of  twenty-one  years  and  upwards,  he  had 
not  attained  the  age  of  twenty.  But  here,  perhaps,  it  may  be  urged 
in  lus  excuse  that  the  defendant  may  have  been  ignorant  of  his  own 
age.  Of  that  excuse,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  he  has  deprived  him- 
self by  his  own  act ;  that  plank  on  which  perhaps  he  might  have 
stepped  safely  to  shore  he  has  cut  away  with  his  own  hand.  For 
we  shall  prove  that  withm  about  a  month  from  the  time  when  he,  as 
aforesaid,  swore  that  he  had  attained  his  majority,  he  wrote  to  his 
attorney  directing  him  to  plead  his  minority  in  defence  of  an  action 
for  debt. 

"  By  that  plea,  gentlemen — ^by  that  dishonourable  plea,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  call  it — ^for  though  it  is  a  plea  sanctioned  by  law,  it  is  one 
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which  most  be  sconted  in  the  court  of  honour — a  plea  by  wfaidi  no 
true  gentleman  wonld  consent  to  benefit ; — I  say,  by  that  Terj  das- 
honourable  plea,  the  defendant  has  robbed  himself  of  the  sole  groond 
on  which  he  might  perhaps  hare  snccessfnlly  been  defended  again  < 
the  present  indictment.  Bnt  there  is  another  point  of  this  ca>e 
where,  in  a  manner  eren  more  remarkable,  the  defendant  has  entrap- 
ped himself  hi  the  toils  which  he  laid  for  others.  We  shall  prore  to 
yon,  gentlemen,  that  when  the  defendant  obtained  this  marria^' 
licence  he  had  no  intention  of  being  married  to  the  woman  thervln 
named.  On  the  contrary,  it  will  i^ipear  that  it  was  his  base  desitru 
to  entrap  the  yonng  female  for  whom  he  professed  to  entertain  as 
honourable  affection,  into  a  sham  wedlock.  He  procured  that  lice<Dce 
solely  to  deceiye  her.  He  sent  it  to  her  by  a  friend  (whom  we  diail 
produce  before  you),  because  she  would  not  join  him  till  she  had 
receired  that  document.  I  am  unable  to  examine  her  as  a  witne<¥, 
because  a  wife  cannot  be  a  witness  on  the  trial  of  her  husband  ;  a&d 
therefore  I  cannot  explain  to  you  the  exact  steps  by  which  thtf 
designs  of  the  defendant  were  defeated  ;  but  we  shall  prove  by  the 
evidence  of  the  parish  clerk  of  Llangwby  that  he  was  hired  to  per- 
sonate the  vicar,  and  that  he  had  promised  to  do  so,  and  thus  to 
perform  a  mock  ceremony  for  the  deception  of  the  unfortunate  acd 
trusting  girl.  But,  at  the  very  critical  moment,  the  appearance  of 
the  vicar  himself  upon  the  scene  defeated  this  infamous  plot,  and  ihe 
defendant  was  actually  married  by  a  real  clergyman,  while  he  sup- 
posed himself  to  be  going  through  a  mock  ceremony  performed  by  a 
sham  parson. 

"  Never  was  there  a  case,  gentlemen,  in  which  the  biter  was  so 
completely  bit.  If  the  defendant  had  not  devised  this  infamous 
scheme,  he  would  never  have  married  Julia  Smith,  the  girl  in  ques- 
tion, and  if  he  had  not  married  her  he  could  not  have  been  indicted 
for  his  previous  perjury.  For  though  in  the  eye  of  conscience  every 
false  oath  deliberately  made  is  perjury,  yet  in  tiie  eye  of  the  com- 
mon law  no  man  is  accounted  guOty  of  peijury  unless  by  his  fal« 
oath  he  has  injured  another. 

"  He  did,  however,  marry  Julia  Smith  by  the  licence  which  he 
obtained  by  falsely  swearing  that  he  was  of  age  ;  and  in  so  marry- 
ing her,  he  inflicted  on  her  a  grievous  injury,  because  his  father 
might  immediately  have  set  aside  ^'  being  contracted  by 
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a  minor  without  hia  consent ;  and  thus  he  completed  the  link 
required  to  entangle  himself  within  the  meshes  of  an  indictment  for 
wilful  and  corrupt  perjury. 

"  The  evidence  we  shall  bring  forward  of  the  solemnisation  of 
this  marriage  between  the  defendant  and  Julia  Smith  will,  I  hope, 
be  amply  sufficient  to  establish  it  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  reason- 
able men.  But  it  might  have  been  more  perfectly  demonstratiye 
had  it  not  been  for  a  still  darker  mystery  of  iniquity,  which  I  pro- 
ceed to  explain : — 

"  The  marriage,  when  it  had  been  celebrated,  was,  of  course,  duly 
recorded  in  the  parochial  register-book  appointed  for  that  pur- 
pose. That  register-book,  gentlemen,  we  shall  produce  before  you. 
You  will  see  with  your  own  eyes,  that  a  leaf  has  been  cut  out  of 
it — a  leaf  which  belonged  to  that  very  year,  1841,  in  which  the 
aforesaid  marriage  took  place.  You  will  also  see  that  the  number 
of  weddings  in  that  year  is  only  about  half  the  number  which  is 
entered  in  other  years.  Hence  there  is  a  high  probability  that  the 
leaf  was  removed  from  the  book  after  it  had  been  filled  up,  and 
not  before.  And  there  must  of  course  be  a  strong  presumption 
that  it  must  have  been  removed  by  some  one  whose  interest  it  was 
to  get  rid  of  the  evidence  of  one  of  the  marriages  therein  recorded. 

But  this  presumption  is  increased  to  absolute  certainty  when  we 
discover  (as  1  shall  prove  to  you)  that  the  missing  leaf  was  cut  out 
by  an  order  from  the  Mormon  hierarchy  of  England ;  that  the 
defendant  was  a  leading  member  of  the  Mormon  sect  in  America, 
and  has  continued  secretly  to  belong  to  it  in  England  ;  and  that, 
further,  the  missing  leaf  was  sent  to  the  address  of  '  W.  Z.,  Post- 
office,  Oxford,'  at  a  time  when  (as  we  shall  prove)  the  defendant 
was  resident  in  Oxford. 

**  When  these  things  shall  have  been  established,  gentlemen,  no 
doubt  can  remain  upon  your  minds  that  the  defendant  did  contract 
a  marriage  with  Julia  Smith,  by  authority  of  the  licence  obtained 
by  his  false  oath.  Such  marriage  being  voidable,  was  an  injury  to 
the  female  thus  induced  to  marry  him,  as  great  as  a  mock  marriage 
would  have  been.  This  injury,  as  1  before  said,  his  false  oath 
enabled  him  to  perpetrate ;  and  thus  it  becomes  legally  punishable 
as  perjury,  the  offence  which  is  charged  against  tiie  defendant  in 
the  indictment. 
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"  This,  gentlemen,  is  the  case  for  the  prosecution.  I  do  not  wish 
to  press  too  harshly  upon  the  unfortunate  man  against  whom  I  am 
now  compelled  to  make  good  these  overwhelming  accusations  ;  I 
will  therefore  abstain  from  saying  a  word  in  aggrayation  of  the 
enormity  of  his  offences  ;  I  will  not  even  allude  to  the  subsequent 
conduct  by  which  he  has  enhanced  them.  Without  further  com- 
mentary, I  will  content  myself  with  examining  the  witnesses  who 
are  to  establish  the  allegations  of  the  indictment." 

The  first  witness  called  for  the  prosecution  was  the  Rct.  T. 
Llewellyn,  the  surrogate,  who  swore  to  Archer's  identity,  and  to  the 
fact  of  his  having  obtained  the  licence  after  taking  oath  that  hf 
was  of  the  age  of  twenty-one  years  and  upwards. 

Next  the  Registrar  of  the  district,  John  Brown,  Esq.,  who  was 
also  (as  it  chanced)  the  Ecclesiastical  Registrar  of  the  Diocese,  prr^- 
duced  from  the  archives  in  his  custody  the  original  deposition  made 
previous  to  the  issuing  of  the  marriage  licence,  and  signed  in  the 
presence  of  the  surrogate  by  G.  P.  Armstrong.  In  his  cro^^-exami- 
nation,  the  Registrar  was  asked  whether  in  the  duplicate  marria^rt; 
register  of  the  parish  of  Llangwby,  kept  in  his  office,  there  was  any 
record  of  the  solemnisation  of  a  marriage  in  pursuance  of  this 
licence  ? 

The  registrar  answered  that  his  attention  had  been  called  to  this 
point  on  a  former  occasion,  and  he  had  ascertained  that  there  was 
no  such  entry.  On  this  the  witness  was  re-exammed,  and  stateti 
that  the  late  vicar  of  Llangwby  had  been  a  careless  and  dilatory 
person,  and  might  perhaps  have  neglected  to  send  this  duplicate  for 
as  much  as  two  years  together  ;  but  he  could  not  swear  that  thifj 
had  been  the  case  in  the  present  instance. 

The  counsel  then  put  in  and  proved  the  defendant's  baptismal  cer- 
tificate, extracted  from  the  register  of  the  parish  where  he  had  been 
baptised,  in  order  to  show  that  he  had  been  bom  in  September, 
1827,  and  consequently  could  not  have  been  twenty  years  of  age  in 
August,  1847. 

Macvellum  was  next  put  into  the  witness  box,  and  produced  a 
letter  which  he  had  received  from  Archer,  written  unmediately  after 
the  sentence  of  the  court-martial  by  which  he  had  been  ordered  to 
sell  out  of  the  army.  This  letter  was  read,  and  contained  Archer's 
instructions  to  the  attorney  to  defend  the  actions  for  debt  which 
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were  threatened  by  two  Chester  tradesmen  (a  tobacconist  and  a 
wine-merchant),  by  pleading  his  minority.  "  I  am  now,"  the  writer 
said,  ''  only  jnst  twenty  years  of  age  on  the  14th  of  the  present 
month  of  September,  1847."  Mac  vellum  further  proved  the  dis- 
charge of  these  actions  for  debt  on  the  plea  of  the  defendant's 
infancy.  It  was  visible  that  this  evidence  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  jury,  a  majority  of  whom  were  shopkeepers  of  the  county 
town. 

But  more  general  interest  was  excited  among  the  audience,  when 
John  Jones,  parish  clerk  of  Llangwby,  in  Welsh  wig  and  blue  spec- 
tacles was  put  into  the  witness-box.  He  was  examined  through  the 
medium  of  an  interpreter,  and  described  very  clearly  the  promise 
which  he  had  given  to  the  sexton,  that  he  would  personate  the  vicar 
on  the  2nd  of  August,  1847,  and  would  read  the  marriage  service 
in  the  church.  He  declared  that  he  did  not  know  that  it  was  any- 
thing more  than  a  harmless  joke  which  was  intended.  The  vicar 
had  come  and  told  him  he  was  going  to  perform  the  marriage  ;  he 
(Jones)  had  thereupon  got  leave  from  the  vicar  to  stay  away,  as  he 
thought  the  sexton  would  do  to  say  Amen  as  well  as  he.  That 
afternoon  he  had  felt  curious  to  see  who  was  married,  and  had  gone 
to  look  at  the  register  book,  which  was  kept  in  the  vestry.  He  had 
found  the  names  of  the  new-married  couple  entered  as  George 
Frederick  Armstrong  and  Julia  Smith.  Two  or  three  years  after- 
wards he  had  received  an  order  from  those  who  were  set  in  author- 
ity over  his  conscience  ;  at  least,  he  believed  at  that  time  in  their 
authority.  The  order  had  directed  him  to  cut  out  that  leaf  in  the 
register  which  contained  all  marriages  performed  at  Llangwby 
between  June  and  December,  1847,  and  to  send  it  to  "  W.  Z.,  Post- 
office,  Oxford.*' 

This  order  he  had  obeyed.  He  then  produced  the  parochial  regis- 
ter for  marriages,  and  pointed  out  the  place  where  the  leaf  had 
been.  The  book  was  minutely  examined  by  the  jury,  and  excited 
much  interest  among  the  spectators,  and  some  struggles  and  com* 
plaints  from  those  in  the  hinder  benches,  that  the  folk  in  front  of 
them  would  stand  up  to  peep,  and  so  intercepted  their  fair 
view. 

Jones  went  ou  to  explain,  with  expressions  of  contrition,  that  he 
had  obeyed  the  order  only  because  he  believed  it  was  his  duty  so  to 
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do.  He  was  rery  sony  now  for  what  he  had  done,  because  his 
mind  was  enlightened  to  know  that  Monnonism  was  a  delusion. 

This  witness  was  subjected  to  a  severe  cross-examination  by  the 
counsel  for  the  defence,  which  woald  hare  rained  his  credit  with 
the  jury  had  he  not  possessed  the  advantage  of  having  every  qQt>- 
tion  translated  to  him  by  the  interpreter.  In  this  way  he  had 
ample  time  to  consider  his  answers ;  for  he  perfectly  nnderstotjd 
English,  though  pretending  not  to  do  so  ;  and  consequently  conid 
employ  the  interval  spent  in  rendering  each  question  into  Welsh,  in 
deliberating  on  the  safest  way  of  parrying  it.  He  was,  however, 
unable  to  put  aside  several  home-thrusts  of  his  examiner  ;  and 
especially  faUed  to  explain  why  he  had  not  communicated  his  predent 
story  to  the  conductors  of  the  charge  of  bigamy,  who  had  interro- 
gated him  a  month  before.  When  he  was  at  last  suffered  to  with- 
draw, there  were  few  among  the  audience  who  had  much  faith  in  his 
honesty  remaining. 

Captain  Dulcimer  was  the  next  witness.  He  swore  that  the  mar- 
riage licence  had  been  sent  him  by  the  defendant  to  give  to  Julia 
Smith,  because  she  had  insisted  on  having  it  before  she  would  join 
the  defendant  at  Llangwby.  On  cross-examination  he  stated  that 
the  defendant  had  explained  to  him  that  the  whole  thing  was  a 
joke,  and  that  no  marriage  was  intended.  He  also  stated  that  Julia 
Smith  had  lived  with  Colonel  Sackbut  as  his  mistress,  and  had  gone 
by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Sackbut. 

Timothy  Multiple  was  next  called,  and  stated  that  he  had  for- 
merly been  a  Mormon,  and  one  of  the  editors  of  the  ''  Millennial 
San,''  the  chief  English  organ  of  the  sect.  He  proved  that  the 
defendant  was  a  frequent  writer  in  that  paper  and  particularly  that 
he  had  written  several  articles  in  favour  of  polygamy.  He  produced 
a  letter  from  the  defendant  to  himself  on  the  subject  of  these  articles^. 
He  had  also  seen  an  order  from  the  president,  Brigham  Young, 
addressed  to  the  English  churches,  commandig  them  to  render  obe* 
dience  to  the  defendant.  He  had  no  doubt  that  the  defendant 
might  have  obtained  the  order  for  cuttmg  out  the  leaf  of  the  register 
if  he  had  wished  it. 

This  witness  was  cros&^xamined  as  to  his  reasons  for  leaving  the 
Mormon  sect,  and  was  obliged  to  confess  that  he  had  been  charged 
with  embezzling  money  from  the  coffers  of  the  church.     He  also 


THE   TRIAL.  385 

admitted  that  he  had  known  Julia  Smith  when  she  was  living  as  the 
wife  of  William  LjTiian. 

Finally,  a  deposition  was  put  in  from  the  Senior  Tutor  of  St. 
Chad's,  swoni  before  the  Vice-Chancellor  of  Oxford,  proving  that  the 
defeiidaut  had  Vjeen  resident  in  the  University  during  the  month 
of  May,  1850,  in  which  month  John  Jones  had  sworn  that  he  sent 
the  missuig  register  to  W.  Z.  at  Oxford. 

The  case  for  the  prosecution  being  thus  closed,  the  counsel  for  the 
defence  (an  advocate  who  had  come  down  on  Archer's  special 
retainer)  rose  to  reply — 

"  My  lord  and  gentlemen  of  the  jury,''  he  began,  "  I  trust  to  have 
little  diflSculty  in  scattering  to  the  winds  every  rag  of  this  most 
frivolous  indictment.  A  more  groundless  and  malicious  prosecution, 
I  verily  believe,  never  wasted  the  titne  of  a  court  of  justice  ;  a  more 
palpable  conspiracy  for  the  manufacture  of  evidence  and  the  ruin  of 
an  innocent  and  honourable  mah  was  never  exposed. 

"  As  to  the  mere  fact,  indeed,  of  the  defendant  having  sworn  to 
an  erroneous  statement  of  his  age  before  the  surrogate,  I  do  not 
mean  to  deny  it.  But  I  ask  you,  gentlemen,  whether  it  is  likely  that 
a  young  man  bent  upon  a  frolic  should  have  listened  to  every  word 
of  the  technical  statement  which  he  was  called  to  swear  to.  If  he 
heard  the  words  reciting  his  age  at  all,  is  it  not  probable  that  he 
looked  on  them  as  mere  words  of  course,  unmaterial  to  the  business, 
and  so  thought  no  more  about  the  matter  ?  Nay,  is  not  this  proved 
by  the  very  fact  so  strongly  relied  upon  by  my  learned  friend  on  the 
other  side — the  fact,  namely,  that;  about  a  month  after  this  transac- 
tion, he  put  on  record  a  formal  declaration  of  his  true  age  ?  Would 
he  have  done  this  if  he  had  been  aware  that  he  had  recently  sworn 
to  a  contradictory  statement  ?  Surely  this  fact  proves  that  either 
he  took  the  surrogate's  oath  without  listening  to  it,  or  else  that  he 
must  have  been  ignorant  of  his  real  age  in  August,  and  must  have 
discovered  it  in  the  interval  by  inquiries  in  his  native  place.  This 
latter  supposition,  though  less  probable  than  the  first,  is  perfectly 
possible  ;  for,  as  it  has  been  said  that  it  is  a  wise  child  who  knows 
his  own  father,  so  we  may  say  it  is  a  still  wiser  child  who  knows  his 
own  birthday.  At  any  rate,  the  possibility  of  either  of  these  expla- 
nations is  sufficient  to  upset  the  indictment ;  for  there  is  no  proof 

IT 
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that,  at  the  time  or  before  the  time  of  his  getting  the  ficmoe^  he 
knew  his  real  age,  bat  only  that  he  knew  it  a  month  afl^. 

"  I  think,  then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  yon  will  agree  with  me  thftt 
the  false  statement  of  the  defendant's  age  made  before  the  surrogate, 
far  from  being  a  wilful  and  deliberate  act,  was  merely  m  caveleas 
admission,  made  cither  inadrertenUy  or  ignorantly.  Bat  eTen  bad 
it  been  otherwise— -even  had  it  been  a  false  oath  intentioDaDy  and 
wilfully  made— still  this  would  not  be  sufficient  to  maintaiii  the 
charge  laid  in  the  indictment.  For  to  constitute  the  legal  offence 
of  peijury,  it  is  not  enough  (as  you  hare  heard  my  learned  friend 
opposite  admit) — ^it  is  not  enough,  I  say,  that  the  defendant  shoold 
haye  sworn  falsely  ;  but  it  is  necessary  that  his  false  oath  ^lould 
have  injuriously  affected  the  interests  of  some  other  person. 

*•'  Those  who  have  got  up  this  most  malicious  prosecution,  being 
aware  of  this  difficulty  in  their  case,  haye  endeaToured  to  show  that 
the  female  whose  name  was  mentioned  in  the  licence,  this  Jaha 
Smith,  aJias  Julia  Sackbut,  alias  Julia  Lyman,  was  injured  by  the 
defendant's  oath  ;  because,  forsooth,  that  oath  enabled  him  to  sedoce 
her  into  a  yoidable  marriage.  Now  you  haye  heard  something  as  to 
the  character  of  this  woman  from  two  of  the  witnesses  on  the  other 
side.  You  can  judge  for  yourselyes,  therefore,  whether  she  is  a  per^ 
son  who  would  have  been  much  injured,  eyen  though  she  had,  as 
they  pretend,  been  married  to  the  defendant,  and  though  that  mar- 
riage had  been  yoided  a  week  after  consummation.  Why,  gentle- 
men, she  has  been  the  mistress  of  at  least  half-a-dozen  men  before  or 
since,  and,  as  you  haye  heard,  has  borne  the  name  of  three  of  them, 
at  least. 

*'  But  is  it  possible,  after  the  eyidence  we  haye  heard,  to  believe 
that  any  such  marriage  was  eyer  solemnised,  or  eyen  so  much  as 
intended  ?  Is  it  not  clear  that  the  whole  proof  of  such  a  marriagv 
has  broken  down  ?  Gentlemen,  you  haye  heard  and  seen  the  man 
on  whose  testimony  you  are  expected  to  belieye  the  fact  of  such  a 
marriage  ;  you  have  heard  him  confess  himself  a  rogue  and  liar  ;  yoa 
haye  heard  him  own  that  he  was  willing  to  haye  personated  thc» 
clergyman  of  his  parish,  and  to  haye  performed  a  mock  marriage. 
He  docs  not  eyen  pretend  that  he  was  asked  to  do  this  by  the 
defendant :  he  says  that  the  sexton  asked  him.     Now,  luekfly,  I 
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have  the  sexton  here  ;  and  I  shall  prodace  him  before  you,  not  only 
to  refute  this  assertion  by  which  it  is  attempted  to  vilify  the  defend- 
ant, but  also  to  contradict  the  fact  of  this  alleged  marriage,  of  which, 
according  to  the  clerk's  story,  he  (the  sexton)  is  now  the  only  sur- 
viving witness  ;  for  you  will  observe  that  even  this  hardened  liar  did 
not  venture  to  say  that  he  had  himself  witnessed  the  ceremony  :  at 
the  utmost  his  evidence,  had  it  bceji  true,  would  have  only  amounted 
to  circumstantial  proof  of  the  wedding. 

*'  But  why  need  I  waste  words  upon  the  testimony  of  such  a  self- 
convicted  villain  ?  For  which  of  you  will  believe  a  man  who  swears 
that  he  has  peq)etrated  the  most  infamous  fraud  and  breach  of  trust 
which  it  is  possible  for  a  man  in  his  position  to  commit  ?  And 
besides,  is  it  not  clear  that,  if  there  had  been  a  grain  of  truth  in  the 
rascal's  statement,  he  would  have  told  his  story  last  month,  when  he 
was  summoned  as  a  witness  by  this  same  Julia  Smith,  and  was  in 
communication  with  the  managers  of  her  case  ?  Yet  on  that  occa- 
sion, as  I  shall  prove  by  the  unquestionable  evidence  of  the  police 
magistrate,  who  dismissed  the  charge,  not  a  word  of  this  story  was 
produced.  Clearly,  then,  it  has  been  concocted  since,  and  John 
Jones  has  been  bribed  to  join  in  this  onslaught  against  the  defend- 
ant ;  in  fact,  he  has  been  suborned  to  perjure  himself,  in  order  to 
ruin  the  innocent. 

*'  But  you  will  perhaps  ask,  gentlemen,  who  is  the  author  of  this 
conspiracy  ?  What  is  the  motive  that  can  have  given  rise  to  a  plot 
60  malignant  ?     The  answer  is  clear. 

*'In  the  first  place  there  is  Julia  Smith,  the  defendant's  discarded 
mistress  ;  in  the  second  place  there  is  Mr.  Macvellum,  the  defendant's 
discarded  attorney.  Rejected  love  on  the  one  hand  ;  rejected  law 
on  the  other.  1  need  not  expatiate  on  the  hatred  inspired  by  slighted 
affection  ;  a  slighted  sweetheart  is  proverbially  the  bitterest  of  foes  ; 
but  a  slighted  attorney  has  the  S8.me  impulses  of  wounded  vanity  and 
injured  interest  to  rouse  his  vengeance  ;  and  he  is  certainly  the  more 
dangerous  enemy  of  the  two.  I  suppose  you  will  not  doubt  the  ani- 
mosity which  must  actuate  this  man,  who  a  few  weeks  ago  managed 
the  defendant's  case,  and  successfully  vindicated  him  against  a  charge 
virtually  the  very  same  which  is  now  brought,  yet  who  now  is  the 
manager  of  this  prosecution. 

*'  But  I  shall  prove  to  you  distinctly  that  he  not  only  entertamed, 
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bat  aTowcd,  his  hostile  intentions  against  mj  client;  for  I  sittll 
bring  forward  as  witness  a  gentleman  in  whose  presence  he  declared 
his  enmity  against  the  defendant,  becaose,  forsooth,  the  defeadaox 
had  blackballed  him  at  a  clab^  into  which  (somewhat  ambitioiislj) 
Mr.  MacYellom  sooght  admission  ;  a  desire  my  client  resisted,  knov- 
ing  Mr.  MacTellom  too  well  to  wish  for  more  of  his  company.  In 
requital  for  this  repnlse,  the  attorney  swore  he  woold  be  rereiiged  on 
the  defendant ;  and  yon  see  that  he  has  kept  his  word. 

''  The  only  other  part  of  the  case  which  I  have  not  yet  notioed  is 
the  story  of  the  missing  leaf  which  we  hare  heard  so  much  abont. 
No  doabt  a  leaf  has  been  cat  out  of  the  re^ster.  But  what  erideoce 
is  there  that  it  was  cut  oat  after  it  was  filled  up  f  What  proof  is 
there  that  it  was  not  accidentally  torn  or  injnred,  and  therefore  cnt 
out  while  it  was  still  a  blank  leaf?  Nay,  have  we  not  the  clear¥5t 
possible  demonstration  that  this  must  have  been  the  case,  in  the  fact 
that  the  parochial  register  in  its  present  state  exactly  corresponds 
with  the  duplicate  copy  of  it  kept  in  the  registrar's  office  ?  To  meet 
this  difficulty,  gentlemen,  you  are  asked  to  believe  that  the  late  Ticar 
of  Llangwby  was  so  incredibly  careless  as  to  delay  for  two  whole 
years  the  sending  of  the  copy  annually  due  from  him,  and  that  the 
registrar  of  the  district  connived  at  this  slothful  negligence.  I 
ask  you  whether  so  monstrous  an  hypothesis  does  not  refute 
itself? 

*'  But  you  have  heard  another  witness  about  whom  I  must  say  m 
word  before  I  hare  done  ;  1  mean  that  precious  specimen  of  Mor- 
monism,  Timothy  Multiple.  You  heard  him  confess  how  he  had 
merited  the  confidence  of  his  employers,  and  I  am  sure  you  will 
agree  with  me  that  a  swindling  knave  like  that  is  beneath  your 
notice  and  mine.  His  oath,  in  fact,  is  not  worth  the  money  for 
which  it  might  be  purchased.  As  to  what  he  said  about  the  obe- 
dience which  might  have  been  paid  to  the  defendant's  orders  by  the 
Mormons,  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  this  cause.  The  question  is, 
whether  any  obedience  was  paid,  not  whether  it  might  have  been. 
Nor  does  even  this  liar  pretend  that  he  knows  of  any  orders  given 
by  my  client.  The  Mormon  order  for  the  cutting  out  of  the  leaf 
from  the  register  is  no  doubt  a  forgery  altogether.  But  even  had  it 
been  genuine  it  would  prove  nothing  against  my  client ;  for  tbere 
must  have  been  two  dozen  entries  on  the  missing  leaf,  if  it  was  filled 
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up  at  all,  and  all  the  parties  of  all  these  two  dozen  marriages  are 
just  as  mach  implicated  in  the  suspicion  as  the  defendant. 

"  Indeed,  I  should  not  have  said  anything  about  this  Mormon 
evidt^uce,  except  for  the  sake  of  obyiating  any  prejudice  which  you 
might  conceive  against  my  client  on  account  of  his  seeming  to  have 
been  mixed  up  with  a  sect  so  worthless.  Now  what  is  the  true  and 
simple  explanation  of  this  ?  Can  you  suppose,  gentlemen,  that  a 
man  of  the  great  talents  and  acquirements  of  the  defendant — a  man 
who  has  taken  the  highest  honours  which  the  University  of  Oxford 
has  to  bestow — can  you  imagine,  I  say,  that  such  a  man  was  the 
dupe  of  a  stupid  system  of  imposture  which  can  only  deceive  the 
most  ignorant  and  drivelling  fanatics  ?  The  absurdity  of  such  a  sup- 
position needs  no  refutation  from  me,  for  it  refutes  itself.  No,  gen- 
tlemen, it  is  perfectly  clear  how  the  matter  stands.  The  defendant, 
like  most  young  men  of  liveliness  and  genius,  was  very  fond  of  prac- 
tical jokes  ;  and  certainly  he  could  not  have  devised  a  more  enter- 
taining practical  joke  than  to  persuade  the  absurd  maniacs  and 
idiots  who  believe  in  the  prophet  Joseph  Smith,  that  he  was 
himself  a  sharer  in  their  folly,  and  to  fool  them  to  the  top  of  their 
bent  by  writing  in  their  journal.  I  can  fancy  the  merry  laughs 
which  my  client  must  have  enjoyed  with  his  young  friends  at  Oxford 
over  the  concoction  of  those  polygamous  articles  which  he  contri- 
buted to  the  *  Millennial  Sun.' 

'*  Now,  then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  my  task  is  nearly  finished. 
I  have  redeemed  my  promise  that  I  would  tear  in  pieces  the  flimsy 
fabric  of  imposture  which  has  been  vamped  up  against  my  client. 
The  charge,  if  treated  on  its  own  merits  alone,  must  have  fallen  to 
the  ground  at  once,  whatever  the  character  of  the  defendant  had 
been.  But  how  much  more  must  it  do  so,  gentlemen,  when  you  con- 
sider who  the  defendant  is  ;  when  you  consider  the  spotless  character 
he  has  borne ;  when  you  consider  the  honours  which  his  talents, 
aided  by  perseverance  and  high  principle,  have  won  ;  when  you 
consider  the  high  positioli  to  which  his  merit  has  already  raiscd^tim  I 
I  do  not  deny  that  in  his  early  youth  the  defendant  was  like  other 
young  men ;  that  he  had  his  follies — his  errors,  if  you  will — as  we 
have  aU  of  us  bad  ;  but  he  sowed  his  wild  oats  early.  Indeed,  it 
would  be  weU  for  most  of  us  if  our  crops  of  that  grain  had  been  in 
the  ground  as  soon  as  his  was.    Even  during  the  time  when  he  was 
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an  undergraduate  at  college — ^the  very  time  when  a  little  wildneas 
may  naturally  be  expected  and  tolerated — he  was  already  a  model 
of  sobriety,  industry,  and  correctness.  This,  gentlemen,  I  shaU  prore 
by  the  unexceptionable  testimony  of  the  Warden  of  his  college,  one 
of  the  most  distinguished  of  the  rulers  of  the  Unirersity  of  Oxford. 
Then,  as  to  his  subsequent  career,  which,  short  as  it  has  been,  has 
already  conducted  him  to  such  a  high  distinction,  you  will  hear  the 
eyidcuce  of  no  less  a  person  than  Lord  Flamborough  himself,  Her 
Majesty's  principal  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs  ;  who  hat 
selected  my  client  for  a  most  important  sphere  in  the  diplomatic  9e^ 
Tice  of  his  country,  purely  on  grounds  of  personal  merit,  unaided  by 
aristocratical  or  party  connection.  And  I  cannot  refrain  from 
adding,  that  the  appointment  does  equal  honour  to  the  ^rer  and 
the  receiver. 

"  Such,  gentlemen,  is  the  character  of  my  client ;  such  is  the  man 
whom  his  vindictive  persecutors  would  persuade  you  to  convict  as  a 
perjured  liar,  a  common  cheat,  a  swindler,  and  an  impostor.  But 
their  malice  has  overreached  itself.  Their  malignant  acts  will  be 
vain.  I  see  from  your  intelligent  countenances,  as  you  have  followed 
the  evidence,  that  you  have  already  penetrated  their  devices  and 
baffled  their  designs  ;  so  that  it  is  rather  as  a  matter  of  form  than 
of  necessity  that  I  shall  now  call  before  you  the  few  witnesses  whom 
I  have  thought  it  desirable  to  produce." 

The  first  witness  called  for  the  defence  was  David  Rees,  the  sex- 
ton ;  who  gave  the  same  evidence  which  he  had  formerly  given  in 
the  police-court ;  entirely  denying  the  story  of  the  clerk. 

He  was  cross-examined  by  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution,  bnt 
stuck  obstinately  to  his  deniafe 

A  Mr.  Thomson  was  then  ^wom,  a  client  of  Macvellum's,  who  had 
seconded  his  nomination  at'  the  Pell-mell  Club.  He  proved  that 
when  he  had  seen  Macvellum  the  day  after  his  rejection,  and  had 
condoled  with  him  thereupon,  the  attorney  had  accused  Archer  as 
the  Hiuse  of  his  mishap,  and  had  vowed  revenge  against  him. 

The  third  witness  was  the  poKce  magistrate,  Mr.  Fitzjudy,  who 
produced  his  notes  of  the  evidence  taken  when  the  charge  of  bigamy 
against  the  defendant  was  brought  before  him.  From  his  state- 
ment it  appeared  that  the  evidence  now  brought  forward  to  prove 
the  defendant's  marriage  with  Julia  Smith  was  not  adduced  when 
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the  case  came  before  him,  althoagh  the  main  witnesses  were  the 
same.  The  natural  inference  from  this  was  that  the  clerk's  story 
had  been  invented  in  the  interval. 

After  these  witnesses  had  been  examined,  to  prove  conspiracy  on 
the  part  of  the  prosecntors,  the  witnesses  to  character  were  som- 
moned. 

The  first  of  these  was  Dr.  Stnmper,  the  Warden  of  St.  Chad's. 
Archer  had  been  a  favourite  with  him  at  college,  for  he  understood 
the  art  of  conciliating  those  whose  good  opinion  might  be  service- 
able, and  had  adroitly  flattered  the  vanity  of  the  doctor  by  feigned 
deference.  Nor  were  the  irregularities  he  practised  such  as  to 
compromise  his  academic  character  ;  for  he  had  learnt  to  be  pru- 
dent in  his  vices,  and,  like  the  Baron  of  Bradwardine,  could  "  carry 
his  wine  discreetly."  The  warden  was  proud,  moreover,  of  the  uni- 
versity honours  won  by  his  pupil,  and  of  the  political  influence  which 
he  had  already  gained  at  so  early  an  age. 

Yet  Dr.  Stumper's  peculiarities  made  him  a  dangerous  witness  to 
examine  ;  for  his  tendency  to  contradict  every  one  who  spoke  to 
him  was  certain,  unless  very  dexterously  managed,  to  bring  out 
some  answer  contrary  to  the  wishes  of  his  interrogator,  and  to  his 
own  real  sentiments. 

Thus,  when  the  examining  counsel  began — "I  believe,  Dr. 
Stumper,  you  were  well  acquainted  with  the  defendant  when  he 
was  at  college," 

The  warden  replied — "  You  are  mistaken,  sir  ;  your  observation 
shows  that  you  know  nothing  of  college  life.  The  head  of  a  college 
can  never  be  well  acquainted  with  an  undergraduate.  As  warden, 
I  had  that  knowledge  of  Mr.  Archer  which  my  duty  requires  me  to 
possess  of  those  committed  to  my  charge." 

The  next  question  was  happier,  because  it  presented  nothing  on 
which  the  doctor's  contradictious  instinct  could  fasten  :  it  was  sim- 
ply, "  Will  you  please  to  tell  the  court  what  opinion  of  the  defend- 
ant yon  formed  from  the  knowledge  of  him  which  you  pos- 
sessed ?" 

To  this  the  warden  replied  at  some  length,  with  a  panegyric  on 
the  industry,  scholarship,  and  steady  character  of  the  defendant ; 
and  gave  a  short  account  of  the  principal  honours  which  he  had 
won  in  the  university. 
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Much  encouraged  by  this,  tbe  coansel  proceeded — 

"  Then,  on  the  whole,  sir,  yon  thought  the  defendant  a  cre^  to 
your  college  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  sir  I"  was  the  reply,  "  no  man  can  be  a  cre^t  t»» 
St.  Chad's,  sir,  even  if  he  were  Porson  or  Newtou  himself,  and  :w 
defendant  was  neither  one  nor  the  other.'' 

In  short,  the  examination  of  this  acadenuc  di^iiit&ry  did  tk 
defendant  little  service  with  the  jury ;  for  one  answer  neutzalised 
another,  and  left  the  simpler  portion  of  the  audience  in  perpkxity 
between  his  conflicting  statements. 

The  counsel  for  the  defence  was  too  wise  a  man  to  proloii^  this 
exhibition,  nor  did  the  counsel  for  the  p|X)8ecntion  feel  any  disposi- 
tion to  cross-examine  so  crusty  a  respondent.  The  warden  w«s 
therefore  permitted  to  withdraw,  and  was  succeeded  in  the  witnessr 
box  by  no  less  a  person  than  Lord  Flamb<MX)ugh  himself. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  immense  sensation  was  excited  amoD|r 
the  spectators  when  his  lordship  came  upon  the  stage  ;  for  so  grest 
a  man  was  rarely  seen  in  that  little  town.  Nor  indeed  was  bis 
appearance  on  the  present  occasion  by  any  means  a  Toluntary  act. 
He  hated  the  bore  of  being  sworn,  questioned,  and  croes-exanuned, 
and  wished  Archer  at  the  bottom  of  the  Red  Sea.  No  doubt  he 
would  have  gladly  disregarded  the  subpoena  which  summoned  him. 
and  would  with  pleasure  have  paid  the  fine  imposed  for  non-attend- 
ance ;  had  he  not  been  constrained  by  the  dread  of  a  superior  power, 
and  trembled  at  the  thunderbolts  which  would  be  launched  at  his 
devoted  head,  if  he  deserted  a  favourite  contributor  of  a  leading 
journal  in  the  hour  of  distress.  He  therefore  submitted  gracefoUy 
to  the  exigencies  of  his  position,  and  cordially  consented  to  p^^ 
evidence  in  favour  of  his  nominee. 

After  being  sworn,  he  answered  the  questions  of  counsel  by  a  higb 
ealogium  on  the  character  and  abilities  of  Archer,  and  stated  that 
he  had  selected  him  to  fill  the  important  post  of  Secretary  of  I^ein:- 
tion  because  he  believed  him  to  be  the  fittest  man  he  could  find  to 
discharge  the  duties  of  the  office.  The  substance  of  his  statement 
was,  that  he  had  made  the  appointment  as  the  best  proof  he  couW 
give  of  the  sincerity  of  his  wish  to  co-operate  in  the  general  feelinj; 
in  favour  of  encouraging  administrative  effidency  by  putting  tho 
right  man  in  the  right  place. 
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The  noble  earl  was  subjected  to  an  unimportant  but  badgering 
cross-examination,  after  the  following  fashion  : — 

Cownsel, — *'  Your  lordship  states  that  you  promoted  the  defend- 
ant from  your  disinterested  desire  to  advance  the  cause  of  adminis- 
trative reform  ?" 

JLord  Flamborougk. — "  I  do  not  think  I  used  the  word  disinte- 
rested, I  leave  it  to  others  to  apply  such  flattering  epithets  to  my 
conduct." 

Counsel, — "  Well,  then,  without  epithets,  your  lordship  elevated 
the  defendant  solely  out  of  respect  for  his  character  and  abilities  ?" 

Lord  F, — "  I  did  not  use  the  word  soldy^  I  believe.^ 

Counsel. — **  Then  we  are  to  understand  that  your  respect  for  the 
defendant's  character  and  abilities  were  not  your  lordship's  sole 
motives  ?" 

Lord  F, — "  If  you  wish  for  a  more  exact  analysis  of  my  motives, 
I  can  only  say  that  I  had  no  other  motive  than  that  I  thought  the 
appointment  of  Mr.  Archer  would  most  conduce  to  the  service  of  the 
state." 

Counsel.  —  (Producing  a  file  of  the  "  Vane "  newspaper,  and 
pointing  out  a  column  to  the  witness). — "  Would  your  lordship  be 
so  good  as  to  say  whether  you  have  read  this  article  before  ?" 

Lord  F. — "  I  really  have  not  time  to  read  through  all  these 
newspapers  ;  I  must  appeal  to  the  court  whether  these  questions  are 
material." 

Cownsel. — "  If  your  lordship  objects,  I  will  not  press  that  parti- 
cular question,  but  will  content  myself  with  asking  whether  you 
have  read  the  articles  in  the '  Vane'  defending  your  lordship's  admin- 
istration of  foreign  affairs  ?" 

Ixyrd  F.— "  Not  all  of  them,  certainly." 

Cownsel. — "  Then  you  do  not  deny  that  you  have  read  some  of 
them  ?" 

Lord  F. — "  Undoubtedly.  I  have  read  articles  in  the  '  Vane ' 
defending  my  administration  and  articles  censuring  my  administra- 
tion also." 

Cov/nsel. — "  Is  your  lordship  aware  that  some  of  the  most  power- 
ful articles  in  your  defence  were  written  by  the  defendant  f" 

Lord  F. — I  have  no  certain  knowledge  on  that  subject." 

Cownsel, — *'  But  you  believe  that  he  was  the  writer  ?" 

11* 
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Lvrd  F.—'*  I  have  heard  so." 

Counsel. — "  And  does  your  lordship  affirm  that  this  belief  had  no 
inflnence  in  procuring  for  the  defendent  his  present  post  ?" 

Lard  F, — **  I  affirm  nothing  of  the  kind.  If  the  defendant  was 
capable  of  writing  so  ably  on  diplomatic  subjects,  he  would  be  the 
better  qualified  for  the  office  of  a  secretary  of  legation.'* 

Lord  Flamborough  was  at  last  suffered  to  retire  from  the  witness- 
box  without  haying  given  any  triumph  to  his  examiner,  yet  not 
without  personal  annoyance  at  being  subjected  to  such  impertineiit 
interrogations.  However,  he  abated  nothing  of  the  cheerfdl  ease 
and  popular  courtesy  of  his  bearing,  and  drove  to  the  station  amid 
the  enthusiastic  cheers  of  the  provincial  mob. 

The  case  for  the  defence  was  now  concluded ;  the  wearied 
audience  were  refreshing  their  attention  with  oranges  and  biscuits, 
and  the  judge,  after  casting  his  eye  over  his  notes,  was  just  about 
to  sum  up,  when  this  pause  between  the  acta  was  suddenly  inter- 
rupted by  the  entrance  of  a  thin,  tall  man,  squeeong  himself  ener- 
getically between  the  closely  packed  bodies  of  the  spectators,  and 
shouting  out  as  he  advanced — 

"  Stop,  my  lord  I  stop  for  gracious  sake,  my  lord  I  I  hare  found 
it  1     I  have  found  it  I" 

Before  the  officers  of  the  court  could  reduce  him  to  sDence,  tht» 
intruder  had  reached  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution,  with  whom 
he  had  a  brief  but  eager  conference.  On  its  conclusion,  the  advo- 
cate rose  and  said,  addressing  the  court,  that  he  begged  permis- 
sion before  the  case  was  closed  to  bring  forward  another  witue?!«, 
who  had  providentially  been  enabled  to  supply  a  most  important 
link  in  the  evidence  at  this  very  critical  moment — a  link,  he  addcnl, 
which  completed  the  chain,  and  must  secure  the  triumph  of  justice. 

Jenkin  Evans,  the  apothecary  (for  he  was  the  intruder),  was 
accordingly  sworn  ;  and  stated  that  while  he  was  in  the  court  an 
hour  before,  listening  to  the  evidence  for  the  defence,  and  think- 
ing how  much  depended  on  the  question  whether  his  late  brother, 
the  deceased  Vicar  of  Llangwby,  had  copied  the  marriage  regis- 
ters of  his  parish  regularly  or  no,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  him 
that  there  was  an  old  portfolio  which  had  belonged  to  the  clergy- 
man, and  which  he  remembered  to  have  put  away,  after  the  removal 
of  Ills  brother's  efTects,  in  some  cupboard  or  other  of  his  honse. 
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It  was  just  possible,  he  thought,  that  this  might  contain  the  missing 
document,  if  such  a  document  ever  existed.  He  had  therefore  nm 
home,  and  after  some  search  discovered  the  black  portfolio  (which 
he  exhibited)  in  a  drawer  of  his  wife's  wardrobe.  At  first  there 
seemed  to  be  nothing  in  it,  but  on  more  careful  examination  he 
observed  a  secret  pocket,  in  which  he  had  found  the  document  which 
he  now  produced. 

He  then  handed  to  the  judge  a  paper  which  purported  to  be  a  copy 
of  the  register  of  births,  deaths,  and  marriages  in  the  parish  of  Llan- 
gwby  from  July  1,  1847,  to  June  30,  1849.  This  paper  was  folded 
ap  and  enclosed  in  an  envelope  addressed  to  the  Registrar  of  the  dis- 
trict ;  and  with  it  was  a  letter  to  the  same  official,  signed  by  the 
deceased  David  Evans,  and  apologising  for  his  delay  in  forwarding 
the  duplicate  copy  so  long  after  it  had  become  due.  This  letter  was 
dated  a  few  days  before  the  death  of  the  vicar,  and  had  evidently 
been  deposited  in  the  portfolio  for  security,  and  then  forgotten. 

Jenkin  Evans  swore  that  all  these  papers  were  in  the  handwriting 
of  his  late  brother. 

The  judge,  after  minutely  examining  these  documents,  directed  the 
clerk  of  the  court  to  read  aloud  to  the  jury  the  register  of  mar- 
riages. He  did  so,  and  the  first  entry  which  he  recited  from  the 
top  of  the  opening  page  proved  to  be  the  record  of  a  marriage 
solemnised  on  the  second  day  of  August,  1847,  between  George 
Frederick  Armstrong  and  Julia  Smith. 

At  this  instant,  the  sound  of  a  fall  was  heard  in  the  front  gallery, 
followed  by  a  general  stir  among  the  benches  there,  and  in  another 
moment  a  woman,  in  a  dead  swoon,  was  borne  out  with  difficulty 
through  the  crowd.  It  was  the  unhappy  Clara  who  thus  quitted 
the  scene  of  her  misery  and  despair.  Up  to  this  moment  she  had 
ptill  clung  firmly  to  the  conviction  of  her  husband's  innocence  ;  had 
adopted  with  enthusiastic  partizanship  the  explanations  so  skilfully 
8n<2:gC!?ted  by  his  advocate  ;  and  had  resolutely  shut  her  eyes  to  all 
that  was  problematical  in  his  conduct.  Her  woman's  heart  felt 
instinctively  that  when  her  husband  was  so  foully  wronged  by  false 
witnesses  and  conspirators,  it  was  no  time  for  her  minutely  to  scru- 
tinise the  blots  that  might  be  found  in  his  character.  An  innocent 
man  lied  down  by  suborners — whatever  might  have  been  his  errors 
— he  was  far  more  sinned  against  than  sinning. 
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This  mood  she  maintained  onfalteringlj  throaghoat  tiie  day; 
though  it  may  be  well  belieTed  that  her  fortitnde  was  disturbed  by 
many  a  crael  stab,  and  many  a  start  of  indignatioii,  at  the  hstcM 
words  and  malignant  imputations  which  she  heard.  But  nothag 
shook  her  conviction  till  the  entrance  of  that  ominous  pottMio,  At 
the  first  shout  of  the  apothecary,  as  he  held  it  up  orer  the  head^ 
of  the  crowd,  a  great  trembling  seized  her ;  and  when  at  length 
she  heard  the  fatal  words  of  the  marriage  roister,  a  pang  of 
intolerable  anguish  darted  through  her  brain,  and  the  intensity  of 
her  agony  brought  with  it  a  short  relief,  by  stopping  for  a  time  the 
current  of  life,  and  drowning  pain  in  a  temporary  death. 

A  murmur  of  compassion  ran  through  the  crowd  as  the  probable 
relationship  of  the  sufferer  to  the  defendant  was  whi^>ered  from  one 
to  another.  But  this  soon  ceased  with  the  disappearance  of  its 
cause  ;  and  the  monotonous  recitation  of  the  parochial  register 
went  on  uninterrupted  to  its  close. 

The  counsel  for  the  defence  made  an  attempt  to  shake  the  OTer^ 
whelming  eyidence  thus  unexpectedly  adduced  by  across-ezaminatloB, 
in  which  he  suggested  the  possibility  that  this  document,  which  had 
come  so  critically  to  light,  might  be  a  forgery  introduced  by  Mac- 
Tellum  into  the  portfolio  when  he  formerly  searched  the  papers  of 
the  diseased  vicar.  But  the  evidence  of  handwriting  and  of  custody 
was  too  clear  to  admit  of  this  hypothesis  ;  and  it  was  plain  that  the 
advocate  himself  only  performed  his  task  as  a  last  duty  to  his  client 
without  any  hope  of  shaking  the  conclusions  of  his  audience. 

This  cross-examination  being  concluded,  the  judge  proceeded  to 
sum  up.  He  explained  to  the  jury  that  there  were  three  pcHots  for 
them  to  dedde  ;  first,  whether  the  defendant  had  taken  the  oath 
charged  against  him  in  the  indictment ;  sec^dly,  whether  he  knew 
it  to  be  false  at  the  time  of  taking  it ;  thirdly,  whether  he  had 
injured  any  other  party  by  so  doing.  Unless  they  were  convinced 
that  all  these  three  questions  must  be  answered  in  the  affirmative, 
their  verdict  must  be  for  the  defendant.  With  regard  to  the  third 
question,  there  was  no  doubt  that  if  the  defendant  had,  by  means 
of  a  marriage  licence  obtained  by  a  false  oath,  effected  a  voidable 
marriage  with  Julia  Smith,  he  had  inflicted  injury  upon  her.  The 
jury  musty  therefore,  take  into  their  consideration  the  endence  by 
which  it  was  sought  to  establish  the  fact  of  such  marriage.     Of  this 
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evidence  the  jndge  then  gave  a  clear  analysis,  showing  the  grave 
suspicions  which  hnng  aboat  the  getting  np  of  the  case  for  the 
prosecution,  and  which  affected  the  testimony  of  some  of  the  princi- 
pal witnesses.  But  he  ended  by  giving  his  opinion  that  these  suspi- 
cions did  not  apply  to  the  last  witness  who  had  so  unexpectedly 
come  forward  ;  and  that,  if  they  believed  his  testimony,  there  would 
be  no  doubt  that  the  marriage  was  proved.  With  these  remarks  he 
left  the  decision  to  the  jury. 

The  jury,  after  consulting  together  for  a  moment,  requested  per- 
mission to  withdraw.  They  remained  out  of  court  about  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  and  then  returned  to  the  bar,  and  delivered  in  the  fol- 
lowing verdict,  which  was  read  amid  breathless  silence  : — 

"We  find  the  defendant  guUty  of  the  perjury  whereof  he  stands 
indicted  ;  but  recommend  him  to  mercy  in  consequence  of  his  youth 
at  the  time  he  conunitted  it." 

The  verdict  being  recorded,  the  judge  addressed  the  defendant  as 
follows  : — 

"  George  Frederick  Archer,  you  have  been  convicted,  after  a  long 
and  patient  investigation,  of  the  crime  of  wilful  and  corrupt  perjury. 
It  is  truly  painful  to  me  to  see  a  man  of  your  education  and  your 
position  in  society  proved  guilty  of  so  disgraceful  an  offence.  I  little 
thought  when  a  few  months  ago  I  sat  beside  you  at  the  table  of 
that  distinguished  nobleman  who  has  this  day  borne  testimony  on 
your  behalf — I  little  imagined  (I  say)  that  it  would  ever  fall  to  my 
lot  to  pass  sentence  on  yon  as  a  convicted  criminal.  Such  a  warning 
may  well  teach  us  how  little  we  can  ever  know  of  the  true  character 
of  those  with  whom  the  current  of  society  brings  us  into  momentary 
contact,  and  how  dark  may  be  the  depths  concealed  beneath  its  smooth 
surface.  I  do  not  wish  to  aggravate  your  guilt,  or  lacerate  your 
feelings,  by  pointing  out  how  far  less  excusable  is  the  crime  which  you 
have  committed,  in  a  man  of  your  knowledge  and  education  than  in 
the  poor  and  ignorant.  But,  for  the  sake  of  others  who  hear  me,  I  will 
remark,  that  in  proportion  as  your  greater  means  of  enlightenment 
and  your  higher  rank  increase  your  guilt,  so  do  they  increase  your 
punishment.  For,  whereas,  in  the  case  of  an  ordinary  criminal,  the 
sentence  passed  by  the  court  is  the  whole  of  his  punishment,  in  your 
case  that  sentence  will  be  only  a  small  part  of  the  suffering  which 
yon  must  undergo.    By  the  mere  fact  of  yonr  conviction  you  forfeit 
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that  high  position  in  her  Maje$tj*8  serrice  wfaich  joa  bold,  and  alfo 
are  forever  excluded  from  the  society  of  yonr  equals.  So  false  i? 
that  notion  which  we  .«3metimes  he4U'  from  ignorant  demagognes,  th&: 
the  crimiDal  law  of  England  presses  more  hearflj  npon  the  p>? 

than  upon  the  rich. 

''I  will  oulj  make  one  other  remark,  which  is  called  for  bj  tL^ 
recommendation  to  mercy  appended  to  the  Terdict  of  the  jury.  The 
ground  of  that  recommendation  is  that  yon  were  a  rery  young  m^ 
when  yon  committed  the  offence  of  which  yon  are  conTicted.  I 
Fym[)athiie  in  the  feeling  of  the  jnry  so  far  as  this  ;  that  had  year 
youthful  offence  been  followed  by  repentance,  and  had  you  endea- 
voured to  make  amends  for  it  in  these  years  of  yonr  maturity,  yr^ir 
age  when  you  offended  might  have  been  pleaded  in  extenuation  of 
your  crime.  But,  far  from  this  being  the  case,  it  is  bnt  too  evidt-Lt 
that  your  later  deeds  have  surpassed  the  wickedness  of  yonr  earlier 
career. 

"  It  therefore  only  remains  for  me  to  complete  my  painful  duty  hf 
pronouncing  the  sentence  of  the  court  npon  yon,  which  is,  that  yoa 
be  iinprisoiied  and  kept  to  hard  labour  for  the  space  of  three  years.'' 

Archer  listened  to  the  judge's  sentence  with  a  hard  and  dogg»fd 
immobility  of  countenance.  He  had  not  shown  any  emotion  duria^ 
the  trial  except  on  two  occasions.  The  first  time  was  when  \se 
caught  sight  of  his  wife  and  her  aunt,  so  unexpectedly  present  in  a 
scene  where  he  least  desired  them  for  spectators.  The  second  time 
was  when  the  apothecary  rushed  in  with  the  missing  document. 
Up  to  that  moment  Archer  had  felt  perfectly  secure  of  his  acquittal. 
He  knew  the  weakness  of  the  circumstantial  proof  against  hirn,  ar.d 
relied  on  the  ability  of  the  advocate  whom  he  had  retained.  But 
the  first  sight  of  the  unfolded  register  dissipated  his  delusion,  ami 
gave  him  a  sudden  certainty  of  his  conviction.  Even  his  stubborn 
nerves  and  unflinching  resolution  were  for  a  moment  shaken  by  tli^.^ 
shock.  He  turned  deadly  pule,  and  felt  his  knees  tremble  under 
him.  But  by  a  great  effort  he  subdued  this  passing  weakness,  an«i 
recovered  his  composure,  which  he  retained  thenceforward  to  the 
last. 

Nay,  such  was  the  energy  of  his  will  that  he  was  able  to  abstract 
his  attention  from  the  scene  that  passed  before  him,  and  the  word-' 
tl\at  p-     '    '  •    *  ^'s  ears  ;  aiul  while  the  judge  was  moralising  on  his 
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offence,  he  was  already  meditating  plans  of  fdtare  profit  and 
ambition  ;  schemes  to  be  carried  out  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlan- 
tic, when  his  imprisonment  shoald  be  oyer. 

In  this  mood  he  heard  his  doom  with  stoical  indifference,  only 
wincing  for  a  moment  at  the  mention  of  "  hard  labour "  as  a  part 
of  his  sentence.  But  an  instant's  reflection  saggested  to  him  that 
imprisonment  without  exercise  would  have  been  injurious  to  his 
health,  and  yet  that,  without  compulsion,  exercise  would  never  have 
been  taken  by  him  in  prison.  Restored  to  calmness  by  this  sanatory 
consideration,  he  descended  from  the  bar,  and  was  removed  under 
strict  custody  to  the  county  gaol. 

in  Hit  *  t¥  *  *  * 

In  order  to  avoid  the  necessity  of  again  recurring  to  the  history  of 
this  able  adventurer,  we  will  anticipate  the  course  of  our  narrative. 
The  week  after  his  trial  at  Denbigh,  he  was  convicted  on  the  charge 
of  bigamy,  against  which  he  made  no  defence.  This  added  an 
additional  period  of  three  years  to  his  previous  imprisonment ;  so 
that,  in  all,  he  was  adjudged  to  six  years  of  incarceration. 

But  so  mild  is  now  the  administration  of  our  criminal  law,  and  so 
exemplary  was  Archer's  conduct  in  gaol,  that,  after  only  two  years 
of  his  sentence  had  expired,  he  was  recommended  for  the  favourable 
consideration  of  the  Home  Secretary,  by  the  unanimous  report  of  the 
governor  and  chaplain  of  the  prison,  and  by  Justice  Shallow,  the 
chairman  of  the  visiting  magistrates.  In  consequence,  he  was  lil)e- 
rated  on  a  ticket  of  leave ;  and  he  has  very  recently  transported 
himself,  ticket  and  all,  to  New  York. 
[He  professes  his  intention  of  devoting  himself  to  political  life  in  his 
adopted  country  ;  and,  with  his  talents,  energy,  and  unscrupulous- 
ness,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  he  will  soon  become  a  distin- 
guished member  of  Congrcssn  He  has  joined  the  ultra-democratic 
party,  and  gives  out  that  he  was  a  victim  of  aristocratic  persecution 
in  the  old  country.  It  is  highly  probable  that  he  will  some  day 
return  to  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  in  a  diplomatic  capacity,  like 
citizen  Soule,  and  other  European  exiles  of  kindred  character.  Nor 
lA  it  impossible  that  we  may  one  day  see  him  representing  the  United 
States  of  America  at  the  court  of  St.  James's. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 
"dona  packm." 

When  Clara  was  borne  oat  of  court  in  a  state  of  insenaliility,  sb 
had  been  carried  to  the  inn,  through  a  canons  and  excited  crov«L 
Jnst  as  she  was  beginning  to  recover  oonscioosness,  and  before  si^ 
had  fully  awoke  to  the  horrible  reality,  her  aont  administered  to  b«f 
a  strong  soporific,  which  restored  her  once  more  to  ttmjponrj  ttaa- 
hilation,  the  only  relief  of  which  she  was  then  susceptible. 

Miss  Bampton  then  ordered  out  post-horses  instantly,  and,  hsTiiu: 
placed  her  inanimate  niece  in  the  carriage  by  her  side,  gave  orderv 
to  the  driyer  to  take  the  Llangollen  road.  She  fdt  it  of  the  ntmofi 
importance  to  remove  Clara  without  delay  from  the  scene  where  ber 
misery  had  been  revealed  to  her  in  all  its  appalling  horror.  Tbe 
aunt  knew  only  too  well  the  weak  constitution  and  irritable  nerroos 
organization  of  her  niece,  and  dreaded  lest  her  reason  might  gi^^ 
way  unless  she  could  be  shielded  from  all  further  shock.  Above  sD 
things  they  must  fly  from  the  vnlgar  and  impertinent  curiosity  d  tlte 
county  town.  The  best  hope,  she  thought,  was  to  seek  refuge  in 
some  calm  and  silent  spot,  where  the  soothing  influence  of  rocks,  aini 
woods,  and  mountain  streams  might  mitigate,  if  possible,  an  agonj 
which  must  long  be  beyond  the  hope  of  cure.  She  chose  UangoUeo, 
partly  because  it  was  the  nearest  place  which  possessed  great  beantj 
of  natural  scenery,  and  partly  because,  while  far  enough  frt>m  P^Q- 
high  to  be  entirely  shut  out  from  all  the  dangers  which  prosraitj  at 
such  a  time  must  involve,  yet  its  distance  (but  little  more  tbiii 
twenty  miles)  admitted  of  their  reaching  it  that  evening  withoot 
fatigue. 

Before  the  verdict  had  been  pronounced  which  consigned  Arcbor 
to  a  felon's  doom,  the  victim  of  his  crime  was  already  some  milt^ 
from  the  spot  that  had  witnessed  her  disgrace.     She  continued  suck 
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in  the  deepest  sleep,  long  after  the  carriage  had  left  the  yale  of 
Rathyn,  and  wound  up  that  long  and  romantic  pass  which  gradnallj 
gains  the  summit  of  the  hills  that  separate  the  Clwyd  from  the  Dee. 
At  length,  as  they  were  dragging  down  the  steep  descent  which 
hurries  so  abruptly  from  the  mountain  along  the  upper  glens  of  Yalle 
Crucis,  Clara  showed  symptoms  of  returning  consciousness.  The 
beams  of  the  full  moon,  which  had  lately  risen,  streaming  upon  her 
face,  roused  her  from  her  lethargy. 

"  Where  am  I  ?"  she  cried.  "  Where— -what — what  has  hap- 
pened ?     I  have  had  such  a  horrible  dream.'' 

''  Hush,  darling,  you  are  safe  with  me,"  said  her  aunt,  in  her  most 
gentle  tones.  "  Go  to  sleep  again,  dear  Clara  ;  you  have  been  ill, 
my  love." 

*'  But  am  I  awake  ?  Wliere  am  I  ?  What  is  that  old  ruin  in 
the  moonlight  ?     Surely  I  am  dreaming  still  ?" 

**  This  Is  Valle  Crncis  Abbey,  my  love.  You  have  often  copied 
sketches  of  it  in  your  drawing-book  when  you  were  a  child  at  Bath, 
and  now  I  have  brought  you  to  see  it." 

*'  Valle  Cruds  ?"  murmured  Clara,  "  Ah,  yes,  that  is  in  Denbigh- 
shire— Deubigh — Denbigh — why,  I  was  dreaming  of — 0  God  I  0 
God  1  it  was  no  dream  I" 

And  she  shuddered  and  hid  her  head  in  the  comer  of  the  carriage, 
wliile  a  fit  of  shivering  convulsed  her  whole  frame. 

Miss  Bampton,  in  extreme  alarm,  and  anxious  above  all  things  to 
stop  this  agitation  before  it  should  reach  the  stage  of  nervous  fever, 
held  a  handkerchief  steeped  in  chloroform  to  Clara's  lips.  The 
application  took  immediate  effect,  and  caused  the  patient  to  sink 
once  more  into  a  profound  and  death-like  sleep.  In  this  state  of  tor- 
por she  continued  when  they  reached  Llangollen,  and  she  was 
undressed  to  be  put  to  bed  without  disturbing  her  repose.  Her  aunt 
sat  by  her  bedside  all  night,  ready  to  repeat  the  soporific  if  its  heal- 
ing influence  should  again  be  necessary  ;  but  it  was  not  needed. 

Next  morning  early,  Miss  Bampton  removed  to  a  quiet  house, 
beyond  tlie  limits  of  the  little  town  of  Llangollen,  and  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  Dee.  It  was  on  a  high  bank  above  the  river, 
and  the  stream  brawling  over  its  slaty  bed  filled  the  cottage  with  a 
soothing  murmur.  Miss  Bampton  kept  her  niece  in  a  state  of 
unconsciousness  till  she  had  safely  transferred  her  to  this  quiet  home. 
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So  that  Clara,  on  waking,  fonnd  herself  as  complete! j  sheltered  bm 
the  gaze  of  her  fellow-creatnres  as  she  could  desire,  and  samNmded 
by  eyerj  outward  influence  that  could  minister  to  a  mind  diseised 
But  the  beauties  of  nature,  which  in  happier  hours  she  so  pasRcn* 
atcly  loved,  had  now  no  power  over  her  heart.  The  spell  of  roonDtk 
scenery  will  often  charm  away  our  lighter  sorrows,  and  will  rospat  i 
pleasing  melancholy  which  harmonises  with  the  mood  of  tranqmi 
mouruera.  But  great  and  crushing  griefs  cannot  thus  be  soothed 
For  it  is  most  true  that  from  the  outward  universe 

"  We  receive  but  what  we  give^ 
And  in  our  life  alone  does  nature  live ; 
Ours  is  her  wedding  garment,  ours  her  shroud.*' 

And  nature  now  was  shrouded  to  the  eyes  of  Clara  under  a  caoopj 
of  black  darkness.  A  dull  despair,  broken  by  intervals  of  fevtrii 
restlessness,  had  taken  possession  of  her  soul.  She  shrank  vith 
horror  and  disgust  from  the  remembrance  of  what  she  had  been  i:>i 
what  she  was.  Above  all  she  loathed  the  thought  of  what  she  miL< 
become  if  she  continued  to  live  :  a  mother — of  what — and  of  whoff 
child  ?  It  is  not  wonderful  that  her  proud  and  impatient  spirit  coold 
not  brook  the  prospect. 

Yet  there  was  no  remedy,  no  escape,  whichever  way  she  looked ; 
no  possibility  before  her  but  a  life  tarnished  by  shame,  and  indisso- 
lably  associated  with  villany.  Yes, — ^there  was  one  way,  and  bnt 
one,  by  which  she  could  baffle  the  cruel  destiny  that  consigned  ber 
to  a  life-long  anguish.  There  was  a  path  which  led  to  freedom : 
there  was  a  cure  for  the  disease  of  life.  That  cure — should  ^ 
seek  it  ? 

On  this  question  she  brooded  for  two  days  and  nights,  as  she  bj 
tossing  on  her  restless  bed.  By  the  third  dawn  her  purpose  vas 
matured  and  her  resolution  fixed.  She  rose  and  dressed,  with  nn 
appearance  of  recovered  calmness  which  relieved  her  aunt's  dread  of 
fever  and  delirium.  Then  she  seated  herself  at  her  desk,  and  «t\)t€ 
to  her  brother  as  follows  : — 

«•  Valu  Cbocib,  JforM  SO,  1S54. 

"  To  you,  my  own  dear,  dear  brother,  I  write  ouce  more,  anJ  f<'^ 
the  last  time.     Yes,  Charles,  if  it  were  not  so-  if  I  should  ever  >«^ 
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you  face  to  face  again — not  even  to  you  could  I  bring  myself  to  utter 
a  word  out  of  the  gulf  of  shame  in  which  I  am  sunk. 

'*  This  remote  nook  among  the  Welsh  mountains  hides  me  from 
the  sight  of  men,  and  shelters  me  from  the  scorn  and  pity  of  the 
world  ;  but  no  cha^m,  no  abyss  on  this  side  the  grave  is  dark  and 
deep  enough  to  shield  me  from  my  own  contempt  and  loathing,  to 
screen  me  from  the  consciousness  of  my  utter  infamy. 

"  Charles,  Charles,  do  you  know  what  I  am  now  ?  Can  you  wish 
me  to  live  bearing  that  character  which  alone  belongs  to  me  hence- 
forth ?  It  would  be  a  poor  proof  of  your  love  to  me  if  you  bould. 
Tet  even  that  is  not  the  worst.  No,  it  is  not  that  which  eats  into 
my  soul. 

"  It  is  the  thought  that  I — I — should  have  debased  my  nature 
and  defiled  my  spirit ;  that  I  should  have  prostituted  my  love  ;  that 
I  should  have  given  myself,  my  whole  being,  to  a  low  and  heartless 
villain,  a  monster  of  profligacy  and  meanness.  This  \a  the  thought 
that  kills  me — the  knowledge  that  my  very  being  has  been  identified 
with  hie — that  I  am  one  with  him — one  with  that  base  and  sordid 
nature — that  I  am  bound  to  him  and  blended  with  him  by  a  unily 
which  no  human  laws  can  annul.  This  is  the  indelible  blot — this  is 
the  stain  which  nothing  can  wash  out — which  contaminates  the  very 
springs  of  my  inmost  life.  Memory  must  cease  and  reason  perish 
before  I  can  tear  away  this  garment  of  shame  which  corrodes  their 
Bubstance. 

''  My  mind  is  made  up  ;  nothing  shall  tempt  me  to  endure  this 
agony  any  longer.  When  you  read  these  lines,  at  the  foot  of  the 
Pyrenees,  I  shall  be  at  peace,  resting  under  the  shadow  of  these 
quiet  hills,  in  this  vailey  of  the  cross — a  Golgotha  indeed  to  me.  I 
delay  but  for  a  few  hours  longer,  that  I  may  bid  you  a  last  farewell, 
and  that  you  may  feel  that  even  in  despair  and  death  I  cling  to  you, 
and  seek  a  sympathy  which  will  follow  me  beyond  the  tomb. 

"  My  brother,  I  know  what  a  pang  you  will  feel  as  you  read  this — 
I  know  how  sharp  a  sword  will  pierce  your  heart — ^and  therefore  I 
wLsh  to  tell  you  all,  to  show  you  that  I  have  no  choice,  to  enable 
you  to  enter  into  my  most  secret  motives,  that  you  may  approve  my 
act,  whatever  pain  it  cost*  you. 

*'  Learn,  then,  that  if  I  live  a  few  months  longer,  I  must  be  the 
mother  of  to  child.    I  must  bring  into  the  world  a  creature  fore- 
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doomed  to  infamy,  whose  rerj  life-blood  most  be  tainted  with  hexvd- 
itary  crime — a  predestinated  villun,  whom  £ate  has  before  ordaiiKd 
to  ineyitable  reprobation. 

"  Charles,  you  will  not  wish  this — ^you  conld  not  bear  ii — ^rc-or 
generoos  and  unselfish  lore  ¥nll  rejoice  that  I  am  sared  from  sqlI 
inconceivable  misery.  Nor  will  yon  accuse  me  of  gtirinlrii>g  viiL 
selfish  cowardice  from  bearing  the  calamity  that  has  beSallen  xne, 
when  you  know  that  I  redeem  not  myself  only,  but  mj  nnborn  child, 
from  certain  and  inevitable  infamy. 

"  Tou  once  warned  me  in  vain  against  the  error  which  I  was 
going  to  commit.  Oh  I  that  I  had  listened  to  you  th«i.  But  I  wL 
not  now  indulge  in  weak  and  vain  complaints  against  mj  fur- 
mer  self.  What  is  done  cannot  be  undone.  But  the  worst  eoj^ 
qnences  of  my  folly  are  still  in  my  power  to  prevent.  The  last  aiki 
most  horrible  extremity  of  ignominy  and  wretchedness  I  can  je: 
avert.  And  what  I  can  I  will.  I  have  vowed  that  this  final  degn- 
dation  shall  never  be  accomplished. 

"  My  aunt  has  been  in  my  room,  dear  Charles  ;  you  most  love  her 
and  comfort  her  for  my  sake,  when  I  am  gone.  Tell  her  that  if 
anything  conld  have  healed  my  broken  heart,  it  must  have  h^^n 
healed  by  her  delicate  and  soothing  kindness,  her  exquisite  tact  aihl 
considerate  thoughtfulness.  But  my  illsease  lies  too  deep  for  even 
the  tender  ministerings  of  her  love.  Such  love  might  well  soothe  all 
sadness  but  despair,  yet  it  is  powerless  against  despair.  And  what 
is  my  earthly  future — ^what  can  it  be — but  one  long  despair  ? 

"  You  remember,  in  those  happy  days  when  we  read  Tecnys^w 
together  on  the  shore  at  Penry,  how  I  used  to  sympathiae  with  the 
voice  which  asks, 

'  Why  inch  by  inch  to  darkness  onwlf 
There  is  one  remedy  for  all.* 

And  now  in  my  sore  need  the  question  comes  back  to  me,  not  as  a 
matter  of  speculation,  but  of  action.  Why  should  I  bear  this 
misery  ?     Why  should  I  not  end  it  when  I  can  ? 

^Submission  is  best,  it  will  be  said.  I  a^,  submission  to  vkoi  f 
Of  course  I  am  not  talking  of  the  view  a  Christian  would  take  of 
the  matter.     But  even  you,  Charles,  have  led  me  to  the  bcUef  that 
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if  there  be  any  truth  attainable  by  man  it  is  that  which  has  been 
attained  by  Spinoza,  and  Hegel,  and  Goethe.  On  their  principles, 
then,  to  what  am  I  to  submit  ?  To  the  laws  of  the  universe,  they 
will  say.  Well,  and  do  I  not  submit  to  the  laws  of  the  uniyerse 
just  as  much  by  swallowing  a  poison  as  by  swallowing  a  medicine  ? 
Nay,  is  not  every  medicine  a  poison,  and  every  poison  a  medicine  ? 
Or  do  they  mean  to  say  that  I  must  submit  patiently  to  aU  suffer- 
ing ?  Then  how  can  any  medicine,  any  remedy  of  any  kind,  be 
allowable  ?  If  I  may  take  laudanum  as  an  anodyne  for  toothache, 
without  violating  the  laws  of  nature,  how  do  I  violate  them  by  tak- 
ing it  as  an  anodyne  for  heart-ache  ? 

''  Indeed,  how  can  I  violate  the  laws  of  nature  at  all  ?  Is  not 
every  act  of  my  body  and  of  ray  mind  a  part  of  the  universal  law — 
a  link  in  the  infinite  chain  which  binds  the  world  ?  Can  I  move  a 
finger  without  co-operating  in  the  laws  of  nature  ?  No  ;  I  am  but 
what  I  must  be  :  it  is  a  comfort  to  me  now  to  believe  it.  All  this 
agony,  then,  was  preordained  by  a  necessary  fate,  and  the  cure  for 
it  is  equally  fated,  equally  inevitabld[ 

******* 

**  I  have  been  out  for  a  walk.  Aunt  Helen  said  I  ought  to  try 
and  take  a  little  fresh  air,  and  I  obeyed  her.  She  did  not  offer  to 
come  with  me  :  she  is  too  kind,  too  wise  for  that.  She  never  attempts 
to  pity  me,  and  ignores  the  causes  of  my  anguish.  She  treats  me 
as  a  simple  invalid,  with  every  fond  attention  that  the  most  petted 
invalid  could  crave,  but  with  nothing  more ;  no  notice  that  could 
irritate  or  wound.  I  do  indeed  love  her,  though  I  must  grieve  her 
80  much. 

'*  I  wandered  along  a  solitary  path  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
which  goes  up  a  hill  through  a  wood.  The  ground  was  starry  with 
primroses  under  the  leafless  trees.  In  the  midst  of  my  misery  I 
could  see  how  lovely  everything  was — see  it,  but  not  feel  it.  No  ; 
the  dull  despair  in  which  my  heart  is  steeped  seems  to  have  fallen 
on  all  nature  like  a  mist,  which  hides  all  beauty  from  my  souL  At 
last  I  came  to  the  brow  of  the  hUl,  and  looked  down  on  the  other 
side — steep  down  upon  the  ruined  Abbey  of  Valle  Crucis.  Ah,  how 
solemn  and  sad  it  was  I  those  broken  arches  stretching  across  their 
narrow  glen,  with  the  mountains  closing  round  them,  and  the  cloudy 
sky  above.    I  think  I  should  like  to  die  on  that  lonely  hillside  oppo- 
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site,  witli  my  lost  look  turned  to  the  great  western  wimiow  of  tLe 
Abbey. 

*'  But  no  ;  it  would  be  selfish  and  cruel  to  Aunt  Helen.  She  wrcli 
be  so  wretched  when  she  found  me  missing,  and  might  be  kept  j 
suspense  for  hours  during  the  search.  I  will  not  put  her  tu  &j; 
needless  pain. 

"  It  gives  me  a  strange  relief  to  write  down  my  thoughts  a^  chfj 
arise,  kiiowiug  that  you  will  read  them  when  the  hand  which  wr ir- 
is stiff  and  cold,  and  the  mind  wluch  thinks  is  reabsorlh^i  inuj  :L 
Soul  of  tlie  World.     1  feel  my  beliefs  so  yague,  so  unoertaia,  - 
fluctuating.     It  is  after  all  quite  certain  that  there  is  no  ii^A  Ki 
this  infinite  universe  of  which  you  and  I  are  fragments  ?    The  gT>^  - 
est  minds  of  Europe  think  so,  I  know  ;  Goethe,  and  Schellin^.  a_  - 
Ilegel,  all  say  so,  and  Spinoza  proved  it  long  ago.     I  do  not  ihpI?:- 
stand  all  their  reasonings,  but  I  do  seem  to  comprehend  their  pr*' 
of  the  unpossil)i]ity  of  a  personal  God  ;  for  a  person  (as  they  <.} 
must  be  limited,  and  the  Infinite,  therefore,  cannot  l>e  a  person.  Y:i 
though  this  convinces  my  understanding,  I  find  my  he^rt  relaii>..u: 
into  the  old  belief ;  and  I  seem  to  doubt  whether  tlie  heart  of  :^^: 
can  attain  to  any  knowledge  of  such  tilings  :  I  feel  myself  5Ui*J  * 
worm  to  measure  the  infinite.     And  suppose  there  shrnild,  after  a., 
be  a  God — a  living  being  who  made  me  and  placed  me  w^here  I  aia  : 

**  Well,  even  then.  He  surely  calls  me  elsewhither  by  unbeam^.- 
sufForiiigs  here. 

'*  But  people  say,  *  You  must  not  quit  your  post.'  But  am  I  qiii: 
ting  it  ?  The  butterfly  shakes  off  the  folds  of  the  chrysalis,  aL  i 
soars  into  the  air  ;  does  it  quit  its  post  ?  '  It  acts  by  instinct,'  tb..} 
will  say.  True  ;  and  do  not  I,  too  ?  Is  not  this  inward  impnls»>  t  j 
depart  an  unmistakeable  instinct  ?  Is  it  not  a  call  from  heaven,  \i 
there  l)e  any  voice  from  heaven  which  can  call  to  man  ? 

"  And  if,  indeed,  God  be  my  father — if  there  be  one  Being,  \\\  • 
Lord  of  the  Universe,  who  regards  nie  with  a  personal  love — the:' 
surely  lie  must  be  willing  to  relieve  me  from  this  anguish,  auii 
receive  me  to  Uimself.  Nay,  is  not  His  will  proved  by  the  very  fact 
that  a  door  of  escape  is  open  to  us  ?  for  if  1  suppose  His  existeiu^, 
no  medicine  could  heal  me  of  the  disease  of  life,  except  by  virtue  of 
His  will. 

*  4«  4«  ♦  ar  4c  * 
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*'  No  ;  I  do  not  hesitate  as  to  my  right  to  end  this  heart-ache — 
to  take  the  only  medicine  that  can  cure  my  malady.  Nor  do  I  fear 
death,  considering  it  only  as  quitting  life.  The  dread  of  annihi- 
lation, which  some  speak  of,  I  never  could  realise,  nor  even  com- 
prehend. 

"  The  physical  pain  of  dying  I  should  dread  far  more  than  this. 
You  know  my  weakness  :  you  know  with  what  abhorrence  I  shrink 
from  pain.  I  could  not,  perhaps,  even  now  inflict  on  myself  a  pain- 
ful death.  But  that  is  needless  ;  for  in  this  also  the  instrument  is 
provided  to  my  hand,  and  I  shall  die  by  the  most  painless  sleep. 

"  But  (you  will  think  it  strange,  perhaps)  Shakspeare's  hint  is  the 
only  thing  that  makes  me  shrink.  You  remember  how  Tennyson 
translates  it — 

'What  if  this  anguish,  fleeting  hence, 
Unmanacled  from  bonds  of  sense, 
Be  fijxed  and  frozen  to  permanence  V 

"  That  is,  indeed,  a  horrible  thought.  Oh,  if  I  were  but  certain 
that  it  would  be  a  dreanUess  sleep  1 

"Is  it  not  strange  how  these  old  verses  come  back  to  me  now, 
haunting  me  in  this  my  last  agony,  tantalising  me  with  images  of  lost 
happiness  ?  The  cavern  of  Penry  Scaur,  where  we  used  to  read  them 
together,  the  golden  sands  below,  the  fresh  sea-breeze  that  fanned 
my  face,  even  the  smell  of  the  sest-weed — all  come  back  to  me  now, 
and  all  associated  with  you,  my  brother,  my  playmate,  and  my 
friend. 

"  It  is  evening.  The  moon  is  up,  and  its  rays  are  streaming  down 
upon  me  from  the  sky,  and  flash  up  to  me  from  the  river,  which  runs 
below  my  window.  I  am  sitting  in  my  room,  which  opens  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  there  my  dear  aunt  is  playing  and  singing  Han- 
del, and  Mendelsohn,  and  Mozart.  It  is  all  for  me,  I  know  :  she 
chooses  my  old  favourites.  How  wonderfully  her  voice  keeps  its  old 
rich  sweetness — 

'  Nor  wanting  power  to  mitigate  and  snage, 
With  solemn  touches,  troubled  thoughts  ;  and  chase 
Anguish,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and  pain.' 


"  A  1^  ?  ^•ij'r-*,  L-z  i-^*  &d',  nj  ar^nisli  is  bejond  the  sos^z 

-  A-  :  ▼  *  1-  ii  *^-  *^-J"^  &  »  !  I:  i*  MozArt's  '  Requiem.'  11  '▼ 
1- ..-  *^  -^-_£.*  :i^" .:  >  ZLj  •ilr.Tf  !  GI>r')a5  music  1  bow  I  k»vt-.  : 
.  ^irr  !     Aifi  *^*  ▼'•rir !  w  r:ij  ^^  such  iuumooj  !     Hnih  !  k*. 


*"  01  ^'ia:  I  ir:«^i  iii-^i  l-el.rre  in  that ! 

"  I  LiT>  r:;i,i  :-  *..yt5  ^-.i  I  hare  heard  In  siermons,  that  tr; 
drl?:'-i:i-.  e'tn  L^  •L-^  w  .rr.  ?«>!t»:»w,  eannot  feel  hopelessly  mis  r^- 
•  -  ;  I  have  Lrari  :Li;  tirj  aotnaliy  realise  a  con^cioas  commuii  -^ 
wi:i  a-  t:Trr-rr^->r-:  b.rjTr:->  Frltr:.»i  ;  and  that  they  are  aUle  in  trr 
C'.r>-t  ar_nl?ii  to  l^aa  ui-^a  His  fTipp-^rt.  and  to  say,  not  as  irv.- 
p  .r:>:  -"^ '  r  ii',  '^ --:  as  rh'r  crifxa^jreratcd  expres.<ion  of  their  sober  ./i  - 
rx:!  a,  *  \Vlf>a  I  wji  throo^ii  the  ralley  of  the  shadow  of   d;  i'  . 
I  f*^Ari.j  erll,  v.r  Th  a  an  with  me.'    If  thl>  be  true — if  such  a  st  .:•' 
1*  attaiL^"  :e — •  h,  wLat  a  liu>sed  dtlasion  it  is,  if  it  be,  indt^,  u* 
ID  .'re  th^Q  a  «it!i:-;.o  !     \Vliai  would  I  not  give  to  belieye  firnil; 
tLai  I  was  ti.e  ul'jtvt  of  a  p^-rsonal  lore — the  friend  of  a  presea: 
Sav:.»Qr — the  ch^-^n  of  a  liring  Rttieemer — that  he  came  and  saf- 
fvred  *  Viuiervn5  meS 

**  Alas  !  ala^  !  why  are  such  thonsrhts  no  more  to  me  than  poetk 
dreams  ?  Why  cannot  I  attain  this  h^pj  faith  ?  Why  have  1 
never  been  gifted  with  this  beatific  vision,  for  which  now  I  thirst  ? 
Vain  questions. 

*  What  hope  of  answer  or  redreas  ? 
Behind  the  veil.    Behind  the  veil' 


"The  music  changes.  She  is  singing  Pergoleai's  Agmu  JJd  now 
— the  Agnus  we  nsed  to  sing  together.  Oh,  how  it  bruags  back  the 
past  1  '  Agfnu  Dd,  qui  tolHs  peecaia  mumdi,  tmseren  nobis.  Oh, 
Charles  1  Why  can  we  not  join  in  that  strain  ?  Why  cannot  onr 
hearts  respond  to  words  which  century  after  century  have  given 
language  to  the  inarticulate  cry  of  thousand  thousands  of  sorrow- 
laden  hearts.?     '  O  Lamb  of  God,  that  takest  away  the  sins  of  the 
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world,  ^have  mercy  upon  us, — haye  mercy  upon  us.'  Where 
could  I  find  words  so  fitted  to  embody  the  sighs  and  groans  of  my 
inmost  spirit,  if  only  I  could  believe  that  I  uttered  them  to  one  that 
heard  me,  and  not  to  the  passing  wind  f 

"  Alas  I  what  a  religion  it  is  that  we  have  lost — ^the  religion  of  sor- 
row— the  religion  of  the  cross  I  Yes,  I  can  understand  now  how  it  is 
that  the  shadow  of  the  cross  can  turn  the  Christian's  agony  into  joy. 
The  disciples  of  a  crucified  Redeemer  drink  their  Master's  cup  in  felt 
communion  with  Him.  They  thank  Him  for  pain,  because  it  brmgs 
them  into  conformity  with  His  likeness.  Their  anguish  illuminates  with 
a  more  vivid  light  the  characters  of  his  ineffable  love  traced  Upon  their 
souls.  The  flames  which  consume  them  are  transformed  into  a  glo- 
rious image— the  image  of  a  divine  companion  standing  by  them  in 
the  fire,  who  is  '  like  unto  the  Son  of  God.'  Where  such  a  faith 
exists — and  doubtless  it  has  existed  in  many  Christians,  or  how  could 
the  Church  have  furnished  her  glorious  army  of  martyrs  7 — ^where  it 
does  indeed  exist  as  a  reality,  I  can  understand  the  happiness  of 
suffering  ;  I  can  comprehend  the  meaning  of  that  prayer  of  Ee- 
ble'a— 

.    •  O  Lord  my  God,  do  thou  thy  holy  will, 

I  will  lie  still ; 
I  will  not  stir  lest  I  forsake  thine  arm, 

And  break  the  charm 
That  luUs  me,  clinging  to  my  SaTiour*B  breast, 

In  perfect  rest' 

"  But  such  a  petition  is  not  for  me.  Such  knowledge  is  too  won- 
derful and  excellent  for  me.  I  cannot  attain  unto  it.  I  feel  no  tend- 
ency to  be  purified  by  suffering — alas  1  no — ^it  only  crushes  me, 
and  (what  is  worse)  crushes  curses  out  of  my  heart— curses  against 
my  destiny — curses  against  the  government  of  the  world. 

**  Yet,  as  I  listen  to  that  strain,  a  better  feeling  comes  over  me. 
My  heart  longs  to  cry  out,  '  Agnus  Dei  miserere.'  But  a  thick  black 
veil  of  doubt  and  darkness  stretches  itself  between  me  and  heaven,  and 
blots  out  the  brightness  of  the  sky.  Oh,  if  there  be  in  this  infinite 
universe  an  ear  to  hear  me,  that  ear  will  surely  listen  to  the  half-ut- 
tered cry  of  my  broken  heart.  If  there  be  an  infinite  love,  it  will  not 
— Be  will  not  punish  a  poor  child  for  running  home  to  Hun,  even 
though  uncalled.    Oar  mother  did  not  punish  you  when  you  camo 
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back  ft  traant  boy,  escaping  from  the  cnielties  of  scfaooL    Smelj  a 
beaTenly  will  not  be  less  tender  than  an  earthly  parenk 

*  So  nma  my  dream.    Bat  what  am  I  f 
An  infant,  crying  in  the  night ; 
An  infant,  crying  for  the  light, 
And  with  no  language  but  a  ory.* 


"  She  has  stopped  singing.  The  last  words  of  the  Agiau  are  ^ 
in  my  ears  *  Dona  nobis  pa4xm ' — *  Dona  nobis  pacemj  Oh,  how  thej 
are  echoed  by  my  heart !  The  last  tones  of  music  which  my  ears  will 
ever  hear — ^thc  latest  striun  of  harmony  which  will  linger  with  me  till 
hearing  dies — ^is  that  lieayenly  prayer  for  peace.  O,  that  it  may  be 
on  omen.   '  Donapaccm,'  '  Donafoatm! 

'^  And  now  it  is  getting  late,  and  I  most  cease  this  lingering  &re- 
well,  and  fold  up  my  letter.  It  will  have  travelled  far  before  mora- 
ing  dawns,  but  perhaps  not  so  far  as  I  shall.  Tomorrow  it  wIH 
have  passed  through  the  crash  and  roar  of  London,  and  thence  t-? 
wafted  across  the  sea  ;  and  soon  it  will  be  beyond  the  Seine  and 
Loire.  But  who  can  say  whether  my  spirit  may  not  have  outstripped 
its  flight  ?  Perhaps  I  shall  be  with  you  before  it,  under  the  shadow 
of  the  Pyrenees,  thrilling  you  with  a  mysterious  presence,  or  a  £>s 
of  parting  love,  felt  in  your  heart  if  not  upon  your  lips. 

"  But  why  do  I  delay  thus  vamly  ?  I  must  shp  out  across  the 
bridge  and  into  the  silent  streets  of  the  little  town,  atfd  drop  m? 
letter  into  the  post ;  for  I  will  trust  it  to  no  other  hand  but  my  own. 
Then  I  shall  quietly  return  homewards — yes,  to  my  last  home,  cm! 
then  I  shall  fall  asleep  ;  and  then — ^then,  '  Fermasi  al  fin  0  cuor  cbe 
bulso  tanto.' 

"  Dearest,  dearest  brother,  farewell,  farewell  for  evermore.  Think 
of  me  if^thout  bitterness — think  of  me  as  I  was  in  early  days,  when 
we  played  together  on  the  shore.  Remember  that  all  the  hapjMne^^ 
of  my  life  I  have  owed  to  you.  And  if  you  cannot  think  of  the^e 
later  months  without  a  pang,  yet  comfort  yourself  with  the  knowledge 
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that  all  is  orer  now,  that  the  restlessness  of  my  misery  is' stilled  for 
erer/' 

Clara  folded  up  what  she  had  written,  and  directed  it  to  her 
brother.  Then  she  stole  quietly  out  into  the  moonlight,  wrapped  m 
her  shawl  and  thickly  veiled.  She  met  no  one  on  her  way  to  the 
post-oflBce,  and  was  soon  back  again  in  the  garden.  There  she  lin- 
gered for  a  few  minutes,  pacing  backwards  and  forwards  on  the  bank 
of  the  stream,  and  trying  half  unconsciously  to  cool  her  burning 
forehead  by  exposure  to  the  chill  night  air.  She  then  re-entered  the 
house,  and  came,  still  shawled  and  bonneted,  to  wish  her  aunt  good 
night.  Miss  Bampton  was  not  startled  or  surprised  by  the  unusual 
solemnity  and  earnest  pathos  of  her  tone  ;  for  any  peculiarity  of 
manner  was  but  too  easily  explained  by  the  situation  in  which  she 
stood. 

Clara  left  her  aunt  reading  in  the  drawing-room  (for  it  was  that 
lady's  habit  to  sit  up  very  late  at  night),  and  proceeded  to  complete 
the  preparations  necessary  for  consummating  the  purpose  on  which 
she  had  resolved. 

It  may  perhaps  be  thought  that  in  the  final  execution  of  so  awful 
a  determination,  the  mode  of  death  to  be  selected  would  have  been 
comparatively  a  matter  of  indifference  ;  but  this  was  far  from  the  case. 
One  of  the  most  marked  peculiarities  of  Clara's  character  was  a  morbid 
dread  of  physical  pain.  The  cause  of  this  was  to  be  found  in  the 
delicate  susceptibility  of  her  nervous  organisation.  In  fact,  corporeal 
suffering  is  quite  a  different  thing  to  different  people,  varying  in  intens- 
ity, not  according  to  the  nature  of  the  infliction,  but  according  to  the 
nature  of  the  patient.  The  man  of  robust  health  and  tough  nerves 
will  experience  scarcely  any  disagreeable  sensation  from  an  operation 
(such  as  the  filing  of  a  tooth  or  the  dressing  of  a  blister)  which  may 
prove  excruciating  anguish  to  the  irritable  nerves  of  a  feebler  con- 
stitution. Thus  it  was  that  to  Clara  all  pain  was  agony.  Indeed, 
she  used  often  to  say  that  she  considered  bodily  pain  as  the  worst 
species  of  mental  suffering  ;  for  all  pain  (she  would  argue)  must 
be  in  the  mind  ;  and  it  was  the  most  intense  type  of  self-conscious 
anguish  which  we  named  corporeal  torture. 

It  is  possible,  therefore,  that  Clara  might  have  even  been  deterred 
from  her  purpose  altogether  had  she  been  compelled  to  resort  to  any 
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of  the  more  punfnl  or  nolent  modes  of  aelfdestmctioiL  lib  tk 
Grecian  suicide  of  old,  she  desired  to  cross  the  golf  which  septntei 
time  from  eternity — 

'*  At  one  swift  bomid  with  no  conTnlsiTe  pang.*** 

And  if  the  leap  had  been  necessarflj  associated  with  the  horron  cf 
physical  agony,  she  might  have  retreated  from  the  brink  of  the  pmi- 
pice.  But  circumstances  threw  in  her  way,  without  any  dfort  of 
her  own,  the  very  means  most  exactly  suited  to  her  mental  constitB- 
tion.  The  door  (as  she  herself  expressed  it)  was  thrown  open  oo 
purpose  for  her  escape.  Miss  Bampton  suffered  constantly  froa 
neuralgia,  and  was  accustomed  to  relieve  the  severe  attacks  d  ber 
complaint  by  the  employment  of  diloroform,  a  snpply  of  which  i» 
always  carried  with  her.  We  have  already  described  the  use  s» 
made  of  it  in  softening  the  first  shock  of  her  niece's  calamity.  Tie 
bottle  now  stood  on  the  dressing-table,  where  Clara  sought  andfoand 
it.  She  did  not  remove  it,  for  fear  of  exciting  her  aunt's  apprrf*"' 
nons  ;  but  filled  a  smaller  phial  for  herself  out  of  it,  awi  tlia 
descended  to  her  own  room. 

AJ.8tt. 
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At  breakfast  lime  on  the  following  daj,  Miss  Bampton  carried  a 
cup  of  tea,  as  her  costom  was,  to  the  bedside  of  Clara.  Seeing  her 
apparently  asleep,  she  retreated  softly,  and  waited  another  honr. 
Then  she  again  approached  her  niece's  bed,  and  still  found  her  motion- 
less. Drawing  the  cnrtain  a  little  aside,  she  watched  her  for  a 
moment,  and  was  alarmed  to  perceive  no  sign  of  breathing.  She 
put  down  the  tray,  and  took  Clara's  hand,  which  lay  abore  her  Lead 
npon  the  pillow.  It  was  stiff  and  deadly  cold.  Horrified  at  its 
chill  tonch,  Miss  Bampton  rushed  to  the  bell,  rang  it  violently,  and 
sent  off  an  express  for  the  nearest  snrgeon.  She  then  herself  applied 
every  restorative  she  conld  think  of,  bnt,  alas  !  all  was  in  vain. 

The  doctor,  when  he  came,  pronounced  that  life  had  been  long 
extinct,  and  asked  if  the  young  lady  had  been  suffering  from  any 
disease.  In  reply,  her  aunt  was  compelled  to  explain  the  cause  of 
mental  suffering  which  had  befallen  Mrs.  Archer,  and  which  she 
feared  had  killed  her  of  a  broken  heart. 

But  the  surgeon  was  not  satisfied  with  this  explanation.  He  was 
unluckily  the  coroner  of  the  district,  and  his  income  was  directly 
proportional  to  the  number  of  inquests  on  which  he  sat.  Nor  was 
his  interest  alone  concerned  in  multiplying  these  investigations.  His 
vanity  also  was  gratified  by  the  opportunities  thus  afforded  of  per- 
sonal display,  and  by  the  exercise  of  judicial  authority  which  they 
involved,  especially  when  a  case  excited  sufficient  interest  to  be 
reported  in  the  county  papers.  It  need  not  be  added  that  Clara's 
connection  with  a  man  whose  recent  trial  had  created  so  much  sensa- 
tion, increased  his  desire  to  sit  upon  her  body.  And  besides  all  these 
motives,   he  was  possessed  by  that  disinterested-  passion   which 
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animates  so  maDj  of  his  profession,  for  groping  among  the  visoeraof 
the  defanct. 

He  therefore  failed  not  to  insist  upon  his  duty  of  more  folly  niTe»- 
tigating  the  circmnstances  of  the  sadden  death  which  had  occurred. 
Moreo7er  he  soon  discoyered  the  phial  of  chloroform  by  the  bedside, 
the  sight  of  which  changed  his  suspicions  into  sometlung  approach* 
ing  certainty.  Upon  this,  in  spite  of  Miss  Bampton's  deprecatcny 
entreaties,  he  annonnced  his*  intention  of  issuing  his  warrant  for  an 
inqnest  to  be  held  npon  the  body. 

In  the  interim  a  post-mortem  examination  was  made,  which  ascer- 
tained the  fact  that  the  deceased  had  died  from  an  excessiTe  drink 
of  chloroform.  Beyond  this  no  important  circumstance  was  elicited 
by  the  investigation  which  took  place  at  the  inqnest.  MissBampton, 
being  confined  to  her  bed  by  a  severe  attack  of  ilbess,  was  unable 
to  appear.  From  the  evidence  of  her  maid,  it  was  proved  that 
Clara  had  shown  signs  of  extreme  mental  suffering  and  great  excite- 
ment since  her  husband's  trial,  and  it  was  also  proved  that  she  had 
procured  the  chloroform  secretly,  without  the  assistance  of  any  othw 
person.  The  jury  were  divided  between  the  findings  of  *'  accidental 
death"  and  **  temporary  insanity ,''  but  were  persuaded  by  the  coroner 
to  acquiesce  in  the  latter  verdict,  as  giving  a  more  tragic  edai  to 
the  notice  of  the  proceedings  which  he  was  preparing  for  the  ctA- 
nms  of  the  County  Newspaper. 

Several  months  elapsed  before  Clara's  farewell  letter  came  to  her 
brother's  hands  ;  for  Charles  had  quitted  Pan  before  its  arrival,  on 
his  way  to  England.  The  newspapers  had  reached  him  with  the 
report  of  Archer's  trial,  and  filled  him  with  unutterable  distress^. 
Notwithstanding  the  remonstrances  of  his  medical  attendants,  he 
resolved  to  start  instantly  homewards,  in  the  hope  of  doing  some- 
thmg — ^he  scarce  knew  what — ^to  mitigate  the  horror  of  his  Bister*s 
lot. 

He  left  Pan  upon  the  very  evening  when  he  received  the  news, 
and  travelled  night  and  day  till  he  reached  Bonlogne.  From  thence 
he  crossed  immediately  to  Folkestone,  where  he  was  landed  in  a  state 
of  such  extreme  exhaustion,  that  it  was  physically  impossible  for  him 
to  pursue  his  journey  to  London,  as  he  had  intended,  without  a  ha]t« 
He  dragged  himself  with  difficulty  from  the  pier  to  the  umgnliieeiii 
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Jintel  which  orerloolu  the  landing-place,  and,  having  ordered  a 
private  room,  stretched  his  weary  limbs  npon  a  comfortable  sofa 
beside  the  fire,  and  sank  into  a  doze. 

He  was  roosed  bj  the  entrance  of  the  waiter,  who  brought  in  the 
tea-things  and  the  London  paper.  Charles  mechanically  took  np  the 
latter,  and  glanced  listlessly  over  the  colnmns,  receiving  into  an 
absent  mind  a  misty  impression  of  parliamentary  debates,  European 
politics,  military  movements,  police  reports,  funds,  and  railway  shares. 
But  he  was  suddenly  startled  from  his  apathy  with  an  appalling 
shock,  as  his  eyes  fell  on  the  following  paragraph  : — 

"The  Denbigh  Advertiser  of  yesterday  announces  a  melancholy 
catastrophe  connected  with  the  trial  of  G.  F.  Archer,  which  was 
reported  in  our  columns  a  few  days  back.  It  appears  that  the 
second  wife  of  the  criminal,  overcome  by  the  overwhelming  discovery 
of  her  position,  destroyed  herself  by  taking  chloroform  on  the  5th 
instant,  three  days  after  the  trial.  An  inquest  has  been  held  on  the 
body  of  the  deceased  at  Llangollen,  which  found  a  verdict  of  tempo- 
rary iauanity.  We  learn  that  the  unfortunate  lady  was  highly  con; 
nected,  being  a  daughter  of  C.  Bampton,  Esq.,  of  Penry  Hall,  in  the 
County  of  Cornwall,  and  great  niece  to  the  late  Lord  Tuam,  formerly 
Chief  Justice  of  Ireland." 

The  waiter,  on  returning  with  the  urn,  was  alarmed  to  find  the 
occupant  of  the  parlour  prostrate  on  the  hearth-rug.  His  face  was 
tamed  downwards,  and  the  newspaper,  clenched  in  his  right  hand, 
was  covered  with  the  blood  that  was  still  streaming  from  his  mouth. 
It  happened  that  the  principal  doctor  of  the  neigh*bourhood  was 
already  in  the  hotel,  visiting  another  invalid  ;  he  was  hastily  sum- 
tuoued,  and  administered  styptics,  which  with  some  difficulty  stopped 
the  bleeding.  But  the  patient  was  left  in  a  state  of  absolute  pros- 
tration and  collapse,  which  threatened  a  speedy  and  final  extinction 
to  the  vital  energies  of  a  frame  already  debilitated  by  disease. 

Dr.  Jenkins  returned  from  Charles's  bedside  to  the  room  of  his 
other  patient,  whom  he  had  quitted  in  a  hurry,  at  the  urgent 
request  of  the  waiter  that  he  would  come  to  "  a  gentleman  as  was 
dying." 

The  chamber  to  which  he  returned  was  occupied  by  a  Mr.  Wil- 
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liAmson,  m  orenrorked  clergrman  whose  hrngs  bad  fiuled  midef  tiie 
presore  of  his  exerdoos,  and  who  was  now  on  his  waj  from  the 
north  of  England  to  Madeira.  He  was  with  bis  wife,  waiting  for  the 
depart  ore  of  the  Madeira  packet,  which  was  to  sail  from  Soothamp- 
ton  on  the  following  week-  The  interval  they  had  determined  tf 
spend  in  the  quiet  and  comfort  of  Folkestone,  rather  than  in  tL{* 
noise  and  dirt  of  a  Loudon  hoteL  His  wife  was  sitting  by  his  ride 
reading  to  him  when  the  doctor  came  back.  They  both  eagcTtj 
iuqnired  after  the  Eick  joung  man,  whose  sndden  and  frightfol 
6<rizare  had  been  described  to  them  by  the  waiter.  Their  interest  ia 
him  was  increased  by  sympathy,  when  Dr.  Jenkins  explained  that  it 
was  a  case  of  pulmonary  disease. 

"  Poor  young  fellow,"  he  concluded,  "  he  is  eridently  dying,  aod 
I  fear  will  scarcely  surviye  the  night.  He  has  had  a  treincndi«€> 
haemorrhage,  and  he  had  no  blood  to  spare,  to  begin  with.*^ 

"  Was  it  brought  on  by  any  sadden  cause  V  inquired  the  deny- 
man ;  "  or  was  it  only  the  result  of  the  gradual  progress  of  tb? 
disease  ?** 

•  "  Why,  his  lungs  were  in  such  a  state  that  any  extra  exertiou 
would  account  for  it.  I  asked  him  whether  he  had  orerstnuDtfti 
himself  in  coming  on  shore  (for  he  is  just  landed  from  the  Boulc^^ 
packet),  but  he  said  'no,'  and  whispered  something  abont  'bad 
news,'  *  a  sudden  shock ' — ^but  I  would  not  plague  him  by  questioih 
ing  more  than  was  absolutely  necessary  to  ascertain  what  state  be 
was  in.  Indeed,  he  cannot  speak  a  syllable,  even  in  a  whisper,  witb- 
out  danger  of  bringing  on  a  recurrence  of  the  attack.'' 

"  And  is  he  quite  alone,  poor  young  man  ?"  asked  Mrs.  William- 
son, in  a  voice  expressive  of  much  sympathy. 

"  Quite  ;  and  when  I  asked  him  for  the  address  of  his  friends, 
saying  I  should  like  to  write  to  some  of  them  to  come  and  nurse  hint, 
he  answered,  in  a  quick,  impatient  way,  that  he  wished  for  no  oue. 
Of  course  I  could  not  tirge  it  any  further." 

"  Poor  fellow  1''  said  Mr,  Williamson  ;  "  how  very  sad  to  think 
of  his  dying  all  alone  in  an  inn,  with  no  one  to  care  for  him.  lUil 
you  learn  his  name  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  saw  it  by  his  luggage  ;  Mr.  Bampton,  Penry  Hatt^  is  on 
hifl  trunk.  On  looking  at  the  *  Times '  of  this  morning,  which  l»o 
was  reading  (the  waiter  told  me)  when  his  attack  came  on,  I  saw  a 
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paragraph  abont  the  suicide  of  a  Muss  Bampton  of  Penry  Hall,  who 
may  very  likely  be  a  relation  of  his,  perhaps  his  sister.  Possibly 
this  is  the  first  news  he  has  had  of  it,  as  he  is  only  just  come  from 
abroad,  and  that  woald  quite  explain  this  sudden  attack.'' 

"  How  rery,  very  dreadful  I"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Williamson  ;  "  such 
an  awful  shock  would  indeed  account  for  eyerything.  And  do  you 
really  thmk.  Dr.  Jenkins,  that  his  case  is  quite  hopeless  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  so,  under  the  circumstances.  If  I  could  stay  with 
him  through  the  night  myself,  I  might  bring  him  round  ;  but  I  must 
go  to  a  patient  ten  mUes  off,  who  is  very  ill,  and  I  cannot  be  back 
till  morning.  I  have  sent  for  a  nurse  to  sit  up  with  him,  and  left 
her  directions  what  to  do  ;  but  one  cannot  depend  upon  hired  service 
of  that  kind.  You  see,  the  only  chance  of  keeping  him  from  sinking 
is  to  give  restoratives  every  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  as  much  nourish- 
ment as  he  can  take  besides  ;  and  the  nurse  will  get  drowsy  and 
sleep  over  an  hour  perhaps,  and  then  it  is  all  up  with  him." 

'*  Oh,  but  that  must  not  be,''  cried  Mrs.  Williamson  ;  **  that  shall 
not  be.  Dr.  Jenkins  ;  I  will  sit  up  with  him  myself ;  surely  you  can 
tell  me  all  that  is  necessary  to  do,  and  I  will  undertake  that  neither 
sleepiness  nor  neglect  shall  prevent  your  orders  being  carefully 
executed." 

"  I  am  sure,  madam,  you  are  most  benevolent  to  make  such  an  offSer 
for  the  sake  of  a  stranger.  But  will  your  husband  spare  you  and 
allow  you  to  fatigue  yourself  by  sitting  up  all  night  nursing  a  young 
man  who  has  no  claim  upon  you  ;  especially  when  he  needs  so  much 
nursing  himself  ?" 

"  Heaven  forbid,"  said  Mr.  Williamson,  "  that  I  should  wish  to 
prevent  my  wife  from  fulfilling  a  duty  of  Christian  love.  I  need  no 
attendance  whatever  at  night,  and  it  will  not  be  the  first  time,  by  a 
great  many,  that  she  has  sacrificed  her  own  rest  in  order  to  comfort 
and  tend  the  sick  and  friendless.  There  are  not  a  few  of  my  par- 
ishioners who  could  testify  to  that ;  and  some  of  them  declare  that 
they  owe  their  lives  to  her  good  nursing." 

"  Hush,  dear  I"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Williamson.  "  You  ought  not  to 
talk  as  if  you  were  making  a  merit  out  of  that  which  was  no  more 
than  a  pleasure  ;  for  those  whom  I  nursed  were  so  grateful  and 
affectionate,  that  the  love  they  gave  me  far  more  than  repaid  any 
little  trouble  I  took  with  them.    But  now  make  haste  and  tell  me, 

18* 
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Dr.  Jenkins,  what  I  shall  have  to  do  for  this  poor  Mr.  Bampton, 
and  yon  may  depend  upon  my  fulfilling  your  directions  most  pime- 
tnally." 

The  doctor  accordingly  gare  the  necessary  instmctions ;  the 
essential  point  of  which  was,  the  administration  of  stimulants  to  the 
sinking  patient,  in  such  quantities  as  to  sustain  life  till  the  rital  ener- 
gies should  haTe  time  to  rouse  themselTCS  from  the  prostration  occa- 
sioned by  the  excessive  loss  of  blood.  Wlien  the  turn  took  place,  i: 
would  be  necessary  also  carefully  to  observe  the  pulse ;  lest  a  con- 
tinuance of  the  stimulation,  when  no  longer  wanted,  should  produce 
renewal  of  fever,  and  a  recurrence  of  haemorrhage.  All  this  reqaired 
a  watchful  and  experienced  nurse,  and  the  doctor  rejoiced  to  find 
that  he  had  procured  such  a  one  in  Mrs.  Williamson.  He  assured 
her  that  if  his  patient's  life  were  saved,  he  should  set  it  down  to  the 
account  of  her  kindness  ;  for  that  everything  depended  on  his  being 
carefully  attended  to  through  that  night. 

It  was  agreed  between  them  that  she  should  quietly  take  her 
place  by  Charles's  bedside  as  if  she  were  a  conmion  nurse,  without 
any  explanation  or  introduction,  which  would  only  embarrass  both 
parties,  and  perhaps  cause  annoyance  which  might  be  most  injuiious 
^  the  sick  man.  But  when  she  entered  the  bedroom,  which  wa^ 
lighted  only  by  the  glimmer  of  a  night-lamp,  she  saw  that  her  patient 
was  in  a  condition  too  much  enfeebled  by  exhaustion  to  render  any 
precautions  in  such  a  matter  needful.  He  lay  motionless,  and  gave 
no  sign  that  he  observed  her  entrance,  far  less  that  he  perceived  in 
her  any  difference  from  the  attendant  whom  he  expected.  His  brow 
was  already  damp  with  a  cold  dew,  the  harbinger  of  dissolution  ; 
which  shows  with  painful  clearness  the  approaching  extinction  of 
that  internal  fire  so  wonderfully  connected  with  the  principle  of  life 
witliin  us.  His  pulse  gave  a  faint  and  flickering  beat,  which  seemed 
as  if  each  pulsation  would  be  the  lost.  His  slow  and  feeble  breath- 
ing barely  sufficed  to  prove  that  he  had  not  yet  expired. 

For  many  hours  Charles  continued  in  the  same  condition,  su.<- 
pended  doubtfully  between  life  and  death.  He  was  never  quite 
unconscious,  but  lay  in  a  sort  of  waking  trance,  in  which  the  objecii: 
around  him, — the  darkened  room,  the  medicine  phials  shimmering 
under  the  rays  of  the  shaded  night-lamp,  and  the  figure  of  hii 
unknown  nurse  gliding  noiselessly  about  his  bed, — were  blended 
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with  scenes  and  images  of  his  fonner  life,  which  flitted  before  his 
memory  like  the  faces  in  a  dream.    He  receiyed  passively  the  assidu- 
ous ministrations  of  his  gentle  nurse  ;  swallowed  without  resistance 
the  nourishment  with  which  she  incessantly  supplied  him,  and  suf- 
fered her  to  feel  his  pulse  every  quarter  of  an  hour,  though  scarcely 
conscious  of  the  import  of  her  acts.     From  time  to  time  she  repeated 
in  a  softened  voice  a  verse  of  the  New  Testament,  a  collect,  or  the 
stanza  of  a  hymn  ;  and  the  words  fell  upon  his  soul  as  the  faint 
mnrmur  of  a  distant  river  falls  upon  the  ear,  soothing,  but  indistinct. 
Had  his  brain  been  in  a  less  dreamy  state,  religious  thoughts  and 
words  would  have  been,  under  his  present  circumstances,  rather  a 
source  of  irritation  than  of  comfort.     They  would  have  harassed  him 
with  distracting  doubts,  or  recalled  to  him  the  hateful  recollection 
of  Archer,  with  whose  arguments  they  were  associated.    But  now 
he  was  too  weak  to  think  or  reason,  or  even  to  feel  impatient  or 
irritable.    He  was  steeped  in  the  painless  calm  which  accompanies 
the  extreme  of  physical  exhaustion  ;  and  the  very  intensity  of  the 
shock  which  he  had  suffered  had  deadened  the  nervous  tissue  of  the 
mind,  and  was  followed  by  a  temporary  relief  from  anguish. 

So  passed  the  long  watches  of  that  night ;  and  when  the  first 
beams  of  morning  struggled  in  through  the  chinks  of  the  window 
shutters,  Mrs.  Williamson  found  the  pulse  of  her  patient  fast  gather- 
ing strength,  and  felt  that  the  crisis  was  past,  and  the  time  was 
come  when  fever  rather  than  collapse  was  the  danger  against  which 
to  guard. 

It  was  a  great  relief  to"  her  when  Dr.  Jenkins  returned,  delivering 
her  from  the  anxious  responsibility  of  deciding  upon  the  degree  of 
change  now  necessary  in  the  treatment.  He  pronounced  Charles 
much  better. 

"  Now,  if  we  can  only  keep  off  a  return  of  haemorrhage,"  he  said^ 
*'  we  shall  get  him  safely  out  of  the  scrape." 

"  But  do  you  mean,"  said  Mrs,  Williamson,  "  that  there  is  any 
hope  of  his  recovery  after  such  an  attack  ?" 

"Not  of  his  permanent  recovery,"  answered  the  doctor,  "his 
lungs  are  too  far  gone  for  that ;  but  he  may  live  for  another  three 
or  four  years  yet,  if  he  would  take  proper  care  of  himself." 

He  then  gave  some  prescriptions  calculated  to  counteract  tlje  peril 
which  he  feared,  and  once  more  took  his  departure,  leaviujg  Mrs. 
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WUliunsoa  installed  as  his  depotj,  with  explicit  directions  fsff  te* 
guidance  ;  he  begged  her,  howcTer,  to  spsLte  herself  as  much  a^  p^ 
Bible,  and  to  make  a  foil  nse  of  the  hired  nurse  whom  he  left  as  ber 
assistant ;  sajing  that  she  need  not  now  troable  herself  with  mtch- 
ing  the  case  so  carefnllj,  as  the  critical  emergency  was  happily  pass>«t: 

Before  the  day  closed,  the  immediate  danger  to  Charles's  Bit  ira* 
over  ;  althongh  he  was  left  in  a  state  of  extreme  weakness,  s»ree 
able  to  lift  his  hand  to  his  head,  and  forbidden  to  speak  except  in 
whispers.  That  evening,  seeing  him  restored  to  conscioafiDess,  Mr? 
Williamson  felt  it  her  dnty  to  ask  him  onoe  more  to  aDow  his 
friends  to  be  smnmoned.  But  he  showed  decided  annoyance  at  he: 
proposal,  and  when  she  pressed  it,  said  emphatically  that  he  had  &  • 
friends. 

It  may  seem  strange  that  Charles  should  hare  prefi^rred  at  such  s 
time  to  be  left  in  the  hands  of  strangers,  when  he  had  a  motbr: 
whom  he  might  have  called  to  his  bedside.  Tet  she  was  not  un<kr 
any  circumstances  a  woman  to  whom  a  son  like  Charles  conid  harr 
turned  for  sympathy  in  such  a  calamity  as  had  befallen  hiia.  Shf> 
would  not  have  understood  his  feelings,  and  would  only  have  res^x 
and  irritated  him  by  her  attempts  to  soothe.  But  in  her  acti^^i 
situation,  it  was  utterly  ot^t  of  the  question  that  he  should  think  of 
seeing  her. 

In  fact,  only  a  few  days  before  he  left  the  south  of  Prance,  CharfK^ 
had  received  a  letter  from  his  mother  announcing  her  intended 
marriage  to  Mr.  Morgan,  the  Rector  of  Chetwick.  The  theoretic^ 
objections  which  that  gentleman  had  entertained  against  the  mar- 
riage of  the  clergy  had  gradually  melted  away  under  the  chanuF  of 
Mrs.  Bampton's  society.  He  found  his  widowed  parishioner  dispased 
to  receive  his  attention  graciously  ;  and  upon  the  occasion  of  a  vi^it 
to  London,  which  he  made  about  this  time  to  support  an  agitation 
got  up  in  the  National  School  Society  against  the  Government 
system  of  education,  he  toob.the  opportunity  of  ascertaining  Mr?. 
Bampton's  exact  jointure,  by  a  personal  inspection  of  her  husband's 
will  at  Doctor's  Commons.  On  his  return  to  Snmmerham  he  lost  do 
time  in  proposing  for  her  hand,  and  his  offer  was  without  hesitation 
accepted. 

Mrs.  Bampton's  letter  to  Charles  on  the  subject  was  couched  in 
the  following  terms  : — 
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**  Mt  Dearest  Charles  : — I  hare  a  communication  to  make  to 
you  which  will  perhaps  surprise  you,  but  which  will  also,  I  trust, 
rejoice  your  affectionate  heart.  You  know  how  much  I  have  felt 
my  loneliness  since  the  loss  of  your  dear  sisters  Lucy  and  Emily,  the 
former  by  her  death,  the  latter  by  her  marriage,  which  has  separated 
her  as  completely  from  me  as  if  she  were  dead.  Clara's  recent  mar- 
riage has  now  made  me  entirely  soUtary  ;  and  even  before  she  left 
me,  she  was  so  often  staying  away  from  home  with  your  aunt  Helen, 
or  your  uncle  Henry,  that  I  frequently  suffered  from  the  want  of  all 
domestic  companionship. 

"  Still,  so  long  as  my  house  was  her  nominal  home,  I  felt  it  my 
duty  to  form  no  other  ties  ;  but  now  that  she  has  a  home  of  her 
own,  the  case  is  altered.   * 

"  I  dare  say  you  have  remarked  the  attentions  which  our  excel- 
lent rector,  Mr.  Morgan,  has  long  paid  me.  For  the  reason  I 
have  just  mentioned,  I  have  discouraged  him  hitherto  ;  although 
I  could  not  but  perceive  the  state  of  his  feelings  towards  me. 
Now,  however,  there  is  no  longer  the  same  obligation  incumbent 
upon  me,  and  accordingly  I  yesterday  accepted  the  offer  of  his 
hand. 

"  One  of  my  chief  reasons  for  this  step,  my  dearest  Charles, 
was  the  anxiety  I  feel  for  your  settling  in  life.  I  am  sure,  there 
is  nothing  so  certain  to  conduce  to  your  welfare  as  a  happy  mar- 
riage ;  and  I  believe  you  will  feel  yourself  much  more  at  liberty 
to  marry,  when  yon  have  no  longer  a  mother  entirely  dependent 
on  you  (as  I  have  been)  for  companionship  and  sympathy.  I 
trust  it  will  not  be  long  before  yon  find  some  one  worthy  of  you. 
*'  I  will  not  say  more  at  present,  except  to  express  my  regret, 
as  well  as  that  of  Mr.  Morgan,  that  your  health,  confining  yon 
to  the  south  of  Europe,  will  prevent  you  from  attending  our  mar- 
riage, which  is  to  take  place  next  month. 

"Your  future  step-father  desires  me  to  add  his  paternal  and 
pastoral  benediction. — Believe  me,  my  dearest  son,  your  most  affec- 
tionate mother, 

"  Qeoroina  Bampton." 

It  is  quite  unnecessary  to  describe  Charles's  mortification  and  dis- 
gust at  the  receipt  of  this  letter.    For  Mr.  Morgan's  moral  and 
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intellectual  character  he  had  the  most  profound  contempt,  and  in 
his  intentions  towards  Mrs.  Bampton  he  believed  him  actuated  bj 
motiYes  purely  mercenary.  It  will  therefore  be  easily  nndersU>od 
that  his  mother  was  the  last  person  from  whom  he  would  have 
looked  for  sympathy  under  the  oyerwhelming  blow  which  had  now 
crushed  him.  Even  under  other  circumstances  she  would  have  been 
a  poor  comforter  for  sorrow  like  his,  especially  since  her  coldness 
towards  Clara  had  created  a  barrier  between  them  which  mnst  have 
produced  estrangement  at  such  a  time.  And  now  that  her  own  bri- 
dal preparations  were  interrupted  by  so  ominous  a  catastrophe,  he 
knew  enough  of  her  character  to  be  aware  that  her  feelings  towards 
the  memory  of  his  unhappy  sister  would  partake  more  of  disa|^)oin(- 
ment  and  cold  pity  than  of  that  passionate  and  remorsefal  affection 
which  consumed  his  own  heart. 

Nor  was  he  mistaken  in  this  conclusion.  Mrs.  Bampton  did,  in 
fact,  when  the  awful  intelligence  of  her  daughter's  death  was  com- 
municated to  her  by  a  letter  from  her  sister-in-law,  show  an  absence 
of  violent  emotion  which  almost  amounted  to  indifference.  Her  chief 
anxiety  was  to  clear  her  daughter's  memory  from  the  imputation 
of  suicide.  She  took  pains  to  inform  all  her  friends  that  dear 
Clara's  death  was  purely  accidental.  She  was  "  assured  by  her  dear 
sister  Helen  that  it  was  entirely  an  accident — ^merely  an  overdose  of 
the  medicine  she  was  in  the  habit  of  taking." 

''  It  is  very  sad  and  shocking,"  she  said,  *^  to  lose  my  dear  chOd, 
in  such  a  way.  But  (and  here  she  sobbed)  dear  Clara  was  never 
fitted  for  this  world,  she  was  too  ima^ative,  you  know,  and  too 
intellectual  for  woman's  lot.  That  is  the  thought  w^hich  ehables  me 
to  support  my  sad  bereavement.  And  then,  when  one  thmks  of  the 
awful  wickedness  of  her  wretched  husband,  it  is  almost  a  mercy  that 
she  should  be  taken  away  out  of  his  power." 

At  other  times,  when  complimented  by  her  friends  upon  the 
serenity  with  which  she  was  enabled  to  sustain  such  a  great  affliiv 
tion,  she  would  expldn  it  by  her  previous  experience  of  sorrow,  and 
by  the  engrossing  nature  of  the  occupations  in  which  she  was  engaged. 

"  I  have  gone  through  so  much  suffering,  you  know,  that  I  have 
learnt  to  bear  it  better  than  I  could  at  first.  And  besides,  I  find 
work  such  a  comfort,  especially  when  one  is  employed  in  working 
for  the  Lolv  cimrch." 
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Here  she  exhibited  a  cloth  for  the  credence  table  of  St.  Mary's, 
Chetwick,  which  she  was  embroidering. 

*'  Indeed/'  she  added,  '^  I  think  it  is  qnite  true  what  my  dear 
son  says,  *  Work  is  warship*  I  believe  he  quoted  the  remark  from 
the  writings  of  some  clever  Oxford  professor — I  think  Professor 
Tyflesdrake  was  the  name  he  said  ;  such  a  funny  name,  isn't  it  ? 
That's  what  made  me  remember  it ;  not  at  all  like  an  English  name, 
you  know." 

Clara's  death  did  not  even  cause  the  postponement  of  her  mother's  ^ 
marriage.  At  first,  indeed,  Mrs.  Bampton  wished  to  put  it  off  for 
a  few  months,  till  the  season  when  "mourning"  should  subside  into 
**  half-mourning."  Bnt  Mr.  Morgan  pleaded  that,  as  a  presbyter  of 
the  Anglican  communion,  he  felt  it  a  positive  duty  to  be  married  in 
Easter  week,  and  that  he  could  not  reconcile  it  to  his  conscience  to 
postpone  the  nuptials  beyond  the  Tuesday  after  that  festival.  To 
this  imperative  reason  his  affianced  bride  could  not  but  yield. 
Accordingly  the  wedding  took  place  on  Easter  Tuesday,  with  the 
fullest  pomp  of  ritual ;  the  rector  being  married  in  his  surplice, 
while  the  archdeacon  intoned  the  service,  and  a  band  of  choristers 
chanted  the  hymeneal  psalm. 

This  last-mentioned  event,  however,  was  as  yet  future  when  Charles 
lay  between  life  and  death  at  Folkestone.  Nor  must  it  be  inferred, 
from  her  want  of  deep  grief  over  her  daughter,  and  her  rapid  and 
easy  consolation  nnder  the  affiction,  that  Mrs.  Bampton  was  desti- 
tute of  feeling.  She  had  never  understood  Clara,  nor  warmly  loved 
her,  which  may  be  explained  by  the  fact  that  the  latter  had  passed 
her  childhood  at  a  distance  from  home,  and  had  grown  up  the  child 
of  her  aunt,  not  of  her  mother.  Yet,  had  Mrs.  Bampton  been  pre- 
sent during  the  miserable  tragedy  which  ended  in  such  maddenmg 
anguish,  she  would  have  been  far  more  deeply  agitated  ;  and  would 
perhaps  have  been  roused  from  her  indifference  to  an  agony  of 
maternal  tenderness  like  that  with  which  she  had  surprised  Miss 
Bampton  at  the  deathbed  of  Lucy.  But  she  belonged  to  that  class 
of  people  who  cannot  be  strongly  moved  by  distant  griefs,  which 
they  hear,  but  witness  not — unimaginative  souls,  who  must  see,  in 
order  to  feel  ;  to  whose  hearts  the  non-apparent  and  the  non-exis- 
tent are  identical. 

But  if  she  had  been  a  cold  hearted  parent  to  Clara,  she  had  been 
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to  Charles  the  most  affectionate,  tender,  and  deroted  of  motibers. 
Had  she  known  of  his  present  danger,  she  wonld  hare  left  herbcss 
at  any  hoar  of  the  night  or  day,  and  trarelled  without  halt  or  ^xiai 
till  she  had  reached  his  bedside. 

Wlien  she  heard,  too  late,  of  his  sadden  return  to  Engiand,  asd 
his  mortal  peril,  she  was  bitterly  hart  at  his  omission  to  sommon  her 
to  the  spot. 

"  It  was  cruel  of  him,"  she  cried  ;  "  he  coold  not  have  doabted 
*  that  I  would  have  left  all  and  every  one  to  come  to  him  ;  he  oogbt 
not  to  have  forgotten  the  days  and  nights  which  I  spent  in  watch- 
ing over  liim  in  his  fever  when  he  was  a  boy." 

The  thought  that  her  Charles  had  ceased  to  care  for  her  was  i 
sharper  pang  than  any  she  had  felt  since  she  had  laid  Lucj  in  the 
coffin.  And  it  was  long  before  the  ecclesiastical  endearments  of  Mr. 
Morgan  could  efface  from  her  heart  the  scar  of  this  genuine  wonod 

All  these  family  complications  were  necessarily  unknown  to  Mr^ 
Williamson  ;  nor  was  there  time  before  her  own  departure  fnr 
Madeira,  to  ascertain  even  the  address  of  Charles's  nearest  relative^ 
which  she  would  otherwise  have  endeavoured  to  do.  She  felt  son 
however,  that  some  heavy  sorrow  was  weighing  down  his  spirit,  suJ 
the  conjecture  of  Dr.  Jenkins  that  the  Miss  Bampton  who  had  ct>m- 
mitted  suicide  was  his  sister,  seemed  a  probable  expIaiiatio!L 
Whether  this  sister  had  been  really  his  only  near  relation,  or 
whether  he  was  alienated  from  the  rest  of  his  famDy,  Mrs.  Wifliaui- 
son  could  not  guess.  But  her  kind  heart  was  touched  by  the  de^v 
late  condition  of  the  dying  youth,  whatever  might  be  its  origin ; 
feeling  that  domestic  discord  was  a  cause  of  isolation  not  less  piti- 
able than  bereavement. 

Meanwhile  Charles  himself,  though  his  mind  still  shared  in  some 
measure  the  languor  and  weakness  of  his  body,  had  recovered  suffi- 
cient power  of  observation  to  perceive  that  the  guardian  who  tendtni 
his  sick  bed,  and  whose  thoughtful  care  anticipated  his  wants  aud 
soothed  his  weariness,  was  no  ordinary  hospital  nurse,  but  a  lady  of 
delicacy  and  refinement.  When  next  left  alone  with  the  doctor  Ik* 
asked  him  who  she  was,  and,  on  hearing  the  history  of  her  self-devo- 
tion, was  much  touched  with  an  instance  of  unselfish  charity  quite 
new  to  his  experience.  When  she  came  back  to  his  room,  he  trit  d 
in  broken  accents  to  whisper  his  gratitude.     She  silenced  his  thanks 
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on  the  plea  that  he  mast  not  talk,  but  most  behare  as  a  good  and 
obedient  patient.  Indeed  she  had  from  the  first  assumed  that 
unhesitating  command  oyer  him,  which  is  the  essential  talent  and 
characteristic  of  a  good  nurse. 

Finding  he  submitted  passively  to  all  her  medical  enactments, 
Mrs.  Williamson  now  resolved  to  make  trial  of  her  power  to  enforce 
obedience  in  a  more  important  matter,  and  on  a  grander  scale.  The 
doctor  had  told  her  that  the  only  chance  of  prolonging  Mr.'Bamp- 
ton's  life  was  to  remove  him  at  once  from  the  bitter  severity  of  an 
English  spring  to  a  more  genial  climate. 

"  If  you  could  but  carry  him  to  Madeira  with  you,"  he  said,  "  his 
life  would  be  saved." 

On  this  hint  she  determined  to  act.  She  told  Charles  the  doctor's 
opinion  ;  and  said  that,  in  consequence,  she  was  about  to  write  and 
secure  his  passage  to  Madeira  that  very  day.  Charles  feebly  remon- 
strated, but  she  rejoined  that  he  was  too  01  to  decide  for  himself  ; 
that  she  had  undertaken  his  cure,  and  that  she  must  do  what  the 
doctor  thought  necessary  for  completing  it.  Her  patient  replied 
that  he  did  not  wish  to  live  ;  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  hun  to 
qnit  his  bed  so  soon  ;  that  his  place  in  the  packet  could  not  be 
secured  so  shortly  before  sailing,  and  so  forth.  But  she  met  and 
overruled  each  of  these  difficulties  as  he  started  them,  till  she  had 
reduced  him  to  silence.  At  last  he  suffered  her  to  extort  a  languid 
consent  to  her  plan,  and  thenceforward  passively  acquiesced  in  all 
the  subsequent  arrangements. 

In  truth  he  was  too  feeble  to  possess  much  will  of  his  own  at 
present,  and  was  sunk  into  that  state  of  childish  helplessness  in 
which  it  is  a  pleasure  tp  be  carried  passively  on  a  stronger  arm. 
Besides,  it  seemed  ungrateful  to  resist  a  proposal  on  which  a  friend 
to  whom  he  owed  his  life  had  set  her  heart.  It  was  an  additional 
reason  to  him  for  yielding,  that  he  thereby  escaped  all  the  attentions 
which  his  mother  and  aunt  could  lavish  upon  him,  he  well  knew,  so 
soon  as  the  news  of  his  arrival  in  England  should  reach  them.  For 
in  his  present  mood  he  shrank  with  agony  from  the  thought  of  inter- 
course with  those  who  were  acquainted  with  the  causes  of  his 
anguish,  and  would  probe  his  wounds  with  well-meant  attempts  at 
consolation.  He  preferred  the  company  of  strangers,  who  would  not 
(as  he  fancied)  even  suspect  the  source  of  his  sorrow. 
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By  that  night's  post  Mr.  WOliamson  wrote  to  the  agents  of  tlie 
Madeira  packet  to  secure  a  berth  for  Mr.  C.  Bampton.  Bat  the 
return  of  post  brought  an  answer  to  say  that  every  place  on  board 
WAS  full,  and  that  no  more  passengers  could  be  admitted.  This  wb« 
a  most  provoking  embarrassment,  for  no  other  packet  was  to  safl  for 
a  month,  and  it  was  precisely  from  this  month  of  east  winds  and 
iuflaenzas  tliat  it  was  most  important  to  save  the  invalid.  Mr^. 
Williamson  proposed  tlie  only  possible  solution. 

"  I  will  give  up  my  berth/'  she  said,  and  Bhaie  my  maid\s  aooom- 
modations  in  the  female  servants'  cabin.  There  is  plenty  of  room 
there  ;  I  looked  at  it  when  I  went  on  board  last  week.'' 

Mr.  Williamson  at  first  would  not  hear  of  this  ;  he  said  thai  he 
would  give  up  his  own  sleeping-place,  and  lie  upon  a  mattress  on 
deck — tie  was  sure  that  it  would  not  hurt  him.  But  his  wife  rem<»&- 
strated  against  this  as  an  act  of  madness,  In  the  state  of  his  health  ; 
and  the  dt^^tor,  to  whom  she  appealed,  positively  forbade  snch  an 
attempt  ;  and  agreed  that  Mrs.  Williamson's  proposal  was  the  only 
feasible  plan,  and  that  it  would  not  injure  her  health,  thoagh  no 
doubt  it  would  diminish  the  comfort  of  her  voyage.  She  at  la^-t 
won  her  husband's  consent  to  it,  and  they  determined  to  carry  it  into 
effect. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  no  word  was  breathed  to  Charles  of  tliis 
self-sacrificmg  arrangement.  He  was  only  told  that  his  berth  was 
secured,  and  that  they  were  all  to  travel  together  on  the  morrow. 
The  following  morning  he  was  carefully  wrapped  up,  and  carried  to 
the  railway,  where  an  invalid  carriage  had  been  secured  for  his 
transport.  Into  this  he  was  lifted  by  the  porters,  and  found  himself 
at  once  reclining  at  full  length  on  a  comfortable  bed.  An  opiate 
having  been  administered,  he  was  soon  asleep  ;  and  in  this  ea.«y 
oblivion  he  was  borne  along  the  southern  coast,  unconscious  of  the 
beauties  of  its  seaward  prospects,  while  Hastings,  Brighton,  and  Chi- 
chester glided  in  rapid  succession  past  the  field  of  view.  He  did 
not  wake  till  he  was  taken  out  of  the  train  at  the  Southampt^^D 
terminus.  There  a  hearse-like  vehicle  was  in  attendance,  fitted  uj* 
with  another  bed,  to  which  Charles  was  transferred  for  conveyance 
to  the  Madeira  steamer. 

The  journey  had  been  so  arranged  that  the  party  reached  South- 
ampton only  an  hour  before  the  time  fixed  for  the  saiUng  of  th 
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packet.  Consequently  they  proceeded  without  halting  from  the  rail- 
way to  the  wharf.  On  reaching  the  pier  Charles  was  gently  lifted 
out  and  placed  on  a  mattress  carried  by  four  sailors,  while  Mrs. 
Williamson  hastened  to  fling  a  shawl  over  his  face,  to  protect  his 
lungs  from  the  chill  sea-breeze.  He  had  time,  however,  to  look 
round  for  a  moment  before  being  thus  enveloped,  and  that  look  suf- 
ficed to  bring  back  to  him  the  faded  image  of  a  past  existence,  not 
>vithout  a  throb  of  pain.  He  was  on  the  very  spot  where  he  had 
landed  so  many  years  ago,  after  his  first  sea  voyage  when  liis 
uncle  had  carried  him  from  Penry  to  Southampton  on  the  way  to 
school. 

The  glimpse  was  momentary,  and  like  all  earthly  yisions,  soon 
vanished  into  night  He  was  muffled  up  in  darkness,  and  thus  borne 
on  blindfold,  so  that  he  knew  not  the  exact  instant  when  he  left  the 
shore  of  England.  He  was  not  again  allowed  to  see  the  light  till  he 
was  laid  in  the  narrow  berth  which  was  to  be  his  home  upon  the 
ocean.  There  ho  was  put  to  bed  by  the  stewaVd,  who  had  received 
a  handsome  douceur  to  secure  his  careful  attention  for  the  sufiferer  ; 
and  another  sleeping  draught  was  given  him,  under  the  influence  of 
which  he  soon  sank  into  repose.  The  stir  and  bustle  attendant  on 
the  settling  of  fifty  passengers  into  their  places,  blended  into  a  con- 
fased  murmur  in  his  ears  ;  then  mingled  with  his  dreams  ;  until  at 
lost  he  became  insensible  to  all  outward  sounds,  while  the  vessel 
lashed  the  peaceful  Solent  into  foam,  and  issued  forth  through  the 
portal  of  the  Needles  into  the  open  sea,  as  the  cliffs  which  she  left 
behind  her  were  fading  in  the  twilight. 
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Chables  Bahfton  had  been  ordered  by  the  doctor  not  to  quit  bis 
berth  till  he  shonld  reach  Madeira.  He  was  too  weak  to  reW! 
against  this  imprisonment,  even  had  he  been  disposed  to  wish  fortbt! 
cbeerfolness  and  society  of  the  deck.  But  this  was  far  from  tbe 
the  case.  In  his  present  mood  he  loathed  the  thought  of  mixin: 
with  mankind  ;  nor  were  his  actual  circamstances  likely  to  make  hi^ 
disposition  towards  his  fellow-passengers  more  amiable  ;  for  his  <wjj 
knowledge  of  their  existence  was  derived  from  the  sofferings  inflictni 
•  on  him  by  their  vicmity.  From  morning  to  night,  as  they  pa^ 
backwards  and  forwards  along  the  deck,  they  were  trampling  npc^' 
his  head,  which  lay  aboat  a  foot  below  the  soles  of  their  boot?. 
When  they  assembled  for  dinner  in  the  saloon,  his  brain  was  marir 
split  by  the  racket  which  they  made,  and  his  nerves  tortored  by  the 
odious  smell  of  their  dishes.  If  we  add  to  these  evils  the  ihumpinf 
of  the  machinery,  the  creaking  and  straining  of  the  timbers  as  tk 
ship  rolled  through  a  heavy  sea,  the  close  air  of  his  cabin,  and,  aU'Te 
all,  the  perpetual  nausea,  it  wiU  be  understood  that  the  pressure  •/ 
his  physical  miseries  might  have  a  beneficial  effect  in  diverting  hi< 
thoughts  from  the  contemplation  of  his  mental  causes  of  distress. 

Meanwhile  the  motion  of  the  sea,  however  disagreeable  he  migb; 
feel  it,  exercised  a  healing  influence  upon  his  pulmonary  complaint. 
His  cough  was  manifestly  lessened,  and  his  feverish  symptoms  ab^ 
ted  ;  nor  was  he  without  moments  of  comparative  pleasure,  wbrn 
Mrs.  Williamson,  who  fortunately  was  a  good  sailor,  came  to  pay  him 
her  daily  visit,  soothing  him  with  her  gentle  presence,  as  she  read  t«» 
him  the  service  of  the  day,  or  one  of  Miss  Sewell's  or  Miss  Younir'* 
stories. 

A  soath-westerly  gale  had  hindered  the  progress  of  the  steamer. 
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that,  instead  of  reaching  Madeira  in  a  week,  as  she  ought  to  hare 
me,  it  was  akeady  ten  days  since  she  left  Soathampton,  and  they 
id  not  yet  sighted  the  island.  Nnmeroos  and  impatient  were  the 
leries  addressed  to  the  captain  by  the  passengers,  as  to  the  rate  of 
.iliag,  the  distance  of  Madeira,  and  the  probable  time  of  reaching 
>rt.  His  answers  were  always  encouraging,  bnt  the  hopes  he  held 
it  were  still  unfulfilled.  At  length,  howeyer,  he  gave  universal 
elight  by  a  positiTe  promise  that  they  should  be  in  Funchal  har- 
our  before  noon  next  day.  Even  Charles  shared  in  the  general  joy, 
s  he  looked  forward  to  a  speedy  emancipation  from  the  detestable 
en  in  which  he  had  been  so  long  confined. 

In  the  dead  of  the  night  he  was  woke  by  a  tremendous  crash,  fol- 
3wed  by  female  shrieks  and  universal  uproar.  He  knew  that  the 
hip  bad  struck,  and  supposed  that  she  was  going  down.  Tet  he 
lid  not  move  or  call,  but  lay  passive  in  the  darkness,  ezpecting  the 
^vcnt.  He  cared  too  little  for  the  dregs  of  life  which  now  remained 
.o  make  any  e£fort  for  self-preservation. 

After  a  few  minutes  had  thus  passed,  the  gleam  of  a  lantern  flash- 
L'd  upon  his  face,  and  Mr.  Williamson  stood  beside  him.    He  made 
bim  put  on  boots  and  trousers  instantly,  then  rolled  him  in  blankets, 
and  helped  him  up  to  the  deck.     There  all  was  terror  and  confusion. 
Tbe  vessel  had  struck  upon  a  sunken  rock,  where  she  had  stuck  fast, 
and  was  rapidly  going  to  pieces.     It  was  certain  she  had  deviated 
from  her  true  course,  but  how  far  wrong  she  had  got,  or  where  she  now 
was,  there  were  no  means  of  ascertaining.    To  add  to  the  horror  of 
the  scene,  the  darkness  was  too  great  to  allow  any  distant  object  to 
be  visible,  so  that  no  one  could  tell  whether  they  were  near  land  or 
not ;  and  the  lurid  glare  flung  by  the  blue  lights  (which  were  kept 
burning)  upon  the  bulwarks,  masts,  and  rigging,  only  rendered  more 
appalling  the  black  night  which  enveloped  all.    The  officers  assured 
the  passengers  that  this  evil  would  speedily  be  alleviated  by  moon- 
rise,  which  was  close  at  hand. 

As  soon  as  the  ship  struck,  the  captain  had  ordered  the  boats  to 
be  lowered,  in  order  to  save  the  passengers  and  crew  ;  but  the  three 
boats  beloDging  to  the  steamer  would  not  altogether  hold  two-thirds 
of  those  on  board,  and  unl^ppily  the  two  smaller  were  stove  in 
against  the  vessel's  side  as  soon  as  they  were  lowered.  Just  as  the 
the  third  and  biggest  boat  reached  the  water  in  safety,  the  silver 
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orescent  of  the  new  moon  rose  from  the  eastern  sea.  Her  Id^r.  ?> 
feeble,  and  struggled  with  a  veil  of  clouds  ;  bat  sufficed  to  &L>^  i 
reef  of  rocks  to  leeward,  which  stood  a  few  feet  above  the  ¥»*-:. 
offering  a  present  refuge  and  a  hope  of  safety. 

The  captain,  who  retained  the  most  perfect  coolnes,  immedh:  : 
proceeded  to  settle  the  order  of  embarkation  in  the  one  boat  wi.  i 
remained.     He  pledged  his  honour  that  there  was  ample  time  fo:  ^ 
to  reach  the  reef  before  the  st«amer  was  likely  to  break  np.    Bet  * 
the  boat  could  only  take  twenty  persons  in  addition  to  the  at-^  ~ 
sary  rowers,  and  as  the  passengers  and  crew  together  amooLtt^: 
eighty  in  all,  it  may  well  be  imagined  that  such  assarances  di<i  lir 
to  calm  the  general  terror.     For  although  the  reef  was  distant  i- 
than  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  yet  the  time  that  must  be  occnpied  in  f  -' 
voyages  and  returns,  including  landings  and  embarkations,  miffh:  :^-- 
fice  to  annihilate  the  unlucky  ship,  which  the  sea  was  thumpic::  il 
grinding  against  the  rocks,  as  every  wave  dashed  over  her.    Tl  ■ 
happened  to  be  just  twenty  women  on  board,  and  these  were  f* 
embarked,  notwithstanding  the  resistance  of  Mrs.  Williams^.m  ..5- 
several  others,  who  insisted  on  being  left  to  share  the  fate  of  tL  ■ 
husbands. 

While  they  were  being  lowered,  the  captain  and  his  officer?  ?t,.- 
at  the  gangway  with  loaded  pistols  in  their  hands,  lest  any  ma*i  i  * 
or  selfish  fear  should  cause  a  rush  upon  the  boat.  When  it  j»u-l 
off,  a  pause  of  tremulous  suspense  ensued  ;  some  gave  vent  to  tl:  / 
agitation  in  vehement  invectives  against  the  captain,  whose  can!  •-- 
ness,  they  said,  had  destroyed  them  all ;  others  searched  for  bit-  • ' 
timber  which  they  tied  to  their  persons  by  way  of  floats  ;  othvr>  * : 
to  weeping  and  praying,  confessing  their  sinful  lives,  and  vowi  : 
amendment. 

Charles  lay  on  the  deck,  where  Mr.  Williamson  had  placed  h 
abiding  the  issue  neither  with  hope  nor  fear,  but  in  a  mood  of  L  • 
guid  indifference.  The  whole  scene  seemed  to  float  before  him  Ik 
a  strange  phantasmagoria,  or. like  the  representation  of  a  shipwTtcv 
on  the  stage.  He  gazed  on  dreamily  as  one  who  had  no  j.>enkm. 
stake  in  the  event — a  spectator  of  the  tragedy,  and  not  an  actor  1 1 
it.  So  abstracted  was  he  from  the  h^rors  of  the  present,  that  u- 
mind  wandered  back  to  pictorial  or  poetical  embodiments  of  siniihr 
Tiich  had  formerly  struck  his  imagination,  and  he  caught 
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bimself  repeating  Crabbe's  description  of  seafarers  waiting  for  death 
apoD  a  sandbank,  which  had  once  been  a  favoorite  passage  with 
Giara : — 

**  Had  one  been  there,  with  spirit  strong  and  high, 
Who  could  obserye  as  he  prepared  to  die, 
He  might  have  seen  of  hearts  the  varying  kind, 
And  traced  the  movement  of  each  different  mind. 
Some  calmly  grieving  would  their  fears  suppress, 
And  silent  prayers  to  mercy^s  throne  address, 
While  fiercer  minds,  impatient,  angry,  loud, 
Force  their  vain  grief  on  the  reluctant  crowd.*' 

Yet  even  while  thus  absorbed  in  meditative  isolation,  he  could  not 
bnt  be  struck  bj  the  contrast  between  his  own  selfish  acquiescence 
and  the  active  benevolence  of  Mr.  Williamson.  The  clergyman  went 
about  from  group  to  group,  calming  the  apprehensions  of  the  timid, 
and  soothing  the  irritation  of  the  turbulent ;  and  in  a  few  minutes 
succeeded  in  gathering  together  nearly  all  his  fellow-sufferers  around 
him  on  the  quarter-deck  to  join  with  him  in  prayer.  Then  he  gave 
utterance  to  their  earnest  longings  for  deliverance,  and  at  the  same 
tinie  led  their  minds  to  higher  than  earthly  hopes,  in  the  solemn  and 
fervent  petitions  which  he  poured  forth. 

After  little  more  than  twenty  minutes  the  boat  returned,  having 
succeeded  in  landing  the  female  passengers  on  the  reef.  This  inter- 
val had  given  time  to  the  captain  to  arrange  the  order  in  which  the 
rest  were  to  follow.  He  classed  the  remaining  passengers,  who  were 
thirty-eight  in  number,  according  to  their  age  ;  and  stationed  the 
twenty  seniors  next  the  gangway,  that  they  might  be  embarked 
without  delay.  Mr.  Williamson,  being  above  forty  years  old,  was 
amongst  this  body  ;  but  he  positively  refused  to  leave  the  vessel 
before  the  captain  and  crew,  saying  that,  as  a  minister  of  God,  he 
considered  himself  as  much  an  officer  on  duty  as  any  of  them.  On 
this  plea  the  captain  suffered  him  to  remain,  the  more  readily  as  his 
usefulness  was  evident  in  maintaining  order. 

Charles,  being  among  the  twenty  youngest  passengers,  was  not 
taken  off  till  the  boat  again  came  back.  When  his  turn  came,  he 
was  lifted  over  the  side  and  carried  down  the  accommodation  ladder 
with  great  care,  in  obedience  to  the  request  of  Mr.  Williamson,  who 
had  now  gained  such  influence  that  his  word  was  law  among  his 
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companions  in  peril.  He  was  landed  on  the  reef  withoat  much  £ffi- 
colty,  for  the  boat  was  able  to  aToid  the  snrf  bj  approaching  it  on 
the  northern  side.  Crawling  np  the  rock,  he  fonnd  himself  in  the 
midst  of  a  groap  of  about  dxtj  human  beings,  huddled  together  on 
the  narrow  platform  ;  where  they  cowered  behind  a  ledge  whkfa  rose 
two  feet  higher  than  the  rest  isi  the  snrfaoe,  to  escape  the  fiDT  of 
the  waves,  which  covered  all  the  reef  with  spray. 

The  moon  had  now  risen  considerably  above  the  horizon,  and  the 
clouds  had  disappeared  ;  so  that  there  was  sufficient  light  to  enable 
the  shipwrecked  seafarers  to  discern  at  no  great  distance  from  them 
the  famt  outline  of  a  precipitous  coast.  The  discovery  of  this  wa< 
hailed  with  rapture  ;  for  though  its  difis  might  be  difficolt  to  acait- , 
at  all  events  they  were  firm  land,  and,  if  they  could  be  reached, 
would  ensure  safety  from  the  devouring  waves  which  now  threatened 
to  overwhelm  them  ;  for  they  knew  not  the  state  of  the  tide,  and 
the  rock  on  which  they  had  fonnd  refuge  might  perhaps  be  doomed 
in  a  few  hours  to  disappear  beneath  the  ocean.  Already,  indeed,  a$ 
the  first-comers  declared,  the  water  had  risen  a  foot  since  thej 
landed.  It  may  be  imagined,  therefore,  with  what  agonising  amdetr 
they  watched  its  further  encroachments,  and  debated  the  qneectioc 
whether  it  was  still  rising. 

Yet  even  this  horrible  suspense  scarcely  sufficed  to  distract  the 
concentrated  interest  which  was  now  rivetted  on  the  fate  of  the 
brave  remnant  of  their  companions,  who  had  facilitated  the  escape 
of  others  by  risking  their  own. 

The  three  previous  voyages  had  taken  rather  longer  than  the 
time  on  which  the  captain  had  calculated  as  that  during  which  the 
wrecked  vessel  might  be  expected  to  hold  together.  Eveiy  moment, 
therefore,  the  passengers  on  the  reef  dreaded  lest  they  might  see  the 
final  catastrophe,  and  gazed  upon  the  masts  and  spars  traced  again«t 
the  sky  with  a  horrible  fear  of  seeing  them  vanish  suddenly  like  an 
apparition. 

At  last  the  boat,  which  had  been  hidden  under  the  shadow  of  the 
steamer's  hull,  was  seen  once  more  to  shoot  into  the  streak  of  moon- 
light that  separated  the  wreck  from  the  reef.  "  Thank  God,  they 
are  safe  1"  was  the  spontaneous  cry  of  every  heart.  That  thrill  "f 
joy  overcame  some  who  had  not  quailed  under  all  the  terrors  of  the 
night.    Two  of  the  women  (one  of  whom  was  Mrs.  Williams^Mi ) 
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sank  faioting  apoa  the  rock  ;  but  the  mass  of  the  spectators,  whose 
hearts  were  less  deeply  interested,  gave  vent  to  their  sympathy  in  a 
hearty  cheer.  At  once,  as  though  the  sound  had  shaken  it  ft'om  its 
basis,  the  huge  chimney  of  the  steamer  was  seen  to  totter  and  fall. 
In  another  moment  the  packet  herself  parted  amidships,  and  plunged 
in  two  separate  masses  beneath  the  waves.  In  its  place  was  left 
nothing  but  a  vortex  of  foam,  wherein  fragments  of  the  wreck  were 
dancing  and  whirling  in  the  moonbeams. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  last  boatload  was  disembarked  upon  the 
reef,  contaming  Mr.  Williamson  and  the  officers  and  crew  of  the 
packet.  A  portion  of  the  latter,  however,  were  detained  in  the  boat 
by  the  captain,  who,  after  putting  the  rest  upon  the  reef,  pulled  off 
s,t  once  towards  the  coast  visible  in  the  westward^  with  the  view  of 
exploring  it  and  finding,  if  possible,  a  landing-place. 

In  half-an-hour  they  returned  with  favourable  news.  The  captain 
bad  made  out  the  coast  to  be  the  eastern  cape  of  Madeira,  which 
pushes  into  the  sea  its  long  and  narrow  horn,  terminating  in  a  range 
of  serrated  and  precipitous  cliffs.  The  packet  must  have  been  several 
miles  out  of  her  true  course  when  she  struck  ;  but  whether  the  devi- 
ation was  caused  by  an  unusual  current,  or  by  an  error  of  the  com- 
pass arising  from  some  iron  which  formed  part  of  her  freight,  was 
never  ascertained.  A  landing-place,  belonging  to  a  small  fishing 
Tillage,  had  been  discovered  within  three-quarters  of  a  mile  from  the 
spot  where  they  stood  ;  and  they  had  landed  a  couple  of  men  with 
instructions  to  bring  off  some  boats  to  their  assistance. 

Meanwhile,  the  anxiety  of  those  upon  the  reef  was  much  diminished 
by  their  having  ascertained  that  the  tide  had  certainly  fallen  during 
the  last  thirty  minutes.  They  proceeded  therefore  to  embark  for  the 
land  in  the  same  order  which  they  had  hitherto  observed.  But 
before  the  first  boatload  had  got  halfway,  they  were  met  by  a  native 
fishing  smack  which  was  making  for  the  reef.  With  this  welcome 
aid  the  whole  party  was  speedily  conveyed  to  land. 

It  was  already  dawn  when  they  stepped  ashore  on  the  pier,  which 
^as  nothing  more  than  a  pile  of  rough  stones  stretching  ont  into  a 
little  bay.  The  fishermen  and  peasants  of  the  village  were  all  stir- 
ring, and  thronged  down  to  stare  at  the  shipwrecked  marmers,  whom 
they  webomed  to  snch  rude  shelter  and  refreshments  as  their  reed- 
thatched  and  mad-built  hovels  could  afford.    Happily,  it  was  need-  . 
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lees  to  taiTj  long  ;  for  the  captain,  who  qpoke  Portognese  weD,  lud 
Foon  made  a  bargain  with  some  fishermen  for  the  hire  of  three  of 
their  largest  boats,  which  would  suffice  to  conrey  the  whole  party  at 
once  to  FnnchaL  Fortunately  also  the  wind,  which  had  so  lone 
been  sootherly,  shifted  at  sunrise  to  the  northeast,  the  very  quarter 
most  faTourable  for  their  royage. 

After  a  brief  rest,  therefore,  they  all  hastened  down  onoe  more  to 
the  pier,  and  embarked  in  their  new  flotilla.  The  laige  and  clumsy 
square  sails  were  hoisted  from  the  yards,  and  a  gentle  breeze  wafted 
the  voyagers  slowly  but  surely  oyer  the  glassy  swells  <rf*  the  tranquil- 
Used  Atlantic. 

Charles,  who  had  been  confined  for  the  ten  preyions  days  to  the 
close  and  stifling  atmosphere  of  his  dingy  cabin,  felt  for  the  firit 
time  something  like  enjo3rmcnt,  as  he  drank  in  the  fresh  sea  air. 
Thanks  to  the  kind  care  of  Mr.  Williamson,  and  the  bahniness  of 
the  air  at  that  latitude  and  in  that  season,  he  had  suffered  Terr 
little  from  the  exposure  of  the  night.  And  now,  as  he  leaned 
against  the  gunwale  of  the  fishing-boat,  and  gazed  upon  the  romantic 
features  of  the  coast  under  which  they  sailed,  he  almost  forgot  his 
misery  in  the  spectacle  which  rose  before  him  like  a  vision  of  feiiy- 
land.  The  blue  over  which  he  floated  broke  into  a  fringe  of  white 
at  the  foot  of  stupendous  precipices,  whose  black  cliffs  contrasted 
with  the  bright  surface  over  which  they  frowned  ;  hence  the  eye 
passed  upwards,  ranging  over  hills  tossed  about  in  fantastic  shapes, 
and  glowing  with  the  wannest  tints  of  red  and  yellow,  very  different 
from  the  sober  colouring  of  a  northern  landscape.  Still  higher  ap 
rose  lofty  mountains,  the  summits  of  which  were  veiled  by  a  coronal 
of  clouds,  that  hung  perpetually  over  them,  contrasting  with  the 
dazsUng  azure  of  the  surrounding  sky,  and  flinging  soft  and  changt.-- 
ful  shadows  upon  the  scenery  below.  From  the  bosom  of  these 
clouds,  here  and  there  tiny  waterfalls  were  seen  to  flash  in  the  suk 
shine,  as  they  leaped  from  rock  to  rock  towards  the  sea. 

After  a  sail  of  about  fi>ur  hours,  the  boats  approached  the  shore 
more  closely,  till  they  were  within  a  musket  shot  of  a  precipitous 
promontory  more  lof^  than  any  they  had  before  passed,  which  the 
sailors  called  Cabo  Qarajao.  Doubling  this  cape,  a  new  scene 
revealed  itself.  They  entered  a  wide  bay,  girt  by  a  theatre  of  hilfe, 
and  Funchal,  the  capital  of  Madeira,  stood  before  them. 
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Bright  and  gKttering  it  rose,  its  coloared  roofs,  the  cupolas  of  its 
churches,  and  the  turrets  of  its  watch-towers  forming  the  centre  of  a 
gorgeous  picture.  At  the  edges,  the  town  broke  into  the  country, 
And  detachments  of  straggling  yillas  climbed  the  hills,  each  em- 
'bosomed  in  groves  of  orange  and  banana,  with  here  and  there  a  palm 
tree  uplifting  the  standard  of  the  climate.  The  soft  loveliness  of  the 
scene  was  enhanced  by  tremendous  ravines,  which  split  the  picture 
into  sections  with  their  gloomy  chasms  running  up  to  the  mountain 
from  the  sea  ;  carrying  back  the  fancy  of  the  beholder  to  a  time 
Tvhen  all  the  smiling  landscape  before  him  had  been  upheaved  by 
volcanic  blasts  and  Gres  belched  forth  from  the  abyss. 

Charles  had  leisure  to  feast  his  eyes  upon  the  new  prospect,  while 
they  traversed  the  bay  of  Funchal  and  lay  waiting  in  the  harbour 
for  permission  to  land.  At  length  the  visit-boat  came  off  and  admit- 
ted them  to  pratique  ;  on  which  they  were  at  once  surrounded  by 
native  boatmen  competing  for  the  custom  of  the  passengers  in  every 
Tariety  of  guttural  and  sibilant  ;  for  the  vessels  which  had  brought 
them  drew  too  much  water  to  approach  the  beach.  They  were 
accordingly  disembarked  into  the  smaller  craft,  which  rapidly  con- 
Teyed  them  shorewards.  As  they  approached  the  surf,  which  was 
dashing  furiously  upon  the  shore,  Charles  thought  they  must  inevi- 
tably be  swamped  ;  but,  just  as  he  was  preparing  for  a  wetting,  the 
boat  was  suddenly  twisted  round  stern  foremost,  when  the  men 
jumped  into  the  water  and  dragged  their  craft  high  and  dry  upon 
the  beach. 

On  stepping  ashore,  Charles  found  various  palanquins  and  ham- 
mocks inviting  his  patronage.  He  selected  the  latter  conveyance,  as 
being  the  most  novel  and  tempting  in  aspect.  It  consisted  of  a  net 
suspended  from  the  two  ends  of  a  long  pole,  and  well  stuffed  with 
cushions  and  pillows.  He  lay  down  on  these,  and  was  at  once  lifted 
from  the  ground,  and  borne  along  at  a  steady  pace,  on  a  level  with 
the  shoulders  of  two  tall  bearers. 

The  Williamsons,  who  landed  with  him,  had  written  before  they 
left  England  to  secure  a  set  of  apartments  in  a  boarding-house  estab- 
lished at  a  suburban  villa  not  far  from  Funchal.  Thither  they  per- 
suaded Charles  to  accompany  them,  saying  that  if  no  other  apart- 
ment were  vacant  for  him,  there  was  a  room  at  his  disposal  in  the 
suite  engaged  by  them.    He  thankfully  acceded  to  their  proposal, 
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and  his  bearers  followed  in  their  train.  After  pasdng  through  the 
town,  the  nearer  yiew  of  which  rather  disappointed  him,  they  left  Uie 
streets  behind  them,  and  began  to  ascend  a  very  steep  hill  by  a 
well-payed  road,  enclosed  by  high  walls  on  either  ade.  The  sum- 
mits of  these  were  covered  vrith  scarlet  geranioms  in  full  bloom,  and 
overtopped  by  a  profnsion  of  flowering  shmbs,  among  which  the 
crinison  petals  of  the  fuchsia  were  conspicnons,  while  the  cactus, 
gnava,  and  prickly  pear  gave  specimens  of  the  foliage  of  the 
tropics. 

Through  this  charming  vista  Charles  looked  down  npon  the  bay 
and  town  at  his  feet,  as  he  was  carried,  head  foremost,  up  the  steep 
ascent.  The  line  of  the  walls  was  often  broken  by  raised  arbours 
looking  over  the  road,  where  the  family  of  the  Portuguese  owner  of 
the  adjoining  garden  were  lazily  seated,  gazing  at  the  passers  by ; 
while  their  mongrel  curs  ran  along  the  parapet,  yelping  harmlesdj 
at  the  strangers. 

After  mounting  several  hundred  feet,  the  bearers  suddenly  turned 
to  the  right,  under  a  trellised  roof  of  vines  which  had  already  put 
forth  their  first  spring  leaves,  and  Charles  found  himself  in  a  garden, 
luxuriant  with  tropical  plants,  and  bright  with  flowers  of  a  hundred 
hues.  The  wax-like  magnolias,  white  and  crimson,  hung  above  his 
head  ;  the  snowy  beUs  of  the  datura  fell  in  showers  as  he  passed  ; 
the  ipomea  twined  up  the  pillars  of  the  arbours,  embroidering  the 
lattice-work  with  its  clusters  of  blue  cornucopias  ;  and  the  bignoola 
tapestried  their  roofs  with  a  blaze  of  golden  blossom.  While  he 
looked  upon  the  colours,  and  breathed  the  perfumed  air,  he  could 
scarcely  believe  that  the  month  was  March.  Instead  of  entering 
the  house  at  once,  he  made  his  bearers  loiter  round  the  garden, 
while  he  examined  with  delight  and  curiosity  the  unknown  plants 
which  surrounded  him,  plucked  the  apples  of  the  guava,  handled  the 
luscious  clusters  of  the  banana,  and  learned  the  look  of  the  cotton* 
tree  and  the  sugar-cane — 

**In  wonder  lost,  admired  the  leaves  anknown 
Of  alien  trees,  and  fruits  unlike  his  own." 

At  last  he  consented  to  enter  the  boarding-house  which  was  snr- 
rounded  by  this  floral  paradise.    He  was  shown  to  a  comfartaUa 


THE  ISLAND   OP  THE  BLK8T.  437 

sitting-room,  and  found  that  he  could  be  accommodated  with  apart- 
ments adjoining  those  engaged  by  his  Mends. 

After  gazing  for  some  time  at  the  glorious  prospect  from  his  win- 
dow which  commanded  the  city  and  harbour,  he  suffered  himself  to 
be  persuaded  to  defer  further  admiration  till  the  morrow,  and  con- 
sented to  go  to  bed,  that  he  might  sleep  off  the  unusual  fatigues  of 
the  preceding  four  and  twenty  hours. 

Charles's  health  improTed  very  rapidly  from  the  day  of  his  landing 
in  Madeira.  The  soft  and  balmy  air,  the  fresh  breezes  from  the 
Atlantic,  and  daily  excursions  through  new  and  varied  scenery, 
proved  the  most  efficacious  medicine  for  his  disease. 

At  first  he  was  contented  to  enjoy  the  beauties  of  Madeira  in  the 
luxurious  indolence  of  the  hammock  ;  but  soon  he  aspired  after  a 
aobler  specimen  of  locomotion,  and  hired  a  horse,  which  carried  him 
over  mountain  paths,  up  and  down  the  perilous  zigzags  cut  in  break- 
neck descents,  and  along  the  unguarded  edge  of  precipitous  ravines, 
where  a  start  or  stumble  would  have  ensured  the  death  of  its  rider. 
At  first  he  was  alarmed  by  these  risks  to  which  Maderian  equitation 
is  exposed ;  but  he  soon  got  used  to  them,  and  galloped  over  the 
most  dangerous  places  with  as  little  concern  as  his  hurraquero  (or 
horse-boy),  who  followed  his  steed  on  foot  over  rough  and  smooth, 
clinging  to  the  tail  of  the  animal  for  support  up  the  steep  ascents. 

In  this  way  Charles  explored  all  the  scenery  withm  reach  of  a 
day's  ride  from  Funchal.  He  visited  the  waterfalls  of  Santa  Luzia, 
the  mountain  hamlet  of  Camacha,  with  its  English  cows  and  pas- 
tures, the  land-locked  harbour  of  Camera,  the  volcanic  mamelon  of 
Cardo,  and  the  steep  brow  whence  Cape  Girao  plunges  into  the 
Atlantic  in  a  sheer  descent  of  two  thousand  feet.  Above  all,  he 
was  never  tired  of  revisiting  the  marvellous  basin  of  the  Coral,  and 
drinking  into  his  soul  the  sublimity  of  those  mountain  peaks  which 
tower  around  it  in  more  than  Alpine  grandeur. 

Yet,  though  so  fond  of  these  excursions,  he  never  joined  the  pic- 
nic riding  partieB  which  were  constantly  got  up  to  undertake  them. 
The  image  of  Clara  haunted  him  at  all  hours,  but  never  so  painfully 
as  when  the  jarring  sound  of  mirth  and  levity  roused  him  to  a  more 
vivid  consdouBoess  of  his  secret  grief.  He  shrank  from  all  society 
exoq[>t  that  of  his  kind  friends  the  Williamsons,  whom  he  daily 
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learned  to  loye  and  honour  more.  At  first  Mr.  Williamaon  was  liia 
companion  in  all  his  rides  and  rambles  ;  bat  as  Charies's  health  grew 
stronger  that  of  his  friend  grew  weaker.  It  was  soon  bat  too  cti- 
dent  that  pulmonary  disease  had  taken  a  deadly  hold  iqx>n  him.  In 
troth,  the  fatigue  and  exposure  of  the  shipwreck,  increased  as  it  was 
by  his  self-sacrificing  exertions,  had  given  a  fatal  impulse  to  the  dis- 
order, which  might  otherwise,  perhaps,  have  been  stopped  or  bos- 
pended.  Week  by  week  his  wife  had  the  agony  of  seeing  that 
loTed  face  grow  more  wan  and  ghost-like,  the  cheek  morehoUow,  the 
hectic  flush  more  crimson,  the  cough  more  incessant,  and  the  breath- 
ing shorter. 

In  addition  to  the  natural  grief  of  watching  such  a  change,  she 
had  all  the  bitterness  of  disappointed  hope.  She  had  felt  so  sore 
that  he  would  recover  at  Madeira  ;  all  the  doctors  had  said  so  ;  and 
consumption  was  so  seldom  fatal  at  his  age,  for  he  was  between  forty 
and  fifty.  Long  she  tried  to  deceive  herself,  and  shut  her  eyes  to 
the  decisive  symptoms  ;  but  it  was  impossible  that  this  could  last ; 
conviction  was  forced  upon  her,  and  she  resigned  herself  to  despair. 

It  was  hard  for  her  to  bear  her  anguish,  stiU  harder  to  hide  it. 
Yet,  to  spare  him  suffering,  she  imposed  on  herself  this  painful  task, 
knowing  that  death  was  only  grievous  to  him  for  her  sake,  and  anxioos 
to  make  him  believe  her  happy  and  unconscious,  if  so  he  might  be 
saved  a  pang.  It  was  the  only  point  on  which  they  were  not  per- 
fectly open  to  each  other  ;  for  the  husband  also  shrank  from  revealing 
the  truth  to  his  wife,  whom  he  supposed  in  happy  ignorance  of  his 
doom.  Things  became  better  afterwards,  when  he  detemdned 
to  rely  upon  her  faith  and  courage,  and  told  her  alL  Then  tbey 
could  once  more  have  perfect  sympathy  and  weep  together — ^but  this 
time  of  mutual  concealment  tore  the  hearts  of  both. 

Mrs.  Williamson  endured  the  trial  with  the  meekness  and  patience 
of  a  saint,  and  consoled  herself  by  ministering  consolation  to  others^ 
She  sought  out  the  sick  natives  in  their  neighbourhood,  often  accom- 
panying those  who  begged  of  *  her  in  the  roads,  to  thdr  wretched 
homes.  She  and  her  husband  had  learnt  Portuguese  before  leaving 
England,  in  order  that  they  might  be  qualified  for  such  works  of 
charity  ;  and  she  now  found  ample  opportunity  for  the  exercise  of 
her  benevolence  ;  for  the  poor  Maderians  are  so  destitute,  so  hard* 
worked,  and  so  ill-clad,  that  disease  is  seldom  long  a  stranger  to  their 
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hoTels.  Yet  a  more  sober  and  indnstrioiis  race  it  would  be  hard  to 
find. 

The  chief  employment  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  hills  which  sur- 
round Funchal  is  to  collect  fuel  on  the  mountains,  and  sell  it  in  the 
town  ;  for  as  there  is  no  wood  on  the  south  of  the  island,  the  only 
fUel  used  is  the  heath  and  other  mountain  shrubs.  Men,  women,  and 
children  spend  the  early  morning,  from  sunrise  to  noon,  in  gathering 
this  underwood  at  the  hdght  of  three  or  four  thousand  feet  above 
the  sea,  amid  mists  which  wet  them  to  the  skin,  and  winds  which 
pierce  them  to  the  bone.  Then  they  descend  to  the  sultry  town 
under  the  heat  of  an  almost  vertical  sun,  and,  having  disposed 
of  their  burdens,  toil  up  again  to  their  cold  and  cheerless  huts. 
Exposure  to  such  vicissitudes  soon  destroys  their  constitutions,  espe- 
eially  as  its  efiTect  is  increased  by  insufficient  food ;  for  these  poor 
people,  with  all  their  toil,  can  hardly  earn  enough  to  keep  soul  and 
body  together,  and  too  often  have  no  other  food  but  pumpkins. 

Charles  was  at  first  much  interested  and  amused  at  the  strings  of 
these  peasants  whom  he  met,  of  all  ages  and  of  either  sex,  rapidly 
descending  the  slantmg  roads  which  converge  upon  the  town,  carry- 
ing each  of  them  a  perfect  forest  of  broom,  heath,  or  reeds  upon 
their  heads,  and  forming  as  he  said,  "  a  moving  wood."  But  one 
day  he  met  a  little  girl  of  ten  years  old  toiling  up  the  hill  with  her 
bundle  still  on  her  head,  and  crying  bitterly.  He  asked  her  what 
ailed  her  (for  he  had  picked  up  Portuguese  enough  for  ordinary  chat), 
and  learned  that  she  could  not  sell  her  load,  and  was  too  tired  to 
carry  it  home  again  up  the  mountain.  His  compassion  was  aroused, 
and,  having  at  once  purchased  the  child's  fuel,  he  made  her  come 
with  him  into  the  house  that  she  might  get  some  food,  for  she  said 
she  had  eaten  nothing  all  day. 

As  they  turned  into  the  gateway  of  the  villa  Charles  saw  the  girl, 
much  to  his  astonishment,  rush  into  the  arms  of  his  burroquero,  who 
met  them  at  the  entrance.  It  turned  out  that  they  were  brother 
and  sister ;  and  on  further  inquiry,  Charles  learnt  that  the  father  of 
the  family  was  a  peasant  proprietor  in  the  upland  village  of  St. 
Roque.  He  had  formerly  been  comfortably  off,  but  during  the  last 
three  years  the  vine  disease,  which  had  ravaged  the  island,  had  anni- 
hilated the  only  source  of  his  prosperity,  and  they  were  now  sunk 
into  the  deepest  poverty.     The  peasant  could  not  resolve  to  root  up 
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Ub  Tahiable  Tines  in  order  to  gi^e  the  ground  to  9ome  otiier  cn^; 
for  BtiU  he  hoped  that  each  snimner  was  the  last  of  the  diwace ;  r«i 
eyery  spring  the  leares  and  tendrils  came  forth  so  beandfiilW,  ^i^l 
even  the  closters  of  frnit  formed  themselves,  before  the  &Ul  \'< 
disclosed  its  presence,  and  blighted  the  hope  of  vintage. 

Meanwhile  he  was  grown  so  poor  from  the  total  failure  of  his  i*^  .• 
soorce  of  income  that,  even  conld  he  have  decided  upon  tanung  lis 
vineyard  into  a  coffee  plantation,  an  orange  groond,  or  a  h^ukiiii 
grove,  he  had  not  capital  to  procure  the  necessary  plants.  The  on:) 
produce  of  his  land,  therefore,  were  the  krge  native  pompkins,  Acid  ^ 
few  pot  herbs,  on  which  ho  made  shift  to  keep  his  family  from  ^un- 
ing.  The  eldest  son,  in  order  to  relieve  his  parents,  had  quitted  'h 
paternal  farm,  and  was  now  Charles's  burroquero  and  informant. 

On  hearing  his  sad  storj  Charles  lost  no  time  in  riding  up  to  Sl 
Roqoe,  accompanied  by  the  little  girl,  whom  he  caused  to  be  ttAs^ 
ported  (to  her  boundless  amazement)  in  his  own  hammock  He 
found  the  narrative  of  his  horse-boy  sadly  confirmed  bj  the  m^i* 
which  met  his  eyes  on  his  arrival  at  the  cottage  ;  the  father  w&t  v. 
supper  with  his  family,  who  were  trying  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of 
hunger  on  cabbage  broth ;  the  mother  was  lymg  upon  a  smv 
mattress  in  one  corner  <^  the  room,  too  ill  to  eat  this  wretched  pit* 
tage,  and  apparently  in  the  first  stage  of  a  decline  ;  and  the  emad- 
ated  figures  of  the  children  told  the  same  sad  tale  of  famine. 

The  pitiable  scene  moved  Charles  to  heartfelt  sympathy  ;  thence- 
forward he  took  the  family  under  his  protection,  and  sent  thrm  & 
weekly  pension  by  the  hands  of  his  borroqnero.  But  after  the  fir^t 
visit  he  did  not  again  return  to  their  cottage,  for  the  actual  sight  cf 
saffering  sickened  him ;  none  but  the  insensible  can  look  on  pa^s 
without  feeling  pain,  and  Charles  had  not  yet  learnt  to  overcome 
this  natural  shrinking  by  a  higher  principle  ;  he  was  quite  conscioo^ 
of  the  difference  in  this  respect  between  Mrs.  Williamson*8  charity 
and  his  own,  and  fully  aware  of  her  superiority. 

He  remarked  on  it  one  day  to  Mr.  Williamson  while  sitting  beside 
him  in  the  arbour  of  the  garden,  a  favomrite  resort  of  the  dying 
clergyman,  who,  as  he  lay  there  propped  on  pillows,  could  gase  hL) 
fill  on  the  lovely  prospect  beneath. 

''  How  is  it,"  said  Charles,  '*  that  Mrs.  Williamson,  tender-hearteil 
and  sensitive  as  she  is,  haa  such  a  wonderful  power  of  looking  into 
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the  details  of  vrretchedness  and  pain,  which  agonise  me  to  con- 
template, though  I  have  not  a  tenth  part  of  her  beneyolence  V 

"  May  it  not  perhaps  be,"  answered  his  friend,  "  that  her  bene- 
volence springs  from  duty,  and  yoors  from  sentiment  or  generous 
impulse  ?" 

'*  But  surely,"  cried  Charles,  "  a  beneyolence  which  sprang  from 
a  mere  cold  sense  of  duty,  and  net  from  the  spontaneous  impulse  of 
the  affections,  would  ))e  a  cheerless  and  frozen  kind  of  philanthropy  ; 
I  am  sure  Mrs.  Williamson's  kindness  is  the  natural  growth  of  her 
loving  heart." 

"  Far  be  it  from  me  to  gainsay  that,"  said  the  clergyman,  "  but  I 
doubt  whether  the  sensibility  of  a  tender  heart  would  of  itself  suffice 
to  make  any  one  look  firmly  upon  all  which  others  have  to  bear  ; 
nay,  perhaps  it  might  even  cause  its  possessor  to  shut  his  eyes  to 
misery,  rather  than  probe  and  heal  the  woes  that  flesh  is  heir  to." 

"  I  cannot  deny  that,  certainly,"  said  Charles  ;  "  I  confess  I  often 
turn  away  from  the  investigation  of  such  horrors  as  are  related  (for 
instance)  m  the  reports  of  relieving  officers  or  gaol  chaplains,  from 
a  fear  of  trouble,  and  a  kind  of  hopeless  conviction  that  all  one  can 
do  to  relieve  the  misery  of  the  world  is  so  utterly  insignificant.  I 
am  inclined  to  say  to  myself  sometimes,  *'  After  all,  I  did  not  make 
the  universe,  and  why  should  I  trouble  myself  to  set  it  to  rights  ?  I 
am  not  responsible  for  the  tortures  under  which  the  creation  groans, 
and  it  is  better  to  shut  my  eyes  to  what  I  cannot  cure." 

"That  is  a  very  ready  suggestion  of  our  natural  selfishness," 
answered  the  other,  "  but  I  am  sure  you  would  never  yield  to  it. 
You  must  not  think,  however,  that  you  are  the  only  person  who 
has  felt  the  temptation  to  do  so.  Even  my  dear  wife  herself,  when 
first  she  began  to  labour  among  the  poor,  was  often  inclined  to  give 
up  the  work  in  despair  ;  but  the  love  of  Christ  constrained  her  to 
go  on,  and  tasks  which  she  felt  at  first  to  be  a  repulsive  duty  were 
at  last,  by  perseverance,  transmuted  into  a  habit  and  a  pleasure." 

"  Then  do  you  think,"  asked  Charles,  "  that  none  but  Christians 
can  devote  themselves  steadily  to  charitable  exertion  ?" 

"  I  would  not  go  so  far  as  that,"  answered  Mr.  Williamson,  "  for 
I  do  not  doubt  that  the  interest  of  great  and  splendid  philanthropic 
achievements  may  inspire  even  heathens  with  perseverance  in  such 
work.   In  such  caes  they,  having  not  the  law,  are  a  law  unto  them- 
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seWes.  Bat,  at  the  same  time,  I  never  met  with  a  caee  whae  asf 
one  has  persevered  in  the  humble  and  inglorious  task  of  mini&teriD^' 
to  the  sickness  and  sorrows  of  unknown  paupers,  except  (rom  th^ 
love  of  Christ.  To  us,  you  know,  a  poor  man  has  something  of  i 
sacramental  sanctity,  according  to  that  saying,  '  Ckrisius  in  ps^ 
ftTtJ  And,  besides,  we  should  never  forget  that  the  religion  of  tk 
cross  makes  the  sight  of  sorrow  no  longer  repulsive  to  its  true  dL^ 
ciples.  No  doubt  you  remember  how  beautifullj  Wordsworti 
expresses  the  feeling  of  a  Christian  on  this  point — 

'Farewell — ^farewell  the  heart  that  liTes  alone. 

Housed  in  a  dream,  at  distance  from  the  kind. 
Such  happiness,  wherever  it  be  known. 

Is  to  be  pitied ;  for  *tis  surely  blind. 
But  welcome  fortitude  and  patient  cheer, 

And  frequent  sights  of  what  is  to  be  borne. 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  me  here — 

Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn.* " 


From  such  friends  as  the  Williamsons  Charles  could  not  faO  to 
learn  many  lessons  calculated  to  shake  his  doubts.  In  the  one  k 
had  seen  the  power  of  Christianity  to  produce  heroism  ;  in  the  other 
he  witnessed  its  fruit  in  an  imitation  of  the  example  of  Him  who 
healed  the  sick  and  the  broken-hearted,  and  went  about  doing  good. 
In  both  the  beauty  of  holiness  was  manifested  in  such  a  form  as  to 
win  the  heart. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  all  his  excellencies,  Mr.  Williamson  was  not  ex- 
actly the  man  fitted  by  his  character  or  talents  to  lead  Charles  back 
to  faith.  In  their  conversations,  the  latter  could  not  but  be  aware 
that,  though  morally  inferior,  he  was  intellectually  superior  to  his 
friend.  Mr.  Williamson  was  in  opinions  a  disciple  of  the  purest 
school  of  Anglo-Catholic  theology,  and  not  unworthy  to  be  named  a 
a  follower  of  George  Herbert.  Like  him,  he  ascribed  something  of 
a  sacramental  character  to  ordination,  and  deemed  himself  consecra- 
ted forever  to  God  by  the  laying  on  of  episcopal  hands  ;  like  him, 
this  belief  led  hun  not  to  exalt  his  own  authority,  but  to  dedicat4> 
Boul  and  body  without  reserve  to  the  service  of  the  sanctuary.  Like 
him,  he  had  been  a  devoted  parish  priest,  realising  almost  the  ideal 
tyn-     "  ♦or  in  all  his  relations  to  his  flock  ;  like  him,  he  was 
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endowed  with  a  poetic  imagiuation,  blended  with  and  sanctified  by 
the  deepest  and  most  fervent  piety.  Bat  he  was  not  familiar  with 
the  doabts  and  perplexities  of  the  present  day,  nor  capable  of  meet- 
ing the  cavils  of  modem  disbelief.  Still  less  coald  he  understand  the 
strong  temptations  of  absolute  Pyrrhonism  to  a  man  possessed,  like 
Charles  Bampton,  of  a  quick  intellect,  but  not  of  an  energetic  will. 
He  was,  therefore,  incompetent  to  remedy  a  malady  which  he  dhl  not 
comprehend. 

If  Charles  at  any  time  ventured  to  hint  his  doabts,  he  perceived 
at  once  that  Mr.  Williamson  did  not  enter  into  his  meaning,  or  that 
he  was  shocked  and  grieved.  Hence  he  soon  adopted  the  plan  of 
silence  and  reserve  ;  never  spoke  himself  upon  religions  subjects,  but 
passively  acquiesced,  and  seemed  to  agree  in  all  that  his  friends  ad* 
ranced.  Thus  the  secret  wounds  of  his  spirit  festered  on  beneath 
the  surface  and  found  no  physician. 

******  *^* 

In  this  way  passed  the  weeks  of  spring,  and  now  summer  was  at 
hand. 

By  the  end  of  May  it  was  evident  that  the  heat  and  glare  was  be- 
coming too  great  for  the  feeble  frame  and  sensitive  nerves  of  Mr. 
Williamson.  Yet  his  medical  advisers  did  not  recommend  him  to  go 
back  to  England  for  the  summer,  knowing  that  he  could  only  return 
to  a  certain  and  immediate  death,  which  might  still  be  deferred  for 
some  months,  and  rendered  comparatively  painless,  by  the  climate  of 
Madeira.  They  ordered  him,  therefore,  to  the  mountains  on  the 
north  side  of  the  island,  where  there  are  many  spots  which  enjoy 
the  temperature  of  an  English  summer,  without  its  dangerous  vicissi- 
tudes of  weather. 

After  some  deliberation  as  to  the  place  where  they  should  fix  their 
summer  quarters,  their  hesitation  was  cut  short  by  learning  that  a 
villa  was  to  be  let  in  the  valley  of  St.  Vincent,  the  centre  of  all  that 
was  grandest  in  the  northern  scenery.  Thither,  therefore,  it  was  decir 
ded  that  they  should  immediately  adjourn. 

Charles  was  not  to  spend  the  summer  in  the  island,  for  he  was  now 
in  such  improved  health,  that  he  was  recommended  to  pass  the 
warmer  portion  of  the  year  in  the  more  bracing  air  of  England,  and 
not  to  return  southwards  till  the  winter.  But  he  resolved,  before 
his  departure,  to  accompany  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Willaimson  to  their  sum- 
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mer  home,  partly  from  a  desire  to  see  the  last  oi  tbem,  and  partlj 
from  a  wish  not  to  leave  Madeira  tiU  he  had  explored  its  uortheni 
coast,  of  the  magnificence  of  which  he  heard  so  much. 

It  was  a  loyeiy  moraing  in  the  first  week  of  Jvne  when  thej  set 
oat  upon  their  monnt^n  pilgrimage.  Although  only  three  Eeglish, 
the  J  were  accompanied  by  such  a  troop  of-natires  as  to  form  qiute  a 
cavalcade.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  were  carried  in  hammocks, 
each  attended  by  four  bearers,  who  relieved  each  other ;  Charles 
was  on  horseback,  bat  followed  by  an  empty  hammock,  wheiem  he 
might  take  refoge  in  case  of  bad  weather  among  the  moantains  ;  far 
these  loxorioas  conveyances  are  provided  with  oilskin  coverings,  so 
as  to  be  waterproof  even  in  the  severest  ram.  Behind  came  two 
snmpter  moles,  laden  with  the  baggage,  and  driven  by  borroqne- 
roe. 

In  this  fashion  they  started,  and,  after  an  hoar's  travelling  over 
familiar  ground,  crossed  the  torrent  of  Socoomdoe,  the  principal  river 
of  Madeira,  whence  they  ascended,  by  roads  of  prodigious  steepness, 
till  they  had  gained  a  height  of  four  thousand  feet  above  the  sea. 
At  this  elevation  they  continued  for  several  hoors,  following  one  an- 
other in  single  file  along  a  narrow  mule-path,  which  wound  Its  peril- 
ous  way  among  shattered  rocks,  cleft  by  euthquakesintostupendoiB 
chasms.  Now  they  were  traversing  a  ledge  cut  in  the  face  of  a  elif^ 
with  a  precipice  above  from  which  the  mountain  rills  leaped  down 
upon  the  travellers,  and  an  unfathomable  gulf  below  which  they  coald 
not  look  into  without  a  shudder.  Again  they  emerged  upon  a  ridge 
rising  abruptly  between  frightful  abysses  on  either  hand,  and,  like 
the  Mohammedans,  were  compelled  to  pass  to  Paradise  along  the 
edge  of  this  dividing  sword. 

The  mists  which  wreathed  the  crags  and  rolled  up  the  ravines 
gave  a  solemn  gloom  to  the  stem  features  of  the  scenery,  enhancing 
its  suUimity.  At  length  they  closed  entirely  over  the  prospeet^ 
as  the  procesfflon  began  to  descend  from  these  heights  towards  the 
northern  side  of  the  island.  For  an  hour  the  wayfarers  continoed 
enveloped  in  impenetrable  haze  ;  then  suddenly  a  breeae  sprai^  op, 
and  the  veil  was  lifted,  disclosing  to  their  ravished  eves  the  valley 
of  St.  Vincent.  Never  had  Charles  beheld  a  prospect  so  blending 
every  variety  of  the  beautiful  with  every  feature  of  the  sablune.  A 
wilderness  of  softly  swelling  hflls  undulated  aroond  them,  divided  by 
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perennial  brooks,  clothed  with  forests  of  strange  foliage,  heaths  rising 
to  the  height  of  elms,  and  gigantic  laurels,  mingled  with  the  oaks 
and  chesnuts  of  Europe.  They  looked  above  them  and  saw  walls 
of  basaltic  rock  rising  sheer  out  of  the  woods  ;  they  looked  around, 
and  everywhere  stood  mountain  peaks  that  seemed  to  shut  in  this 
happy  valley  from  the  outer  world.  How  they  had  found  an  entrance 
into  it  was  a  mystery,  and  exit  seemed  impossible. 

In  this  romantic  glen  Charles  spent  a  week  with  the  beloved 
friends  fh)m  whom  he  was  doomed  so  soon  to  part. 

The  husband  and  wife  had  now  abandoned  that  reserve  which 
they  had  for  a  time  maintained  to  spare  one  another  pam.  They 
Bpoke  openly  of  the  future,  giving  and  receiving  mutual  comfort. 
A  new  source  of  consolation  had  been  recently  opened  to  both  ;  for 
Mrs.  Williamson  also  had  begun  to  manifest  symptoms  of  decline, 
and  the  physician  had  assured  her  that  she  could  not  long  survive 
him  from  whom  she  had  caught  the  infection.  This  knowledge  rob- 
bed death  of  its  bitterest  pang — the  pang  of  long  separation.  Now 
they  would  so  soon  be  reunited  that  -  they  could  bear  to  part.  It 
was  but  as  though  he  were  going  home  in  autumn,  leaving  her  to 
join  him  in  the  spring. 

On  the  last  evening  of  his  stay,  Charles  accompanied  Mr.  William- 
son to  a  point  which  commanded  a  panorama  of  the  valley.  The 
dying  man  had  been  carried  in  his  hammock,  and  was  now  lying  in 
it  at  ease,  its  pole  being  hung  by  cords  to  two  adjacent  trees  ;  while 
his  bearers,  relieved  from  their  burden,  sat  lazily  on  the  grass  at 
some  distance.  The  Mends  gazed  for  some  time  at  the  glorious 
landscape  without  speaking.  At  length  the  silence  was  broken  by 
Mr.  Williamson — 

"  How  softly  the  purple  shadow  of  those  hills  is  creeping  over  the 
valley,"  he  said.  **  It  is  like  the  calm  and  gentle  approach  of  a 
happy  death.  I  like  to  think  that  this  lovely  valley  is  in  reality 
nothing  else  to  me  but  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death.  Is  it  not 
worthy  to  be  called  the  land  of  Benlah,  and  are  not  those  peaks  of 
the  Torrinhas  fit  representatives  of  the  delectable  mountains  ?" 

Charles  tried  to  say  a  few  words  expressing  hope  that  his  friend's 
life  might  even  yet  be  spared  ;  but  he  was  instantly  cut  short  by 
Mr.  Williamson — 
"Do  not,  dear  Bampton/'  he  said,  "resort  to  such  common-place 
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wishes  and  regi'cts  :  they  are  unworthy  of  our  friendship.  Let  as 
be  open  and  sincere  with  one  another.  We  both  know  that  I  am 
fast  dying  ;  bnt  you  cannot  know  how  peaceful  and  serene  is  this 
border-land  between  earth  and  heaven  :  when  yon  enter  the  vallej 
of  death,  if  yon  should  linger  in  it  as  I  am  lingering,  yon  will  doubt- 
less learn.  The  repose  of  this  calm  expectation  is  so  full  of  joy. 
There  are  no  more  earthly  cares  to  harass  ;  no  more  reqionabilitiea 
to  perplex  ;  no  sights  of  sin  and  evil  to  lacerate  the  heart.  The 
two  worlds  of  time  and  eternity  seem  here  to  mingle  into  one  :  the 
future  becomes  present,  and  the  present  fades  into  distance.  All 
earthly  things  are  transformed  into  types  and  images  of  inviable 
realities :  the  perishable  beauty  and  sublimity  which  I  see  aroond 
me,  are  but  the  manifestations  of  a  more  glorious  ideal  which  cannot 
perish.  I  know  that  when  my  earthly  house  of  this  tabemade  is 
dissolved,  I  have  a  buOding  of  God,  a  house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens." 

Charles  could  not  speak  in  answer,  or  he  would  have  told  his 
friend  how  much  he  envied  him.  As  it  was,  he  only  pressed  his 
hand  in  silence. 

Meanwhile  the  shadow  of  the  western  rocks  had  crept  to  their 
feet,  and  was  soon  floating  over  the  hills  above  them ;  the  gold 
faded  into  violet  upon  the  distant  peaks,  and  the  cooler  air  warned 
them  to  return  homeward. 

Next  moniing  the  three  parted  with  a  consciousness  in  the  heart 
of  each  that  they  could  never  meet  again  in  this  world.  Charles 
was  so  much  affected  that  he  could  scarcely  utter  the  heart-felt 
words  of  thankfulness  in  which  he  endeavoured  to  ei^ress  his  love 
and  veneration  for  those  to  whom  he  owed  so  much. 

Mrs.  Williamson  also  was  in  tears  as  she  took  leave  of  her  yoath- 
ful  guest  with  a  mother's  tenderness.  The  dying  man  alone  showed 
no  sign  of  grief.  "  Farewell,  Bampton,"  he  said,  cheerfully  }  "fare- 
well, and  Ood  be  with  you.    We  shall  meet  in  heaven  I" 
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CHAPTER    XXVII. 

REPENTANCE. 

Charles  Baicpton  had  a  prosperous  voyage  to  England,  and 
reached  Southampton  before  the  end  of  Jnne.  When  the  packet 
came  to  her  moorings  in  the  dock  it  was  late  in  the  evening,  and 
the  summer  twilight  had  faded  into  darkness. 

Charles  stepped  ashore  upon  the  well-known  pier,  and  leaving  his 
servant  (a  man  whom  he  had  engaged  at  Madeira,  after  the  death 
of  the  valet's  former  master)  to  clear  his  baggage  through  the  cus- 
tom-house, he  proceeded  himself  without  delay  towards  an  old- 
fashioned  inn  situated  in  the  ancient  town,  which  he  preferred  to 
the  more  showy,  but  less  comfortable  establishments  on  the  quay. 

He  was  emerging  from  a  lane  which  debouches  on  the  High- 
street,  when  he  was  accosted  by  a  woman  whose  tawdry  finery 
bespoke  her  miserable  profession.  H^  recoiled  from  her  touch  with 
instinctive  loathing,  and  quickened  his  pace  to  escape  further  impor- 
tunity. As  he  turned  rapidly  up  the  street,  the  light  of  a  gas-lamp 
fell  upon  his  countenance.  Instantly  the  woman  who  had  shrunk 
back  against  the  wall  after  her  repulse,  sprang  forward  and  looked 
him  full  in  the  face,  while  she  exclaimed — 

**  Oh,  Mr.  Bampton,  don't  you  know  me  ?  Don't  you  know  your 
poor  Bessie  Gray  ?  Don't  drive  me  away,  sir,  for  pity's  sake  ?  I 
am  starving — I  am,  indeed." 

Charles  looked  at  her  as  she  spoke,  and  recognized  with  horror, 
in  the  wasted  countenance  before  him,  the  features  of  one  whom  he 
had  known  too  well  in  former  times — ^times  not  very  distant  by  the 
reckoning  of  months  and  years,  yet  to  him  separated  from  the  pre- 
sent by  a  chasm  which  seemed  immeasurable. 

It  is  the  custom  in  some  colleges  at  Oxford,  where  the  rooms  in 
college  are  not  sufficient  for  the  accommodation  of  all  the  students, 
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to  send  the  men  of  the  senior  year  into  lodgings  in  the  town,  ia 
order  to  make  room  for  the  freshmen,  who  are  supposed  to  require 
more  vigilant  superintendence  within  the  walls. 

Bessie  Gray  had  been  servant  maid  at  one  of  these  lodging-houses, 
where  it  happened  that  an  Eton  friend  of  Charles  Bampton's  had 
resided  when  the  latter  was  in  his  second  year.  It  will  be  remem- 
bered that  Charles  had  at  that  time  adopted  the  lax  views  of 
morality  which  were  prevalent  among  the  ''friends  of  light," 
who  zealonsly  maintained  the  laws  of  Christian  purity  to  be  obselete 
superstitions,  and  contended  that  the  gratification  of  the  pasions 
was  no  more  blameable  in  the  young,  than  eating  in  the  hungry, 
or  drinking  in  the  thirsty. 

It  is  not  possible  that  such  opinions  should  remiun  inoperative 
theories  in  the  mind  of  a  youth  who  has  adopted  them.  When 
temptation  is  so  strong  to  vice,  even  the  knowledge  of  its  sinfulness 
often  proves  too  weak  a  barrier  against  it.  If  it  be  held  theoreti- 
cally innocent,  it  will  inevitably  be  practised  without  restraint. 

Charles  Bampton  was  no  exception  to  this  rule.  He  was  con- 
stantly thrown  into  the  company  of  Bessie  Gray,  a  pretty  flirt, 
whose  liveliness  and  coquettish  airs  added  to  the  attractions  of  her 
face  and  figure.  Nor  was  this  entirely  his  own  fault ;  for  the  girl, 
whose  character  was  not  of  the  strictest  kind,  purposely  put  herself 
in  his  way,  in  the  hope  of  winning  his  notice.  He  was  no  calcula- 
ting seducer,  and  his  kindness  of  heart  would  have  made  him  shrink 
from  being  the  cause  of  another's  ruin  by  premeditated  design.  Bat 
kindness  is  no  safeguard  in  such  cases,  without  steady  principle. 
Charles  yielded  to  inclination  and  opportunity  ;  and  though  he  could 
not  be  said  to  have  corrupted  the  innocent,  he  unquestionably  accel- 
erated the  ruin  of  the  guilty. 

This  disgraceful  connection  had  been  formed  before  Charles's 
second  long  vacation.  On  his  return  to  Oxford  m  the  autumn,  he 
had  called  once  more  at  the  lodging  of  his  friend,  and  discovered 
that  Bessie  Gray  had  left  the  place.  He  could  not  learn  where  she 
had  gone,  and  did  not  like  to  apply  to  her  former  mistress,  the  only 
person  who  could  have  informed  him.  And  his  desire  to  pursue  the 
inquiry  was  much  lessened  by  information  which  reached  him  soon 
afterwards,  that  he  was  not  the  only  gownsman  with  whom  the 
girl  had  been  connected. 
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It  was,  in  fact,  the  discoyery  of  her  misconduct  in  another  aimilar 
instance  which  had  led  to  the  dismissal  of  Bessie  from  her  place. 
She  had  been  sent  away  at  the  beginning  of  the  long  vacation,  and, 
not  being  able  to  obtain  a  character  from  her  mistress,  she  could 
not  get  another  situation.  She  was  therefore  compelled  to  return 
to  Southampton,  the  town  where  her  parents  lived  ;  for  the  aunt 
who  had  originally  brought  her  to  Oxford,  and  who  was  respectably 
married  to  a  small  shopkeeper  there,  would  have  nothing  more  to 
say  to  her  erring  niece. 

The  poor  girl  came  home  with  damaged  reputation  and  ruined 
prospects.  New  temptations  assailed  her  in  the  seaport  town  where 
she  lived,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  she  fell  from  bad  to  worse,  till  at 
length  she  sank  to  the  state  of  loathsome  degradation  in  which 
Charles  now  found  her. 

Two  years  had  barely  passed  since  they  met,  but  she  was  so 
changed  that,  had  it  not  been  for  her  voice,  he  would  have  failed  to 
recognise  her.  Sordid  profligacy  and  mercenary  vice  had  stamped 
their  indelible  brand  upoi^  her  brow  ;  her  sunken  cheeks  and  emaci- 
ated figure  spoke,  too  plainly  of  famine  ;  and  a  smell  of  gin 
betrayed  the  remedy  she  had  sought  to  alleviate  her  misery. 

Charles  stood  appalled  before  the  sudden  apparition.  It  seemed 
a  spectre  rising  from  the  past  to  rebuke  the  worthless  sophistry 
which  had  beguiled  him.  "  The  impulses  of  nature  must  be  inno- 
cent," "no  outward  act  can  defile  the  soul,"  "youth  must  have  its 
fling " — these  maxims,  and  such  as  these,  had  once  appeared  con- 
clusive. Even  now  he  might  have  found  it  hard  to  disprove  them 
by  logic  ;  but  here  before  him  stood  their  refutation.  Bessie  Gray, 
in  her  squallid  shamelessness,  was  an  embodied  reducHo  ad  absurdum 
of  the  ethics  of  resuscitated  paganism. 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  however,  that  Charles  paused  under  the 
lamp  in  Southampton  High-«treet  to  make  these  reflections.  Hor- 
ror struck  him  dumb  for  a  moment,  but  no  sooner  had  he  compre- 
hended the  reality  of  the  image  that  met  his  eyes,  than  he  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Bessie  Gray  I  Oh,  God  I  this  is  too  horrible  !  Is  it — can  it 
be  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  sir,"  she  cried,  "  don't  you  know  me  ?  But  you  won't  cast 
me  off,  Mr.  Bampton?    Ton  always  had  a  kind  heart.    It  was 
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starration  drore  me  to  this,  sir  ;  and  I  am  not  long  for  this  world 
now.     Only  look  at  me,  sir,  and  you'll  see  I  am  dying." 

She  did  indeed  look  yery  ill ;  and  thoagh  paint  concealed  the 
ghastly  paleness  of  her  face,  yet  the  protruding  cheek  bones  and 
the  wasted  figure  gave  a  fearful  confirmation  to  her  words. 

Charles  Bampton  took  out  his  purse. 

*'  Be  assured,"  he  said,  "  that  I  will  provide  for  you,  if  you  arc 
willing  to  be  raised  from  the  foul  pit  into  which  you  are  sunk.  For 
the  present  take  this " — ^he  handed  her  five  pounds  as  he  spoke — 
"  and  buy  yourself  decent  clothes  ;  and  then  call  at  the  '  Dolphin ' 
tomorrow,  and  ask  for  my  servant.  He  will  show  you  to  a  re^>ect- 
able  lodging  which  I  will  engage  for  you  ;  there  you  will  find  a 
nurse  whom  I  shall  hire  to  take  care  of  you,  and  I  will  supply  her 
with  the  means  of  maintaining  you  till  something  further  can  be 
done.    Meantime,  may  God  forgive  us  both." 

He  did  not  wait  to  listen  to  the  thanks  which  she  poured  forth 
profusely,  but  walked  quickly  up  the  street  to  the  hotel.  There  he 
lost  no  time  in  doing  what  he  had  promised,  and  next  day  he  had 
the  comfort  of  ascertaining  that  the  unhappy  girl  was  placed  under 
proper  care,  supplied  with  medical  attendance,  and  rescued  from  ood- 
tinued  degradation. 

This  was  aU  he  could  now  do  to  repair  the  evil  he  had  wrought ; 
yet  he  was  well  aware  how  utterly  inadequate  was  this  atonement. 
The  words  which  had  instinctively  risen  to  his  lips  when  he  quitted 
Bessie  Gray,  "  May  God  forgive  us  both,"  recurred  often  to  his  mind. 
Hitherto  he  had  believed  his  life  harmless,  if  not  useful.  He  had 
never  felt  the  need  of  forgiveness,  never  realised  his  alienation  from 
God.  Nay,  his  belief  in  God  itself  was  weak  and  wavering.  Bat 
now,  the  sense  of  personal  guilt  made  this  belief  a  necessity  to  him  ; 
he  felt  that  he  needed  pardon  from  the  Author  of  all  law,  reconcili- 
ation with  the  source  of  all  good. 

He  had  known  before  what  it  was  to  feel  remorse,  but  it  was 
remorse  for  folly,  not  for  crime  ;  remorse  that  he  had  not  been  more 
careful  in  suffering  his  sister  to  make  acquaintance  with  the  man  who 
had  been  her  destroyer  ;  remorse  for  his  want  of  reserve  in  lettuig 
her  see  his  own  scepticism,  which  had  unsettled  her  mind.  Bitter 
this  anguish  was,  and  destined  to  be  intensely  aggravated  by  the 
receipt  of  his  sister's  last  letter,  which  had  not  yet  reached  him. 
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^iBnt  Clara  had  been  his  second  self,  and  he  conid  not  severely  blame 
himself  for  his  onreserre  towards  her,  however  he  might  regret  it. 
But  now  he  saw  himself  gniltj,  without  palliation  or  disguise,  and 
perceived  how  far-reaching  and  irreparable  are  the  consequences  of 
a  single  transgression.  | 

In  spite  of  all  his  speculative  doubts,  there  was  a  voice  within  him 
which  forced  on  him  the  conviction  that  the  fruit  of  sin  is  moral 
death ;  and  impelled  him  to  seek  earnestly  for  restoration  to  the 
purity  and  innocence  which  he  had  lost.{| 

'^  If  indeed  there  be  no  God  (he  thought)  all  that  has  happened 
is  but  the  inevitable  consequence  of  necessary  laws,  the  normal 
development  of  humanity  in  my  person.  But  if  there  be  a  God,  as 
my  heart  tells  me  there  is,  what  must  I  be  in  His  sight  ?  how  can  I 
make  atonement  for  my  transgression  ?  how  can  I  be  brought  into 
harmony  with  the  moral  order  of  His  universe  ?  how  can  I  gain  par- 
don, and  holiness,  and  peace  ?'' 

Charles  Hampton  had  long  abandoned  the  habit  of  prayer  ;  and 
now,  when  he  tried  to  look  upwards,  clouds  of  doubt  overshadowed 
him,  and  hid  heaven  from  his  view.  His  heart  failed  him,  and  his 
voice  was  choked  when  he  tried  to  utter  the  aspirations  of  his  soul. 
Yet,  doubtless,  these  dumb  cries  were  not  unheard.  He  had  reached 
the  great  turning-point  of  his  spiritual  course.  He  was  convinced 
of  the  corruption  of  his  moral  nature,  and  the  necessity  of  a  Sancti- 
fier  and  a  Saviour.  He  abready  longed  for  the  Christ  whom  he  had 
not  known.  He  was  already  loved  by  Him  whom  he  had  not  seen. 
In  the  words  of  St.  Augustine,  he  might  have  said — "  0  my  God, 
how  great  were  the  pangs  of  my  heart — pangs  of  travail  that  found 
no  birth.  I  perceived  myself  to  be  far  off  from  thee,  in  the  region 
of  unlikeness.  Yet  even  then  were  Thine  ears  open,  though  I  knew 
it  not."* 

While  Charles's  heart  was  still  quivering  with  the  pain  of  its 
recent  wound,  the  old  scar  was  torn  asunder,  and  a  deeper  stab 
inflicted,  by  the  receipt  of  poor  Clara's  farewell  letter.  This  he 
found  waiting  for  him  in  London,  whither  he  went  from  Southamp- 
ton. It  had  been  forwarded  from  Pan  to  Penry  Hall,  and  thence  to 
Charles's  London  bankers,  whom  he  had  desired  to  keep  all  letters 
that  might  come  for  him  during  his  absence. 

*  OonilMiioiiB,  Book  Til. 
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It  is  needless  to  describe  the  emotions  with  which  he  read  that 
last  ontponring  of  affection  and  despair. 

"  In  those  sad  words  she  took  farewell : 

Like  echoes  in  sepulchral  halls, 

As  drop  by  drop  the  water  falls 

In  vaults  and  catacombs,  they  fell.** 

When  the  first  poignancy  of  his  angnish  was  over,  the  brother 
conld  not  bnt  ask  himself  whether  he  had  indeed  been  gnilty  in  any 
degree  of  robbing  his  sister  of  that  faith  to  which  in  her  last  agony 
she  wonld  so  gladly  have  clang,  had  it  not  been  hidden  from  her 
sight.  And  if  it  had  been  no  sin  to  tell  her  of  his  doubts,  might  not 
his  doubts  themselves  be  sinful  ?  Might  they  not,  perhaps,  have 
their  origin  in  a  neglect  of  dnty  ?  Need  he  have  lost  himself  in  the 
labyrinth,  had  he  held  the  clue  ? 

Snch  painful  self-questionings  and  stings  of  conscience  were  not 
without  immediate  fruit.  The  conviction  of  his  own  misdoings  made 
him  more  forbearing  towards  the  frailty  of  others.  He  felt  ashamed 
that  he  should  have  dared  to  think  and  speak  severely  of  some  whose 
faults  were  far  less  than  his.  Above  all,  he  repented  of  the  harshness 
which  he  had  shown  towards  his  mother  since  her  second  marriage. 
He  had  taken  no  notice  whatever  of  her  announcement  of  it,  and  had 
never  written  to  her  since  ;  nay,  he  had  designedly  left  her  in  igno- 
rance of  his  journey  to  Madeira,  and  of  the  return  to  England  which 
had  preceded  it.  For  a  long  time  she  believed  him  still  at  Pan  ;  bat 
when,  after  continually  writing  to  him  for  six  weeks,  she  got  no 
answer,  she  became  alarmed,  and  set  on  foot  inquiries  through  which 
she  ascertained  the  truth.  She  then  wrote  to  Madeira,  bat  still 
without  eliciting  a  reply. 

He  had  deceived  himself  mto  fancying  that  this  unkindness  was 
peremptorily  demanded  as  a  display  of  moral  indignation,  and  a  tri- 
bute of  proper  respect  for  his  father's  memory.  Bat  now  he  saw  his 
conduct  in  its  true  light,  and  condemned  himself  severely  for  his  want 
of  duty,  and  ongrateful  forgetfulness  of  all  the  love  which  had  been 
lavished  on  his  childhood. 

In  his  mother's  last  letter  she  had  earnestly  pressed  him  to  come 
to  see  her,  when  he  should  return  to  England  for  the  summer.  And 
she  had  begged  him  to  take  possession  of  her  old  hoose,  her  tenancy 


BEPSMTANOB.  458 

of  which  had  not  yet  expired  ;  giving,  as  her  reason,  that  perhaps 
he  might  find  himself  more  free  and  unfettered,  if  he  had  his  home 
there,  rather  than  under  the  roof  of  his  step-father  ;  while  he  could 
still  be  her  guest  as  often  as  he  pleaded  at  the  rectory. 

Charles  now  wrote  an  affectionate  answer  to  his  mother,  accepting 
this  invitation,  and  excusing  himself  for  his  long  silence  partly  on 
the  plea  of  illness,  partly  on  the  ground  of  his  having  missed  the  let- 
ters which  she  had  addressed  by  mistake  to  Pan. 

He  had  mteuded  to  follow  his  letter  to  Summerham  immediately ; 
but  he  was  detained  for  some  days  longer  in  London  by  a  feverish 
and  inflammatory  attack,  brought  on  by  the  agitation  and  excite- 
ment of  the  previous  week.  He  called  in  one  of  the  first  physicians, 
and,  when  the  attack  had  been  subdued,  consulted  him  generally 
upon  his  case,  with  a  view  of  ascertaining  the  probable  duration  of 
bis  life.  His  medical  adviser  attempted  at  first  to  evade  a  direct 
answer  to  his  inquiries.  But  Charles  insisted  so  positively  upon 
knowing  the  whole  truth,  and  showed  himself  already  so  well 
acquainted  with  the  incurableness  of  his  disease,  and  evinced  a  wish 
60  evidently  sincere  to  be  rid  of  the  burden  of  life,  that  the  doctor  at 
length  yielded,  and  told  him  very  frankly  that  he  could  not  be 
expected  to  survive  more  than  two  years  from  that  time. 

This  was  no  shock  pr  disappointment  to  his  patient,  although  he 
bad  imagined  that  his  death  might  be  postponed  to  a  more  distant 
period  than  that  mentioned  by  the  physician.  The  only  difference 
produced  in  his  feelings  by  the  information,  was  a  deeper  earnest- 
ness, and  a  more  solemn  awe  in  the  contemplation  of  those  moment- 
ous problems  of  existence  which  were  as  yet  to  him  unsolved.  A 
thirst  for  truth  took  possession  of  his  soul,  which  hitherto  had  been 
contented  with  a  suspension  of  belief.  "  Open  Thou  mine  eyes  "  was 
the  fervent  ejaculation  of  his  heart.  As  he  saw  the  world  fading 
from  him,  he  was  ready  to  cry  with  the  Psahnist,  "  I  am  a  stranger 
upon  earth  ;  oh,  hide  not  Thy  commandments  from  me."  While  his 
newly-awakened  and  agonizing  consciousness  of  moral  evil  might 
have  found  utterance  in  those  words,  which  have  embodied  the  sigh- 
ing of  so  many  penitents — **  Wash  me  thoroughly  from  my  wicked- 
ness, and  cleanse  me  from  my  sin.  Make  me  a  clean  heart,  oh  Ood, 
and  renew  a  right  spirit  within  me." 

Aa  soon  as  he  was  well  enough  to  move  he  went  to  Smmnerham, 
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and  established  himself,  not  without  a  pang,  at  the  old  honse,  so 
filled  with  memories  of  his  sister.  Bat  though  this  was  his  home,  he 
spent  a  week  at  Ohetwiek  rectory  as  the  guest  of  his  step-father,  to 
whom  he  behaved  with  courtesy  and  respect ;  while,  by  the  most 
affectionate  attention  to  his  mother,  he  endeavoured  to  atone  for  bis 
unfilial  conduct. 

Another  atonement  remained  for  him  to  complete.  It  was  his 
(luty  to  do  his  utmost  to  rescue  the  woman  whom  he  had  injured, 
from  the  consequences,  both  physical  and  moral,  of  her  sins.  There 
was  a  hospital  at  Summerham  very  ably  managed,  and  celebrated 
for  the  cures  which  had  been  effected  there  in  cases  of  decline.  To 
this  Charles  became  a  subscriber,  and  gave  his  first  nomination  to 
Bessie  Gray,  for  whom  he  sent  to  Southampton. 

When  she  arrived,  her  case  was  declared  almost  hopeless  ;  but 
the  change  of  air,  good  nursing,  and  skilful  medical  attendance,  pro- 
duced a  wonderful  effect.  She  gradually  recovered  strength,  and  in 
a  few  months  she  was  so  far  better  as  to  be  transferred  to  a  female 
penitentiary,  the  matron  of  which  was  remarkable  for  her  power  of 
softening  the  characters  and  elevating  the  debased  natures  of  the 
unhappy  creatures  placed  under  her  care. 

In  this  asylmn  the  poor  girl  found  not  only  healing  for  the  body, 
but  medicine  for  the  mind.  The  blended  influence  of  purity  and 
kindness  refined  her  spirit,  and  raised  her  to  self-respect ;  while  her 
unfeigned  repentance  showed  itself  in  the  deepest  humility.  Ulti- 
mately she  found  employment  as  a  nurse  in  the  hospital,  an  employ- 
ment to  which  she  devoted  herself  in  the  spirit  of  a  sister  of  mercy. 

But  here  we  are  anticipating  the  course  of  our  narrative  ;  for  the 
recovery  of  Bessie  Gray  did  not  take  place  till  many  weeks  beyond 
the  period  of  our  story  which  we  have  at  present  reached. 
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CHAPTER    XXVII. 

DOUBT  AND   FAIIH. 

While  Charles  Bampton  was  in  this  state  of  mind,  his  frequent 
visits  to  the  hospital  caused  him  to  become  acquainted  with  the 
chaplain  of  the  establishment,  whose  indefatigable  deyotion  to  his 
duties,  together  with  his  skilful  tact  and  tenderness  in  consoling  the 
Bufferers  committed  to  his  charge,  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his 
new  observer.  The  name  of  this  clergyman^  was  Hawkins  ;  he  was 
a  young  man,  not  above  five  years  older  than  Charles,  who  had 
known  him  by  reputation,  though  not  personally,  when  they  were  at 
Oxford  together.  Hawkins  had  taken  a  brilliant  degree,  and  had 
been  elected  a  Fellow  of  Cardinal  College  a  few  terms  before  Charles 
had  become  a  freshman  at  St.  Chad's.  Up  to  the  time  of  his  degree 
he  had  been  reckoned  a  free-thinker,  and  was  a  leading  member  of 
the  association  of  the  '^  friends  of  light,"  but  had  (quitted  that  society 
before  Charles  joined  it.  Subsequently  the  latter  had  heard  him 
ridiculed  by  Archer  as  a  superstitious  enthusiast,  who  had  renounced 
the  exercise  of  his  reason  ;  but  of  his  real  life  or  character  he  had 
known  nothing. 

The  true  history  of  Hawkins's  career  had  been  as  follows.  At  the 
time  when  he  took  his  degree  he  had  lately  come  of  age,  and  life  was 
opening  before  him  with  prospects  of  unusual  brightness.  He  was 
the  only  son  of  a  wealthy  merchant,  who  supplied  him  liberally  with 
the  means  of  procuring  every  indulgence.  His  taste  for  literature 
and  his  great  powers  of  mmd  nused  him  above  the  temptations  of 
vulgar  profligacy  and  extravagance,  to  which  an  ordinary  youth 
under  such  circumstances  might  have  yielded.  His  ambition  led  him 
to  pursue  the  studies  of  the  university,  though  not  to  the  exclusion 
of  more  general  pursuits.  Tet  be  seemed  to  lose  nothing  by  his 
doanltory  reading ;  for  when  the  final  examination  came,  he  dis- 
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tanccd  his  competitors,  and  thoagh  the  alphabetical  arrangement 
did  not  allow  his  name  to  appear  at  the  top  of  the  list,  yet  the 
examiners  made  no  secret  of  the  fact  that  Hawkins  was  the  first 
man  in  the  first  class. 

He  was  immediately  elected  a  fellow  of  his  college,  and  was  abont 
to  settle  in  London,  nominally  as  a  student  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
bat  really  intending  to  enter  parliament,  and  parsue  the  career  of 
public  life,  for  which  he  had  prepared  himself  by  assiduously  speak- 
ing  at  the  ''  Union,"  where  he  was  a  favourite  orator.  He  lingered, 
however,  for  a  few  farewell  months  in  Oxford,  to  taste  the  delightB 
of  literary  leisure,  undisturbed  by  the  prospect  of  an  examination  ; 
and  to  enjoy  the  musing  indolence  peculiar  to  academic  groves  and 
cloisters,  before  plunging  into  the  strife  and  stir  of  the  outer  world. 

But  while  he  was  thus  indulging  in  pleasing  meditations  on  the 
past,  and  sanguine  visions  of  the  future,  his  fair  prospect  was  sud- 
denly overcast.  His  father  failed  in  an  enormous  speculation  which 
he  had  undertaken,  and  became  a  bankrupt  under  circumstances  which 
attached  a  stigma  of  dishonour  to  his  name.  Hawkins  wa£  reduced 
from  a  position  of  present  affluence  and  unlimited  expectations  to 
the  ignominious  inheritance  of  his  father's  beggary  and  shame. 
But  for  the  small  dividend  of  his  college  fellowship,  he  would  have 
been  himself  a  beggar.  Yet  a  shock  still  more  severe  was  behind. 
He  had  but  lately  engaged  hunself  to  a  very  lovely  but  portionless 
girl,  whom  he  believed  as  fondly  attached  to  him  as  he  was  to  her. 
Their  marriage  was  to  have  taken  place  in  six  weeks,  when  the 
bankruptcy  occurred.  This  necessarily  postponed  it,  since  they  had 
now  nothing  to  marry  on  ;  but  Hawkins  wrote  to  his  betrothed, 
expressing  the  confidence  he  felt  in  the  strength  of  her  afiection,  and 
telling  her  that  if  she  would  wait  for  him  a  few  years,  he  did  not 
doubt  that  he  should  be  in  a  position  to  maintain  her.  She  answered 
him  not  unkindly,  but  somewhat  coldly,  and  they  remained  affianced  for 
a  few  months  longer.  But  every  week  her  letters  became  less  frequent 
and  more  cold.  At  last  she  wrote  to  say  that  she  found  her  health 
giving  way,  and  that  the  anxiety  of  a  long  engagement  was  too 
heavy  a  strain  on  her  constitution  ;  and,  in  short,  that  she  felt  it 
her  duty  to  yield  to  the  advice  of  her  best  friends,  and  break  off 
the  engagement. 

Not  long  after  she  married  a  wealthy  squire,  nearly  old  enough 
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to  be  her  father.  The  result  of  thcvse  accumulated  calamities  was 
to  plunge  Hawkins  into  a  dangerous  illness,  which  took  the  form  of 
brain  fover.  His  constitution  triumphed  over  the  attack,  but  it  left 
him  an  older  mau  by  twenty  years,  both  in  mind  and  body,  than  he 
had  been  before  his  misfortunes.  His  ambition  was  replaced  by  a 
distaste  for  the  world,  and  a  conviction  of  the  hollow ness  of  all 
things  ',  his  love  was  changed  into  bitter  misanthropy  ;  even  his 
favourite  studies  palled  upon  him,  and  fell  under  the  general  sen- 
tence— all  is  vanity. 

Under  these  circumstances,  he  found  the  utter  worthlessncss  of 
his  pantheistic  philosophy  for  consolation.  In  the  days  of  his 
prosperity  and  ease  he,  like  others,  had  been  a  disciple  of  Goethe's 
gospel.  But  now  he  learned  that  it  was  a  very  diifcreut  thing  to 
preach  philosophic  equanimity,  and  to  practise  resignation.  **  Why, 
indeed,  should  he  be  resigned  ?"  he  argued ;  "  why  should  he  not 
yield  to  the  law  of  his  being  which  impelled  him  to  rebellion  ?  Was 
not  the  wave  which  dashed  itself  against  the  shore  as  obedient  to  ^ 
the  laws  of  nature  as  the  passive  sand,  which  received  its  shock 
without  recoil  ?''  Thus  he  sank  mto  a  sullen  despair,  indulging  in 
angry  spleen  against  his  fellow-creatures,  and  cursing  his  own  exist- 
ence, which  he  only  refrained  from  terminating  because  he  feared 
that  something  still  worse  might  succeed. 

He  was  rescued  from  this  state  of  misery  by  a  friendship  which 
he  formed  with  one  of  his  brother  fellows,  who  was  also  a  tutor  of 
the  college.  A  sermon  preached  by  him  in  the  college  chapel 
touched  the  heart  of  Hawkins.  Its  subject  was  the  great  truth, 
that  our  best  consolation  in  sorrow  is  to  be  found  in  living  for  the 
good  of  others.  The  maxim  of  the  text — "  It  is  more  blessed  to 
give  than  to  receive  ^ — ^was  exactly  adapted  to  fascinate  the  imagin- 
ation of  the  unhappy  and  rebellious,  but  generous  and  high-minded 
hearer.  He  immediately  sought  the  society  of  the  preacher,  and 
was  gradually  led  by  hun  from  unbelief  and  wretchedness  to  faith 
and  peace. 

Thenceforward  Hawkins  adopted  as  his  secret  motto  the  verse 
which  had  roused  him  from  the  stupor  of  his  despahr.  The  key  to 
hb  after  life  was  to  be  found  in  the  words,  ''  It  is  more  blessed  to 
give  than  to  receive."  To  bear  glad  tidings  to  the  mourner,  to  heal 
the  broken-hearted,  to  shed  light  upon  the  darkness  of  the  dymg, 
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seemed  to  him  the  happiest  destiny  for  a  wounded  spirit.  He  entered 
into  holy  orders  without  delay,  and  sought  for  such  employment  as 
most  avoid,  the  ministration  (namely)  of  spiritual  blessings  to  tke 
dregs  of  an  overcrowded  society.  At  Snmmerham  he  found  exactly 
the  post  he  wished  for  :  a  dense  and  pauperised  population,  depressed 
by  physical  suffering,  and  furnishing  an  abundant  supply  of  misery, 
disease  and  vice  to  the  lazar-house  and  the  gaol.  He  therefore  wil- 
lingly accepted  the  opportunity  of  becoming  assistant  curate  to  Mr. 
Johnson,  and  took  the  religious  superintendence  of  the  workhouse 
and  the  hospital  as  Ins  special  tasks. 

Hawkins  was  doubly  prepared  to  be  serviceable  to  Bampton. 
Having  gone  through  much  sorrow  himself,  he  could  administer  to 
him  that  comfort 

*^  Which  only  souls  in  soflering  tried. 
Bear  to  their  suffering  brethren's  side.'* 

•And  having  passed  from  unbelief  to  faith,  he  was  the  better  able  to 
pilot  others  through  the  shoals  and  quicksands  which  he  had  himself 
with  difficulty  escaped,  to  a  haven  of  peace  and  blessedness. 

Charles  soon  felt  the  power  of  this  twofold  sympathy.  He  was 
gradually  led  to  open  his  heart  to  his  new  friend  more  than  he  had 
done  to  any  one  since  the  days  of  his  unreserved  communion  with 
his  sister.  Hawkins  was  deeply  interested  in  him,  and  did  what  he 
could  to  soothe  his  remorse  and  encourage  his  confidence.  On  the 
subject  (rf  religion,  however,  Charles  for  some  time  shrank  from 
speaking  out ;  though  he  hinted  enough  to  enable  his  friend  to  guess 
at  his  state  of  mind.  At  length  he  resolved  to  unburden  himself,  in 
a  letter,  of  the  oppressive  doubts  which  harassed  him  ;  feeling  that 
he  could  enter  ui>on  them  more  freely  on  paper  than  by  word  of 
mouth.     Accordingly  he  wrote  as  follows  : — 

"  My  Dear  Hawkins  : — I  make  no  apology  for  troublirfg  you,  io 
the  midst  of  all  your  laborious  occupations,  with  the  reading  of  a 
long  letter.  For  I  know  that  your  life  is  devoted  to  the  relief  of 
wretchedness  ;  and  I  think  that  neither  in  hospital  nor  workhouse 
will  you  find  any  one  more  wretched  in  his  sfHritual  and  moral  con- 
dition, more  needing  enlightenment  and  regeneration,  than  myself. 

"  I  have  already  confessed  to  yon  with  shame  the  deep  reason 
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which  I  have  for  remorse.  You  are  a  daily  witness  of  the  miserable 
conseqaenccs  of  my  vice ;  the  ruin  which  I  have  wrought  to  the 
body  and  soul  of  a  fellow-creature,  whose  corruption  I  deepened,  if 
I  did  not  commence  it. 

"  This  has  made  me  feel,  as  I  never  felt  before,  the  meaning  of 
guilt,  and  the  hopelessly  irrevocable  nature  of  sin.  I  long  for  peace 
with  my  conscience  ;  1  long  for  some  atonement,  some  redeemer  and 
sanctifier,  who  might  restore  me  to  that  innocence  which  I  have 
lost ;  some  means  of  reconciliation  with  the  moral  laws  which  (in 
spite  of  the  sophistry  that  once  deceived  me)  I  know  that  I  have 
broken. 

"  You  would  say  to  others  who  spoke  thus  to  you,  that  they 
already  knew  where  to  turn  ;  that  the  redemption  which  they  sought 
had  been  for  ever  consummated  ;  that  the  Lamb  of  God,  who 
taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world,  had  been  offered  for  them  ;  that 
pardon  and  peace  were  to  be  found  by  union  with  Him. 

**  But  you  know  that  I  cannot  receive  comfort  from  such  words, 
for  I  have  told  you  that,  alas  I  the  faith  which  they  presuppose  is 
no  longer  mine.  You  will  not  think  that  this  confession  is  the  utter- 
ance of  obstinate  or  presumptuous  infidelity.  God  knows  how  I 
long  for  the  peace  which  I  cannot  purchase,  which  religion  gives  to 
others,  and  from  which  I  feel  myself  shut  out  by  unbelief.  I  am 
encouraged  to  lay  open  all  my  doubts  to  you,  because  yon  hinted  to 
me  that  you  had  also  been  an  unbeliever,  and  had  not  attained  your 
present  conviction  without  a  straggle.  Yet  I  fear  that  even  you 
will  be  shocked  when  I  reveal  to  you  the  hopeless  darkness  in  which 
my  mind  is  involved  upon  the  most  fundamental  doctrines. 

"  First f  then,  the  whole  of  Christianity  is  grounded  on  the  belief 
in  a  personal  God  ;  as  one  of  the  apostles  has  said,  '  He  that  cometh 
to  God,  must  believe  that  God  is.'  I  hardly  dare  to  confess  that 
even  this  faith  I  have  lost.  I  do  not  see  how  to  answer  the  argument 
of  the  pantheists,  who  contend  that  the  very  idea  of  personality 
implies  limitation;  and  that  to  suppose  an  unlimited  and  infinite 
being  to  be  a  person,  is  a  contradiction  in  terms.  Nor  can  I  com- 
prehend how,  if  all  things  have  their  origin  in  God,  any  other  being 
can  have  a  true  individual  existence.  Though  I  sjirink  from  the 
conclusion  of  pantheism  that  self-conscious  humanity  is  the  highest 
God,  yet  I  do  not  see  how  to  resist  it.     Nor,  again,  can  I  see  any 
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possibility  of  reconciling  the  alleged  benevolence  and  omnipotence 
of  the  Deity  with  the  existence  of  evil.  Of  course  I  have  read  the 
common  explanations  of  this  difficulty,  in  the  works  not  only  of 
Christians,  but  of  deists,  inclnding  the  most  recent  and  shallowest 
of  all,  that  of  Theodore  Parker ;  but  all  alike  seem  to  me  utterly 
unsatisfactory. 

"  Secondly — I  am  not  convinced  by  the  external  evidences  com- 
monly adduced  in  support  of  the  Christian  miracles.  I  acknowledge 
that  the  evidence  is  sufficient  to  create  a  high  degree  of  probability 
in  favour  of  the  most  important  miracles  ;  but  probability  is  not 
enough.  I  want  more  than  a  peradventure,  to  form  the  basis  of  my 
faith.  And,  again,  I  see  a  great  d  priori  improbability  to  weigh 
against  this  probability  derived  from  human  testimony ;  nor  can  I 
feel  absolutely  persuaded  that  the  scale  preponderates  in  favour  of 
belief. 

"  Thirdly — Independently  of  the  two  former  considerations,  I  feel 
the  greatest  doubts  concerning  the  inspiration  of  Scripture.  I  was 
taught  as  a  child  (as  all  children  are)  that  every  word  and  letter  of 
scripture  was  dictated  by  God,  and  of  course  infallibly  true.  But 
when  I  was  at  Oxford,  I  was  led  to  examine  the  Bible  for  myself, 
and  I  found  out  that  there  are  many  historical  and  chronological 
statements  in  the  Bible  which  are  certainly  inaccurate  ;  nay,  which 
contradict  other  statements  in  the  Bible  itself,  as,  for  example,  Id 
the  speech  of  St.  Stephen.  I  also  learned,  when  I  attended  a  course 
of  geological  lectures,  that  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis  is  irrecon- 
cilable with  modern  science.  Thus  I  was  compelled  to  give  up  my 
belief  in  the  infallibility  of  the  Bible  ;  and  how  could  I  continue  to 
hold  the  truth  of  the  Christian  revelation  ? 

"  Fourthly — I  have  been  much  perplexed  by  an  objection  against 
the  standard  of  practice  proposed  to  mankind  by  Christianity.  There 
cannot  be  a  doubt,  indeed,  that  it  is  a  noble  and  magnificent  ideal  ; 
but  is  it  not  an  ideal  too  grand  to  be  realised  by  poor  human 
nature  ?  Does  not  the  enormous  disparity  between  such  an  ideal, 
and  the  lives  of  the  immense  majority  of  those  who  profess  to  aim 
at  it,  serve  as  a  practical  proof  that  the  standard  itself  is  too  high  ? 
Is  not  the  pantheistic  standard  of  ethics  which  forbids  all  aspira- 
tions after  an  unattainable  perfection,  and  limits  us  to  the  service- 
able development  of  our  faculties,  and  to  such  aims  as  we  are 
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always  certain  we  can  reacb^  more  true  to  fact,  if  less  sublime  in 
promise  ?  Yet  I  cannot  really  think  that  the  Utcs  of  those  selfish 
and  cold-hearted  men  who  have  preached  and  practised  this  philo- 
sophy, so  noble  or  (in  any  sense)  so  worthy  as  those  of  samts  and 
martyrs.     But  still  the  difficulty  perplexes  me. 

"  1  may  seem  to  hare  stated  these  doubts  in  a  dry,  cold,  and  hard 
way,  as  if  they  were  matters  of  indiflfercnce  to  me  ;  yet  believe  me 
when  I  say  that  this  is  very,  very  far  from  the  case.  I  do  indeed 
earnestly  long  for  their  solution.  I  thirst  for  that  heavenly  peace 
which  is  promised  in  the  Gospel — that  '  living  water '  which  satisfies 
for  ever  him  that  drinks  thereof.  0  my  dear  Hawkins,  if  indeed 
there  be  such  a  fountain  of  life  attainable  to  me,  would  to  God  that 
you  could  guide  me  to  its  brink.  How  gladly  would  I  fling  myself 
on  my  knees  before  it,  and  bathe  myself  in  its  waters  till  every  stain 
were  washed  away. 

"  It  is  not  pride  or  obstinacy,  I  am  sure,  which  now  keeps  me  from 
belief ;  far  less  is  it  a  wish  to  find  the  Gospel  false.  Alas  !  if  but 
one  ray  of  light  could  shine  upon  me,  it  would  be  a  light  to  him 
that  sitteth  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow  of  death — welcome  as 
ever  was  the  dawn  of  day  to  benighted  wanderer.  The  world  is 
passing  rapidly  away  from  me.  In  a  few  months  I  shall  be  in  my 
grave  ;  yet  I  know  not  whence  I  came,  nor  why  I  am  here,  nor 
whither  I  am  going.  All,  all  is  impenetrable  mystery  ;  and  the 
analogy  of  nature  can  give  me  no  better  hope  than  the  perpetual 
repetition  of  an  existence  which  I  have  found  too  miserable  to  wish 
for  its  renewal. 

'*  Tell  me,  I  beseech  you,  if  you  can,  any  means  by  which  my 
eyes  may  be  opened  so  that  t  may  see  by  faith  the  things  that  are 
invisible  ;  then  you  would  indeed  be  to  me  as  a  messenger  from  heaven. 

"  Even  as  it  is  I  thank  you  that  you  allow  me,  in  spite  of  all  my 
errors,  to  subscribe  myself 

"  Your  sincere  friend, 

"Charles  Bampton.'* 

In  reply  to  the  above,  Charles  soon  received  the  following  letter. 

"  Mt  dear  Bamftok  : — ^You  need  not  fear  that  I  should  judge 
hardly  of  you  for  your  doubts  and  difficulties.    I  also  (as  yon  truly 
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say)  have  straggled  throngh  the  same  ;  nay,  I  once  lired  contented 
in  unbelief  with  no  struggle  at  all ;  and  had  I  continued  in  the 
state  of  careless  ease  and  prosperity  with  which  I  began  the  world, 
it  is  but  too  likely  that  I  might  never  have  been  roused  from  my 
dream,  nor  found  out  the  rottenness  of  the  reed  on  which  I  leant  for 
support. 

''  But  when  I  was  two-and-twenty  a  great  calamity  fell  upon  me. 
My  fortune  yanished,  my  name  was  blighted,  my  trust  in  human 
loTe  was  deceived.  I  lay  bare  these  wounds  to  you  now,  my  dear 
Bampton,  that  you  may  see  that  I,  like  you,  have  experience  m 
sorrow  ;  would  that  you  might  also  share  in  the  fulness  of  my  con- 
solation. 

'^  Wholly  uqprepared  as  1  was,  at  the  time  I  mention,  to  bear  afflic- 
tion rightly,  and  knowing  no  better  antidote  against  grief  than  the 
old  pagan  anodyne  which  is  administered  (in  new  bottles,  and 
under  a  changed  label)  by  Goethe  and  his  disciples,  I  was  almost 
yielding  to  despair.  In  the  bitterness  of  my  heart  I  was  ready  to 
curse  God  and  die  ;  when  the  first  ray  of  liglit  fell  upon  my  soul 
while  I  was  listening  to  a  sermon  preached  Id  the  college  chapel  by 
Bogers,  who  (as  you  perhaps  remember)  was  at  that  time  our  senior 
tutor.  He  was  a  man  oi  singularly  reserved  character,  and  many 
thought  him  stern  and  cold.  lie  showed  little  sympathy  for  wit  or 
gossip,  and  his  presence  often  damped  the  liveliness  of  our  common- 
room.  One  reason  of  this  was  his  rigid  and  absolute  observance 
of  the  rules  of  charity  ;  nothing  would  induce  hun  to  speak  against 
another,  or  even  to  listen  to  a  conversation  of  which  any  censure 
of,  or  stories  against,  other  people  formed  the  topic.  I  think  he 
carried  his  scrnpulousness  on  this  point  too  far,  so  as  sometimes  to 
condemn  talk  in  which  there  was  nothing  really  uncharitable  or 
spiteful,  but  only  a  little  innocent  fun.  Another  reason  for  his 
being  less  popular  than  he  deserved  was  his  entire  want  of  the  sense 
of  humour.  He  seemed,  indeed,  to  live  perpetually  in  an  awful 
sense  of  the  immediate  presence  of  God,  so  as  to  banish  all  approach 
to  levity. 

''  Yet  he  never  spoke  openly  of  region  ;  «nd  on  this  ground  hin 
piety  was  doubted  by  some  worthy  men,  who  made  a  more  public 
profession  of  their  aeal.  But  Rogers  felt  too  deeply  to  speak  easily. 
OecasioBaUy,  however,  instances  came  to  light  which  proved  how 
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much  of  his  time  was  devoted  to  secret  acts  of  Christian  love.  We 
found  out  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  prisoners  in  the 
gaol,  and  the  panpers  in  the  workhouse,  and  learnt  with  surprise 
how  much  he  was  beloved  among  them.  Gases  occurred,  too,  when 
he  broke  through  his  habitual  reserve,  if  he  saw  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  a  word  in  season  to  any  of  his  pupils  ;  on  such  occasions 
he  invited  the  person  whom  he  wished  to  influence  to  a  private  inter- 
view, and  sweetened  his  counsel  with  so  much  kindness  and  consider- 
ation as  sometimes  to  win  lasting  attachment.  But  these  occurrences 
were  rare  ;  for  he  never  gave  advice,  especially  on  religious  points, 
except  when  he  was  convinced  that  the  heart  of  the  recipient  was 
softened  to  listen. 

"  Rogers  had  always  been  very  kind  to  me  while  I  was  his  pupil ; 
but  we  were  never  intimately  acquainted.  Now  that  I  was  one  of 
his  brother-fellows  we  had  more  opportunity  of  private  intercourse. 
He  had  sought  my  society  from  the  tune  when  I  becajpe  unfortunate  ; 
but  I  repelled  his  advances  at  first,  and  shut  myself  up  in  my  own 
discontent.  After  the  sermon  of  which  I  speak  the  case  wag  altered. 
I  then  became  eager  to  cultivate  his  acquaintance,  and,  by  degrees, 
he  admitted  me  to  his  intimacy.  I  stated  my  doubts  to  him,  timidly 
at  first,  for  I  feared  to  shock  him,  but  I  soon  found  that  he  under- 
stood and  entered  into  them  alL  Many  a  walk  we  took  together, 
discussing  the  most  momentous  questions  which  can  occupy  the  mind 
of  man.  I  learnt  much  from  his  conversation,  and  still  more  from 
his  life,  when  i  was  admitted  behind  the  scenes,  and  allowed  to 
witness  its  self-denying  holiness.  To  him  I  owe  it  that  I  at  length 
found  truth  and  peace,  and  that  life  is  no  longer  a  desert  or  a 
labyrinth  to  me,  as  it  once  was,  but  a  pathway  ascending  towards 
heaven. 

**If,  therefore,  I  am  able  to  be  of  any  use  to  you,  in  helping  you 
to  escape  from  your  present  state  of  perplexity,  you  must  ascribe  all 
to  the  merit  of  Rogers.  Amongst  all  the  many  advantages,  intel- 
lectual and  mofal,  which  I  owe  to  Oxford,  his  friendship  and  his 
teaching  are  the  most  precious.  If  I  could  but  transmit  to  you 
some  portion  of  the  benefit  which  I  derived  from  his  society,  I 
should  be  repaying  a  sacred  debt  in  the  way  which  would  please  him 
est. 

"  Now  let  me  venture  to  approach  the  difficulties  which  yon  say 
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hinder  70a  from  embracing  the  faith  of  Christ ;  and  may  God  enable 
me  to  speak  the  words  of  wisdom  and  of  truth,  and  guide  you  to 
the  knowledge  of  Himself. 

"  First,  then,  as  to  your  fundamental  doubts,  touching  the  exis- 
tence of  God,  I  am  neither  shocked  nor  surprised  at  your  finding  it 
so  hard  to  conquer  them  ;  for  I  believe  that  the  intellect  alone  is 
quite  unable  to  guide  us,  when  we  attempt  to  speculate  concerning 
the  Infinite.  I  will  not  even  attempt  to  meet  the  objection,  that 
'  an  infinite  being  cannot  be  a  person,  because  an  Infinite  being  can- 
not be  limited.'  But,  dropping  the  term  *  person '  for  the  moment,  I 
will  ask  you  why  you  believe  in  the  existence  of  any  other  selfcon- 
scious  beings  besides  yourself?  Not,  surely,  because  you  can  prove 
their  existence  by  a  syllogism,  but  because  you  have  an  intuitive 
conviction  which  forces  you  to  believe  that  certdn  acts,  which  seem 
to  manifest  will  and  design,  are  really  the  acts  of  willing  and  de- 
signing minds  Mke  your  own.  Now  the  operations  of  nature,  the 
nice  adjustment  of  things  to  circumstances,  the  unity,  law,  and 
order -of  the  universe,  manifest  will  and  design  exactly  in  the  same 
manner  as  the  acts  of  human  agents  ;  and  this  analogy  forces  ns  to 
infer  the  existence  of  a  mind  willing  and  designing  the  acts  of  nature, 

"  Beyond  this,  I  think  (I  confess)  that  natural  religion  cannot  go. 
Nature  leads  us  to  recognise  the  operation  of  a  supreme  muid,  which 
we  call  God  ;  but  of  His  character  she  tells  us  little,  and  in  that 
little  seems  to  contradict  herself.  We  may  indeed  trace,  in  the 
mechanism  of  the  universe,  innumerable  provisions  for  promoting  the 
happiness  of  created  beings ;  but  we  also  trace  contrivances  for 
inflicting  pain,  and  for  destroying  in  their  torn  all  the  creatures  that 
swarm  into  existence.  The  Deity  of  a  mere  intellectual  Deism  is  a 
Saturn  devouring  his  own  offspring  ;  nay,  and  torturing  them  before 
he  devours  ;  yet  the  heart  of  man  (and  may  we  not  say  his  true 
reason,  as  opposed  to  his  naked  understanding?)  has  a  more  hope- 
ful creed.  It  feels  the  need  of  loving  and  trusting  the  supreme  ruler 
of  the  universe,  and  in  spite  of  the  apparent  triumph  of  death  and 
evil  on  earth,  it  dreams  of  higher  spheres  of  existence,  wherem  good 
might  be  universal,  and  happiness  be  eternal.  These  visions  of  the 
imagination,  these  longmgs  of  the  heart,  receive  from  Christianity 
alone  their  realization  and  satisfaction.  I  quite  agree  with  yon  as 
to  the  utter  futility  of  aU  attempts  to  reconcile  the  unity  of  God 
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with  the  existence  of  evil.  But  the  Gospel  gives  as  assnrance  of  a 
time  when  this  divided  empire  of  good  and  ill  shall  cease,  when  pain 
and  sin  shall  be  no  more,  when  God  shall  be  all  in  all.  Meanwhile 
let  us  not  try  to  escape  the  diflBculty  (as  the  Pantheist  does)  by 
identifying  God  with  the  Devil ;  but  let  us  have  faith  in  conscience 
and  believe  that  the  distinction  between  good  and  evil  is  immutable 
and  eternal,  and  can  never  cease  till  evil  itbelf  shall  be  annihilated 
in  the  day  of  '  the  restitution  of  all  things.' 

"  Now  let  me  speak  of  your  second  objection,  viz.,  the  insufficiency 
of  the  external  evidences  of  Christianity.  You  say  that  you  doubt 
whether  the  weight  of  evidence  is  strong  enough  to  overcome  the 
antecedent  improbability,  and  that  you  have  nothing  but  '  a  perad- 
venture '  whereon  to  rest  your  faith,  even  if  you  should  be  convinced 
that  the  scale  preponderates  in  favour  of  the  Gospel.  Now,  first,  I 
deny  the  antecedent  improbability  that  God  should  openly  manifest 
Ilis  will  to  man.  But,  without  disputing  about  this  point,  let  me 
admit  at  once  that  (as  far  as  external  evidence  goes)  there  is  not 
and  never  can  be  demonstration.  Had  that  evidence  amounted  to 
mathematical  certainty,  the  belief  in  Christianity  would  have  been 
no  moral  test.  Yet  you  will  not  deny  that  the  extenial  evidences  of 
Christianity  are  sufficient  (on  the  lowest  view  of  them)  to  arrest  the 
attention  of  every  serious  inquirer.  No  theory  of  the  origin  of 
Christianity  has  yet  been  framed  which  can  account  for  the  lives 
and  deaths  of  the  apostles,  without  conceding  the  truth  of  their 
statements.  Paul  declares  that  he  had  known  many  eye-witnesses 
of  oar  Lord's  resurrection.  Think  how  much  is  involved  in  this  fact 
alone. 

**  Bat  yon  say  that  mere  probability  is  not  enough  to  form  the 
basis  of  your  faith  ;  and  I  agree  with  you  so  far  as  this,  that  if  the 
external  testimony  to  Christianity  could  be  entirely  divorced  from  its 
internal  evidence,  I  should  find  it  less  difficult  to  be  an  unbeliever. 
On  the  other  hand,  however,  you  must  remember  that  we  act  through 
life  on  probabilities,  and  venture  our  fortunes  and  our  lives  daily 
apon  a  more  or  less  favourable  chance.  I  should,  therefore,  not 
deny  that  external  evidence  may  form  the  *  basis  of  faith  ;'  but  I 
should  willingly  acknowledge  that  it  cannot  build  the  superstructure 
of  faith. 

'*  But  I  think  that  you  have  not  been  as  yet  led  to  reflect  that 
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Ghristiaiiitj  has  its  internal  as  well  as  its  external  eyidences,  and  that 
the  internal  eyidence  (consisting  in  its  perfect  adaptation  to  the 
spiritual  needs  of  mankind)  is  that  which  converts  the  hearts  of 
men,  and  raises  their  intellectual  assent  into  faith.  The  religion  of 
Christ  appeals  to  the  conscience  to  recognise  its  tmth  ;  while,  at  the 
same  time,  its  revelation  enlightens  the  very  conscience  to  which  it 
appeals.  So,  when  the  astronomer  is  observing  the  snn  in  a  mirror,  if 
the  surface  of  the  plate  be  dimmed  by  vapour,  the  same  snn  removes 
the  obscurity  of  the  mirror  by  drying  up  the  moisture  ;  and  his 
glorious  orb  is  reflected  by  the  instrument  which  he  has  himself  enabled 
to  reflect. 

"  *  It  is  a  fundamental  principle  of  the  New  Testament,'  says  Tho- 
Inck,  '  that  whatever  may  be  the  moral  corruption  of  man,  yet  in  his 
inmost  nature  he  is  related  to  God  ;  and,  by  this  life  in  his  spint, 
is  susceptible  of  truth,  holiness,  and  happiness.'  This  internal  affinity 
for  the  Gospel  it  is  which  explains  that  phenomenon  which  we  daily 
witness  ;  that,  by  the  reception  of  Christianity,  bad  men  are  changed 
to  good.     If  there  were  no  mirror,  the  sun  could  not  be  reflected. 

"  But  this  affinity  for  Christ's  religion  may  be  hindered  from  bear- 
ing fruit  by  the  force  of  a  corrupted  nature  ;  for  the  wiD  is  free,  and 
reception  of  Christianity  is  an  act  of  will,  not  merely  an  intellectual 
assent  to  a  string  of  propositions.  The  external  evidence  awakens 
the  attention,  the  internal  rouses  the  heart,  and  both  together  audibly 
demand  of  the  man, — '  wilt  thou  worship  and  obey  ?'  It  is  the 
heart,  the  conscience,  and  the  will  which  must  answer  the  question ; 
and  they  often  give  their  fervent  assent  long  before  the  sceptical 
understanding  has  estimated  the  balance  of  probabilities.  As  Lich- 
tenberg  says,  *  Do  you  unagine  that  you  owe  your  conviction  to  logical 
demonstration  ?  You  are  surely  mistaken  ;  for,  m  that  case,  every 
hearer  would  be  as  thoroughly  convinced  as  you.  Thank  God,  the 
current  often  rises  above  our  necks,  before  we  have  half  finished  with 
the  proof.' 

''  The  truth  is,  that  as  long  as  a  man  can  stifle  in  his  heart  the 
feeling  of  his  religious  and  moral  need — as  long  as  he  can  flatter 
himself  that  his  love  is  self-sufficing — as  long  as  he  can  be  contented 
with  earthly  pleasures  ;  so  long  no  evidence  or  argument  can  convert 
him  to  Christianity.  Even  the  sight  of  Christ  risen  would  not  have 
made  the  apostles  Christians,  had  they  been  selfish  Iscariots  in  their 
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hearts.  It  was  sight,  not  faitb,  which  assured  Thomas  that  he 
touched  the  body  of  his  crucified  Master.  But  it  was  faith,  which, 
from  the  yisible,  enabled  him  to  pierce  up  to  the  truth  invisible — 
*  My  Lord  and  my  God.'  It  was  faith  which  penetrated  his  soul 
with  fervent  adoration,  and  made  him  devote  his  life  in  martyrdom 
for  the  love  of  his  re-ascended  lord.*  Such  faith  cannot  be  argued 
into  the  soul  of  a  cold-hearted  worshipper  of  Mammon.  His  char- 
acter must  be  changed  before  he  can  recover  the  use  of  those  spirit- 
ual instincts  which  he  has  stifled  within  him. 

''  But  your  case,  my  dear  Bampton,  is  as  different  from  his  as  light 
from  darkness.  The  longing  which  you  feel  is  not  for  earthly  plea- 
sure, or  for  selfish  interests;  but  for  peace  with  God,  and  communion 
with  His  Spirit.  I  feel  quite  certain  that  your  craving  will  not  be 
left  unsatisfied  ;  for  I  am  firmly  persuaded  of  the  truth  that  *  every 
one  that  seeketh  findeth,  and  to  him  that  knocketh  it  shall  bo 
opened.'  He  whom  you  already  love,  though  you  cannot  distinctly 
see  His  likeness,  or  hear  His  voice — He  is  already  seeking  you,  and 
soon  the  cloud  will  pass  away,  and  you  shall  behold  the  brightness 
of  His  countenance. 

"  I  now  come  to  your  third  difficulty,  relating  to  the  inspiration  of 
Scripture.  I  do  not  deny  that  many  perplexing  questions  may  be 
raised  upon  it.  But  you  must  remember  that  the  claim  of  infallibil- 
ity on  matters  of  geological,  astronomical,  historical,  or  chronologi- 
cal science  was  never  advanced  by  the  sacred  writers  for  themselves, 
nor  by  the  primitive  Church  for  them  ;  therefore  we  need  not  stum- 
ble, even  if  we  find  that  they  were  left  in  such  subjects  of  purely 
human  research  to  their  own  individual  guidance  and  acquired  infor- 
mation. If,  on  independent  grounds,  we  have  convinced  ourselves 
that  Christianity  is  divine,  then  the  messengers  sent  forth  by  Christ 
to  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  nations  must  be  authoritative  as  religious 
teachers  ;  but  we  need  not  require  that  they  should  be  infallible 
teachers  of  any  branch  of  secular  knowledge.  Mistakes  on  such 
points  cannot  affect  their  credibility  as  ambassadors  of  Christ. 

'^  But,  yon  say,  fourthly,  that  you  doubt  whether  Christianity  does 
not  set  up  too  high  a  standai^  to  be  realised  by  human  nature.  In 
answer  to  this,  I  would  observe,  first,  that  the  standard  of  practical 

r 
•  See,  on  this  sukdect,  an  admirable  lennon  of  Uie  late  Mr.  Robertson,  of  Brighton,  on  "  The 
Doubt  of  St.  Thomas.** 
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life  set  forth  by  Christianity,  is  to  be  sought,  not  in  the  ecstatic  and 
exceptional  experience  vouchsafed  at  intervals  to  pre-eminent  saints, 
bnt  in  such  passages  as  the  12th  of  Romans,  the  13th  of  1st  Corin- 
thians, and  the  last  three  chapters  of  the  Ephesians.  Read  these 
chapters,  1  entreat  you,  and  then  ask  yourself  whether  anything  short 
of  the  standard  therein  proposed  would  satisfy  our  ideal  of  goodness 
and  happiness.  Few  attain  the  standard,  it  is  true  ;  but  would  it 
mend  the  matter  to  dwarf  and  mutilate  it  in  order  to  render  it  easier 
of  attainment  ?  Does  it  make  men  richer  to  double  their  nominal 
wealth  by  debasing  the  currency  ?  Surely  the  only  noble  life  is  that 
which  aims  at  a  lofty  ideal.  To  aspire  after  that  which  exalts  us 
above  ourselves  ;  to  count  not  ourselves  to  have  attained  ;  to  pre» 
forward,  forgetting  the  things  which  are  behind,  and  reaching  forth 
to  the  things  which  are  before  ;  this,  and  nothing  less  than  this,  sat- 
isfies the  demands  of  our  conscience,  and  realises  our  natural  concep- 
tion of  virtue.  I  already  know  you  too  well  to  think  that  yon  can 
hesitate  between  such  heavenward  aims  as  these,  and  the  threadbare 
maxuns  of  pagan  philosophy,  which  in  these  our  days  are  once 
more  palmed  upon  the  world  as  novelties  by  disciples  of  the  new 
Messiah  of  pantheism.  For  what  is  Goethe's  gospel  ?  Is  it  not  all 
comprised  in  these  three  precepts  :  *  Learn  thy  own  capacities ' — 
'Follow  thy  bent' — 'Push  nothing  too  far' — (yvcjOi  treavrbv — 
indulge  gema—ne  quid  nimis) — the  old  saws  of  epicurean  philosophy, 
which  the  world  tried  and  found  wanting  two  thousand  years  ago  ? 
Nay,  I  would  fearlessly  leave  it  to  your  own  judgment  to  decide 
whether  there  be  not  a  truer  nobleness  in  the  life  of  the  poorest  and 
most  ignorant  old  woman  whom  Wesley  ever  converted  to  Methodism, 
than  in  the  life  of  the  Jupiter  whom  our  modern  pagans  worship,  the 
cold  and  selfish  egotist  of  Weimer. 

"  And  this  brings  me  to  a  consideration  which  more  than  any 
other  has  contributed  to  lead  me  to  the  cross  and  keep  me  there.  I 
mean,  that  there  is  no  substitute  which  can  satisfy  either  the  under- 
standing or  the  conscience.  Often  and  often,  when  my  faith  has  been 
overclouded  by  doubt,  and  I  have  felt  the  great  difficulties  which 
encompass  the  whole  subject  of  religion,  I  have  been  on  the  point  of 
yielding  to  the  suggestions  of  nnbelief ;  but  I  have  still  been  checked 
by  Peter's  answer  to  the  question  of  Jesus,  '  Will  ye  also  go  away?' 
With  hto  I  reply,  '  Lord,  to  whom  shall  we  go  V    No  other  master 
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can  establish  a  claim  to  my  allegiance.  No  other  teaching  gives  the 
peace  which  passe th  understanding.  No  other  ray  of  light  pierces 
the  clouds  which  hides  me  from  the  Father  of  my  spirit. 

"  I  acknowledge,  indeed,  that  if  I  were  to  yield  myself  to  the 
guidance  of  the  sjieculative  understanding,  I  could  not  stop  short  of 
that  system  of  atheism,  which  it  is  now  the  fashion  to  call  pantheism  ; 
for  I  quite  agree  with  yon  in  finding  no  resting  point  in  the  shallow 
deism  of  Theodore  Parker  or  Francis  Newman  ;  indeed,  I  cannot 
imagine  how  any  one  who  has  read  Butler  should  ever  have  halted 
at  such  a  half-way  house.  But  I  can  feel  deeply  the  attractiveness 
of  Spinoza's  creed  ;  or  rather  of  that  ancient  eystem  of  oriental  spec- 
ulation of  which  Spinoza  has  been  the  greatest  modern  exponent ; 
but  to  which  he  added  nothing  essential  that  had  not  been  said  by 
Chinese  and  Indian  pantheists  three  thousand  years  before  him.  So 
far  as  the  mere  intellect  is  concerned,  I  could  embrace  that  grand 
idealb^tic  philosophy  which  identifies  the  perceived  with  the  perceiver, 
matter  with  spirit,  and  man  with  God — which  represents  all  physical 
and  all  moral  phenomena  as  unalterably  determined  by  antecedent 
fate — ^all  things  but  parts  of  one  tremendous  whole — all  wheels  in 
one  vast  machine,  impelled  by  irresistible  and  incomprehensible  laws. 
I  could  believe  (with  Fichte)  that  'everything  is  what  it  is  of 
absolute  necessity,  and  cannot  be  other  than  it  is ;'  or  (with 
Miss  Martineau)  that  '  I  am  as  completely  the  result  of  my  nature, 
and  compelled  to  do  what  I  do,  as  the  needle  to  point  to  the  north 
or  the  puppet  to  move  according  as  the  string  is  pulled.'  And  I 
could  proceed  (with  Emerson),  to  identify  good  with  evil,  and 
could  quote  Goethe  to  prove  the  idleness  of  wishing  to  jump  off  one's 
shadow. 

**  But  when  the  understanding  has  entangled  me  in  this  web  of 
necessitarian  atheism,  conscience  rises  in  rebellion,  and  cries  out  in- 
dignantly that  good  is  different  from  evil,  that  sin  is  sinful,  and 
that  guilt  demands  atonement.  And  the  longing  of  the  heart  con- 
vinces me  that  I  cannot  do  without  a  heavenly  Father  to  love  me,  a 
heavenly  deliverer  to  save  me  from  myself. 

'*  Ahnd  ten  comes  in  the  understanding  itself  also,  from  another 
side,  to  the  aid  of  heart  and  conscience.  For  it  shows  me  the  mis- 
ery and  hopelessness  of  human  nature,  as  exhibited  by  all  history  and 
all  experience  ;  and  it  forces  me  to  see  not  merely  that  Christianity' 
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is  the  odIj  system  which  attempts  in  earnest  to  remedy  this  misery, 
bnt  also  that  in  thoasands  npon  thousands  of  examples  Christianity 
sncceeds  in  effecting  the  cure.  History  and  observation  unite  to 
convince  me  that  Christianity  in  all  its  forfiis — ^in  spite  of  all  errors 
which  have  clouded  it — ^has  turned  bad  men  into  good  for  these  last 
two  thousand  years,  and  does  turn  bad  men  into  good  at  this  day, 
in  this  town  where  I  live  and  work. 

''  I  wish  that  you  would  observe  for  yourself  this  latter  part  of 
the  evidence  ;  for,  after  all,  it  is  the  most  overpoweringly  convin- 
cing of  any.  Instead  of  living  in  solitude,  and  brooding  over  doubts 
that  are  insoluble,  and  griefs  which  admit  (I  fear)  of  no  earthly 
cure,  come  and  stay  with  me  for  a  month,  and  see  with  your  own 
eyes  what  the  religion  of  Christ  is  achieving  among  the  fifteen  thou- 
sand souls  placed  under  the  pastoral  care  of  Mr.  Johnson.  He  bids 
me  say  how  cordially  he  wonld  welcome  you  among  us.  Yoli  know 
that  if  you  come  you  would  have  uncontrolled  command  over  your 
own  time,  for  the  house  is  arranged  just  like  a  college,  with  a  sepa- 
rate sitting-room  and  bed-room  for  every  occupant  and  guest.  So 
you  will  have  your  own  apartments,  and  may  even  dine  by  yourself 
if  you  prefer  it,  though  we  generally  meet  at  dinner.  Pray  do  not 
refuse  this  invitation.  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  learn  more  of  the 
actual  working  of  Christianity  by  living  here  for  a  week,  than  yon 
conld  get  from  books  in  a  twelvemonth. 

"  One  last  word  I  will  add  ;  namely,  that  no  man  can  fully  judge 
of  the  evidence  of  Christianity  without  prayer  ;  for  the  fnlfilment  of 
prayer  is  itself  a  part  of  the  evidence.  And  if  you  ask,  '  How  can 
I  pray,  when  I  do  not  believe  V  I  would  answer,  that  the  very  cry 
of  the  soul  to  an  unknown  God  is  a  true  prayer  ;  and  the  effort  to 
feel  after  Him  and  find  Him  is  an  effort  of  the  will ;  and  that  He 
will  not  quench  the  smoking  flax,  but  kindle  it  into  a  purer  flame 
with  a  breath  from  Heaven. 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  Bampton, 

"  Your  very  sincere  friend, 

"  W.  Hawkins." 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

PROM   DARKNESS   TO   LIGHT. 

Thb  letter  of  Hawkins  made  a  deep  impression  on  Charles 
Bampton.  He  accepted  the  invitation  with  which  it  concluded,  and 
removed  to  the  vicarage  house  of  tlie  old  town  of  Summerham  ;  for 
the  excellent  vicar  of  St.  John^s  had  turned  his  oflficial  residence  into 
a  sort  of  college,  in  which  he  presided  over  a  fraternity  of  curates. 
Of  these  Hawkins  was  the  youngest,  and  it  was  beautiful  to  see 
how  meekly,  in  spite  of  his  great  intellectual  superiority  over  his 
colleagues,  he  took  the  lowest  place  amongst  them.  His  particular 
sphere  of  labour  (as  we  have  mentioned)  was  the  visitation  of  the 
workhouse  and  the  chaplaincy  of  the  hospital. 

Next  to  him  in  age  was  a  Mr.  Wright,  a  young  man  from  Cam- 
bridge, whose  specialty  was  school-teaching,  and  who  devoted  him- 
self to  the  various  National  and  Infant-schools  of  the  parish,  in 
which .  he  spent  the  day,  teaching  in  six  diflferent  schools  in  succes- 
sion, and  spending  an  hour  in  each.  He  had  brought  them  to  a 
high  state  of  efficiency,  and  had  organised  a  large  body  of  Pupil- 
teachers,  some  of  whom  had  already  gained  Queen's  Scholarships  at 
the  government  examinations.  His  evenings  were  usually  given  up 
to  the  teaching  of  adults  ;  for  he  contrived  to  induce  many  of  the 
boys  who  had  left  the  National  School  to  come  to  him  at  night  for 
instmction,  after  their  day's  work  as  shopmen  or  apprentices  was 
over. 

The  third  curate  in  the  establishment  was  a  Mr.  Stuart,  who  posses- 
sed a  singular  talent  for  winning  the  confidence  and  influencing  the 
character  of  the  outcast  and  degraded  whom  society  had  repudiated. 
He  took  charge  of  two  reformatory  institutions  established  by  Mr. 
Johnson  ;  one,  an  asylum  for  destitute  boys,  principally  belonging 
to  the  class  of  juvenile  offenders,  the  other  M  house  of  refuge  for 
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female  penitents.  His  evenings  he  spent  in  a  Ragged  School  of 
which  he  was  the  superintendent. 

In  addition  to  these  three  there  was  another  cnratc  of  the  name 
of  Williams,  who,  being  a  married  man,  did  not  live  in  the  vicarage 
like  the  rest.  He  had  more  of  the  popular  preacher  in  his  comjK>- 
sition  than  his  brethren,  bnt  was  a  sincere  and  simple-hearted  man, 
and  made  himself  very  useful  among  the  poor  in  the  maintenance  of 
cottage  lectures,  and  the  formation  of  Bible-classes.  His  rhetoric 
was  somewhat  noisy  and  gesticulative,  but  was  perhaps  all  the  better 
adapted,  on  that  account,  to  sway  the  feelings  and  excite  the  admi- 
ration  of  his  uncultivated  and  ignorant  hearers. 

These  various  works  of  parochial  usefulness  were  all  supermtended 
by  Mr.  Johnson,  who  made  a  point  of  inspecting,  at  least  once 
a-week,  every  religious  and  educational  institution  in  the  parish  ; 
besides  which  he  took  upon  himself  the  visitation  of  all  the  most 
anxious  and  painful  cases  of  sickness,  and  preached  twice  every 
Sunday,  and  three  times  on  the  week-days,  in  different'  parts  of  his 
district. 

Charles  could  not  live  many  days  onder  this  good  man's  roof 
without  seeing  that  here,  at  least,  religion  was  a  reality.  Except 
at  the  hours  of  meals,  the  fellow-labourers  saw  little  of  each  other,  | 

for  their  time  during  the  day  was  fully  occupied  in  their  respective         i 
fields  of  work.     But  when  they  met,  it  was  plain  that,  while  their  ! 

paths  of  duty  were  different,  there  was  bnt  one  heart  and  spirit 
among  them.  They  were  in  all  respects  a  Christian  brotherhood, 
yet  without  any  leaven  of  monastic  asceticism.  Their  conversation 
was  natural  and  easy,  free  from  all  taint  of  cant,  and  entering  with- 
out restraint  on  the  topics  of  the  day.  The  London  papers  were 
brought  in  with  their  dessert,  and  they  were  on  a  level  with  the  cur- 
rent of  the  time  in  political  and  literary  information.  Yet  their 
chief  topics  were  usually  connected  with  th6  work  m  which  they 
were  themselves  engaged,  and  theur  most  eager  interest  was  given 
to  the  various  schemes  established  or  projected  for  the  religious, 
social,  and  physical  improvement  of  the  masses. 

In  the  companionship  of  Hawkins  or  one  of  his  colleagues, 
Charles  visited  in  turns  the  various  benevolent  institutions  which 
their  philanthropy  had  set  on  foot ;  the  schools  both  *'  national " 
and  "  rairged  ;*'  the  baths  and  washhouses  for  the  poor  ;  the  model 
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lodgings  ;  the    reading  rooms  for    workmen,    and    the    different 
"  refages  "  and  "  asylums." 

He  was  particalarly  stmck  by  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Johnson 
had  contrived  to  give  ecclesiastical  functions  to  the  more  earnest 
and  serioas  of  his  lay-parishioners,  both  male  and  female.  The  way 
in  which  this  was  managed  was  as  follows  : — The  Communicants  of 
the  parish  were  invited  to  meet  on  one  evening  in  every  fortnight  at 
the  vicarage,  and  those  who  chose  to  attend  regularly  were  formed 
into  a  parochial  synod.  To  this  body  the  vicar  submitted  all  his 
plans  of  usefulness,  and  the  progress  of  every  parochial  institution 
was  discussed  periodically  at  their  meetings.  They  elected  trustees 
who  were  associated  with  the  several  clergy  in  the  management  of 
every  undertaking  ;  and  many  of  their  number  devoted  themselves 
as  lay  deacons  or  deaconesses,  to  co-operate  in  the  work  of  the 
Church. 

By  this  means  a  constant  supply  of  Sunday-school  teachers,  dis- 
trict visitors,  and  Scripture  readers  was  obtained  ;  and  these  oflBces 
were  undertaken  not  by  the  middle  classes  only  (as  is  too  generally 
the  case),  but  by  some  of  the  poorest  also.  There  were  not  a  few  of 
those  who  barely  gained  their  bread  by  daily  labour,  and  had  not 
even  the  widow's  mite  to  cast  into  the  treasury,  who  yet  gave  a 
portion  of  their  short  leisure  to  such  holy  works  of  charity.  Nor 
did  Mr.  Johnson  ever  discourage  them  from  spending  their  strength 
in  such  tasks,  even  though  he  thought  they  might  trench  upon 
needful  rest.  For  he  felt  he  had  no  right  to  deny  them  their  share 
of  that  self-denial  which  is  more  blessed  to  the  giver  than  to  the 
receiver. 

When  Charles  first  attended  a  meeting  of  the  parochial  synod,  he 
was  extremely  surprised  at  the  presence  of  these  poor  workmen 
among  its  members,  and  astonished  at  the  union  of  intelligence, 
modesty,  and  devotion  which  they  exhibited.  He  remarked  upon 
this  to  Hawkins,  while  walking  with  him  on  the  day  after  the  meet- 
ing ;  observing  that  he  had  always  understood  that  the  operative 
artizans  were  wholly  estranged  from  religion  ;  and  he  asked  whether 
this  were  not  the  truth. 

"  It  is,  indeed,"  replied  Hawkins,  **  too  generally  the  case,  I  fear. 
We  have  learnt  from  the  recent  census  how  many  millions  of  the 
poorer  ranks  never  attend  religious  worship  ;  and  we  know  from  the 
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statistics  published  by  the  London  City  Mission  and  by  other  simi- 
lar aathorities,  that  a  fearful  proportion  of  the  laborious  clafises  are  . 
heathens  in  the  midst  of  Christendom.  But  their  unbelief  is  the  ' 
scepticism  of  ignorance,  not  of  inquiry  ;  it  soon  yields,  at  least  in 
most  instances,  to  instruction ;  when  they  see  what  religion  is  they 
no  longer  turn  away  from  it.  The  adult  night-schools  established 
here  have  giyen  us  an  opportunity  of  influencing  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  the  more  intelligent  artizans.  The  parochial  reading-rooms 
hare  also  done  much  good  ;  4br  they  are  made  thoroughly  comfort- 
able in  all  their  fitting  up  and  furniture,  so  as  to  eclipse  the  attrac- 
tions of  the  gin-palaces  ;  and  the  working-men  not  only  find  there 
books  and  newspapers,  but  have  the  opportunity  of  ordering  tea 
and  coffee,  and  are  provided  with  chess,  draughts,  and  other  games. 

''  This,  you  may  perhaps  think,  has  nothing  to  do  with  religion  ; 
but  we  find  that  everything  which  civilizes  the  poor,  and  tends  to 
give  the  intellectual  a  preponderance  over  the  animal  nature,  has  an 
immediate  effect  in  disposing  them  to  the  reception  of  spiritual  truth. 

''  But  here  we  come  to  the  premises  of  a  man  who  is  much  better 
qualified  than  I  am  to  tell  you  all  about  these  matters.  We  owe  it 
to  him  that  the  work-people  of  the  chief  manufactory  at  Summerham 
have  been  reclaimed  from  heathenism.     Several  of  the   Sunday-  | 

school  teachers  whom  you  saw  at  the  meeting  last  night  are  among  i 

his  men.     Would  that  our  poor  weavers  could  be  brought  under  a 
similar  influence  1" 

As  he  spoke,  they  came  to  a  gate  opening  into  a  large  field,  at 
the  outskirts  of  the  town.  Charles  was  surprised  to  see  it  occupied 
at  that  hour  of  the  day  (for  they  were  taking  a  walk  before  break- 
fast, and  it  was  now  seven  o'clock  on  a  morning  m  August)  by  a 
large  body  of  cricketers.  Charles  stopped  to  watch  the  game,  and 
Hawkins  explained  to  him  that  these  men  belonged  to  the  night- 
gangs  employed  in  the  huge  glass  factories  of  Messrs.  Turner, 
the  chimneys  of  which  were  visible  not  far  off.  The  men  left 
their  night-work  at  six  in  the  morning,  and  then,  before  going 
home  to  bed,  adjourned  for  two  hours  to  this  field,  where  some 
amused  themselves  with  cricket,  while  others  worked  at  allotment 
gardens,  with  which  the  field  was  skirted.  Charles  was  delighted 
with  this  account,  and  entered  the  field  to  have  a  nearer  view  of  the 
gardeners.     They  seemed  busily  and  not  unskilfully  occupied  in  cul- 
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tiyating  their  little  plots,  and  one  or  two  of  them  whom  Charles 
addressed  spoke  enthusiastically  of  the  pleasure  of  exchangiog  the 
stifling  heat  and  closeness  of  the  glass-house  for  the  breezy  field. 
One  man  declared  that  he  had  no  idea  **  how  things  growed  "  till  he 
had  a  garden  of  his  own  ;  and  as  his  life  had  been  wholly  spent 
either  in  the  glass-honse  or  in  the  alley  where  he  li?ed,  his  previons 
knowledge  of  vegetable  physiology  was  not  likely  to  be  extensive. 

While  the  visitors  were  chatting  with  these  workmen,  the  clock 
of  a  neighbonriDg  church  struck  eight.  Suddenly  the  cricket  stop^ 
ped,  and  gardeners  and  cricketers  assembled  in  a  shed  at  one  comer 
of  the  field.  There  one  of  the  older  men  present,  amid  the  profound 
silence  of  the  rest,  opened  a  little  book  from  which  he  read  a  few 
verses  of  the  New  Testament,  and  a  short  and  simple  prayer  for 
themselves  and  ''  all  their  sick  and  dying  neighbours."  The  latter 
petition  was  explained  by  the  fact  that  the  cholera  had  just  made  its 
appearance  at  Summerham,  and  was  raging  among  the  low  streets 
in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  glass  factory. 

When  the  prayer  was  over,  Hawkins  introduced  the  reader  to 
Charles  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Turner.  He  was  in  fact  no  other  than 
the  chairman  and  manager  of  the  company  to  which  the  glass-houses 
belonged. 

Hawkins  told  him  of  Charles's  inquiry  about  the  irreligion  of  the 
labouring  classes,  and  mentioned  what  he  had  just  said,  that  their 
faith  might  be  restored  by  civilization  and  instruction. 

"  I  can  quite  confirm  that,"  replied  Mr.  Turner,  "  as  far  as  my 
experience  goes.  The  infidelity  of  the  poor  is  not  founded  upon  any 
exercise  of  judgment,  but  upon  simple  ignorance.  I  remember  one 
old  man  among  our  hands  who  openly  professed  his  disbelief  in  every 
thing  supernatural,  on  the  ground  that  '  seeing  was  believing  ;'  and 
on  the  same  ground  he  obstinately  rejected  the  theory  that  the  earth 
moves  round  the  sun.  '  Don't  tell  me,'  he  would  say,  '  can't  I  feel 
that  the  earth  stands  still,  and  can't  I  see  the  sun  move  V  But  this 
man  was  an  original  thinker  in  his  own  way.  Most  of  his  neigh- 
bours were  as  unbelieving  as  himself,  without  ever  tliinking  about 
the  matter,  from  mere  sottishness  or  stupidity." 

"  Did  you  not  find  it  very  hard  to  reclaim  them  from  such  a  state," 
asked  Charles,  "  and  to  get  them  to  take  paisb  in  such  acts  of  wot- 
ship  as  we  have  just  witnessed  ?" 
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"Why,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Turner  ;  "there  was  some  repugnance  at 
first.  I  began  with  the  younger  boys,  you  know,  and  then  the 
adults  joined  us  by  degrees,  which  diminished  the  difficulty.  The 
new-comers,  for  the  first  two  or  three  days  after  they  came,  would 
often  seem  ashamed  to  take  part  in  the  religious  worship  with  which 
the  school  closed.  They  would  take  the  hynm-book  into  their  hand 
with  a  half  insolent  air,  and  kneel  down  to  the  prayer  with  a  look 
and  manner  which  said,  *  I  woI^t  refuse  this,  but  I  feel  quite  above 
it.'  But  in  a  few  evenings  they  unconsciously  fell  into  the  same 
habit  of  reverence  as  the  rest." 

"  But  are  you  sure  that  their  reverence  is  more  than  external  ?" 

"  I  hope  and  trust  it  is  in  many  cases  ;  and  the  best  proof  is  that 
our  operatives  (many  of  whom  were  never  inside  the  doors  of  a  place 
of  worship  before)  now  throng  the  chapel  which  we  have  provided 
for  them  without  any  inducement  from  us  to  do  so.  They  conduct 
all  the  musical  part  of  the  service  themselves,  and  keep  up  singing 
classes  in  which  they  practise  chants,  hymns,  and  anthems.  I  assure 
you  that  they  form  a  very  respectable  choir,  and  chant  the  psalms 
quite  in  cathedral  style.  I  wish  you  would  come  and  hear  them  for 
yourself  next  Sunday." 

Charles  gladly  promised  to  come,  and,  after  a  little  further  con- 
versation, Mr.  Turner  saying  he  must  go  in,  they  shook  hands  and 
parted.  On  their  way  home,  Hawkins  explained  the  history  of  the 
scene  they  had  witnessed.  Mr.  Turner  (he  said)  was  the  principal 
shareholder  of  the  great  glass  company  of  Summerham  ;  and  some 
years  back  he  was  deeply  impressed  by  reading  the  biography  of  Dr. 
Arnold.  There  he  had  seen  how  much  might  be  done  by  a  single 
man  resolved  to  build  up  a  community  under  his  influence  according 
to  his  ideal  of  a  Christian  society.  From  that  time  forward  Mr. 
Turner  had  determined  to  devote  himself  mind  and  body  to  the  task 
of  Christianising  the  conmionwealth  of  workmen  committed  to  his 
charge.  He  had  begun  with  gaining  the  personal  attachment  of  the 
men  by  practical  proofs  of  his  good  will  towards  them  ;  and  particu- 
larly by  treating  them  (so  far  as  possible)  as  his  equals,  only  subor- 
dinated to  him  in  their  official  relation.  As  one  of  them  remarked, 
"  he  behaves  to  us  as  though  we  were  of  the  same  flesh  and  blooil 
with  him,  quite  diflFerent  from  the  way  most  masters  goes  on."  He 
also  eagerly  promoted  all  innocent   amusements.     He  got  up  a 
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cricket  clab,  taught  the  lads  to  plaj,  and  played  with  them.  He 
establifihed  a  reading-room  and  lending-library,  well  stocked  with 
noTels  and  newspapers.  Then  by  degrees  he  introduced  more  sys- 
tematic instraction  ;  not  committing  it,  however,  at  first  to  a  school- 
master, bat  taking  the  office  upon  himself.  To  this  object  he  gare 
up  bis  evenings,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  drudgery  of  teaching 
dull  boys  their  spelling,  or  superintending  their  penmanship,  for  the 
sake  of  leading  them  in  time  to  a  holier  learning. 

He  encouraged  the  attendance  of  his  pupils  by  prizes  for  profi- 
ciency, but,  above  all,  by  summer  excursions,  upon  which  he  took  all 
those  who  had  been  regular  in  their  attendance.  Hawkins  said  he 
had  joined  the  last  of  these  excursion  parties,  which  had  started  by 
a  special  train  for  the  distant  sea-coast  ;  and  he  described  the  asto- 
nishment and  delight  with  which  these  poor  men,  bred  in  the  dingy 
dulness  of  an  inland  town,  had  beheld  the  ocean  for  the  first  time 
in  their  lives. 

He  added,  that,  in  order  to  break  down  the  barrier  of  opposing 
interests  which  too  often  exists  between  masters  and  men,  Mr. 
Tomer  had  made  an  arrangement  by  which  his  work-people  were 
enabled  to  invest  their  savings  in  small  shares  in  the  company  which 
he  represented,  so  as  to  become  themselves  shareholders  in  the  con- 
cern ;  a  plan  which  was  found  most  popular,  and  made  them  feel 
that  their  work  was  for  tliemselves  as  well  as  for  their  employers. 

Charles  was  much  interested  in  all  these  details,  and  was  con- 
vinced by  them  that  it  was  still  possible  to  find  Christianity  a  living 
and  working  power,  not  only  professed  in  the  pulpit  and  the  Sunday 
school,  but  leavening  the  most  secular  transactions,  penetrating  the 
details  of  commerce,  and  influencing  the  relation  between  capital 
and  labour. 

But  this  lesson  was  taught  him  unmistakablv  by  a  hundred 
examples  which  were  brought  before  his  eyes  jinsomuch  that  he 
now  felt  quite  indignant  with  himself,  that  he  should  ever  have  been 
the  dope  of  that  shallow  falsehood  which  asserts  that  Christian  faith 
is  obsolete  and  unknown  in  the  nineteenth  century.  For  here  he 
daily  beheld  labours  of  love  which  had  no  other  animating  motive 
or  impulse  than  the  faith  of  Christ.  He  saw  hardworked  tradesmen 
and  artizans,  after  the  toils  of  the  week  were  over,  denying  them- 
seWes  their  Sabbatical  rest  to  teach  their  Sunday  classes  ;  he  saw 
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Scripture-readers  risking  their  lives  in  fever-stricken  courts  and 
lanes,  giving  away  their  last  sixpence  to  alleviate  the  wretchedness 
which  they  could  not  cure.  He  saw  women  visiting  from  honse  to 
houvse,  true  sisters  of  mercy  in  all  but  the  name,  rescuing  the  fallen 
from  a  life  of  guilt,  and  sharing  the  joy  of  the  angels  over  the  sinners 
whom  they  won  to  penitence.  He  had  formerly  thought  Mrs.  Wil- 
liamson a  solitary  and  unique  specimen  of  this  angelic  charity  and 
loving-kindness,  but  now  he  saw  many  resembling  her  both  in  their 
character  and  their  lives.  Nor  was  there  less  of  self-sacrificing  love 
exhibited  by  their  fellow-labourers  of  the  other  sex.  He  was  parti- 
cularly moved  by  the  noble  generosity  of  a  district  visitor  which 
was  related  to  him  by  Hawkins. 

On  one  occasion,  the  man  had  found  out  some  miserable  boys  who 
lived  by  thieving,  but  who  were  too  ill  to  follow  their  wretched 
trade.  Their  disease  was  infectious,  and  no  lodging-house  would 
receive  them.  He  thought  he  saw  an  opportunity  of  reclaiming 
them,  and  though  he  was  very  poor,  and  could  ill  afford  hospitality, 
he  emptied  a  room  in  his  own  house  and  gave  it  up  to  them.  But 
the  house  was  in  a  low,  unhealthy  part  of  the  town,  and  their  fever 
increased  and  spread  to  the  family  of  their  entertainer.  His  wife 
and  children  sickened,  and  one  of  his  little  girls  died  of  it.  The 
young  thieves  were  touched  by  such  unquestionable  proofs  of  bene- 
ficence and  unselfishness,  and  thenceforward  were  his  devoted  dis- 
ciples, ready  to  do  and  think  as  he  bade  them.  This  led  Mr.  John- 
son to  found  the  asylum  for  destitute  boys,  where  there  were  now 
fifty  outcasts  saved  from  criminality,  fed,  clothed,  and  taught  at  the 
expense  of  the  vicar. 

As  he  studied  the  life  of  this  indefatigable  clergyman,  Charles  ha<i 
also  an  opportunity  of  observing  with  admiration  how  little  the 
exclusiveness  of  his  theological  views  was  allied  to  practical  bigotry. 
He  learnt  that  intolerant  dogmas  may  be  neutralised  by  a  Catholir 
spirit,  and  that  the  wide  and  comprehensive  love  produced  by 
genuine  Christianity  can  render  harmless  the  theoretic  nnrrownes.'* 
adopted  by  the  intellect.  He  was  delighted  to  find  the  "  Evangeli- 
cal "  vicar  readily  taking  up  and  carrying  out  every  new  scheme  of 
benevolence,  from  whatever  party  it  originated,  and  honouring  the 
manifestation  of  the  spirit  of  Christ  in  every  section  of  the  Christian 
world.     Nor  could  he  fail  to  reverence  him  when  be  saw  how  Iiis 
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every  act  and  thought  conyerged  to  one  central  purpose — the  desire 
to  promote  the  highest  good  of  eyery  person  in  his  parish  ;  how 
accurately  he  ascertained  the  moral  and  religions  statistics  of  his 
oyer-peopled  district,  and  how  carefully  he  registered  the  progressive 
triumphs  won  by  good  over  evil.  For  Mr.  Johnson  allowed  Charles 
to  inspect  his  parochial  tables,  in  which  were  systematically  entered, 
year  by  year,  the  nnmber  of  drunkards  reformed,  the  number  of 
thieves  and  prostitutes  reclaimed,  the  number  of  families  brought  to 
attend  public  worship,  and  the  number  of  communicants  added  to 
the  church. 

One  day  Charles  walked  with  Mr.  Johnson  to  visit  what  the  lat- 
ter told  him  was  the  worst  district  in  Summerham.  Many  such  the 
vicar  had  already  regenerated,  but  this  had  hitherto  defied  his 
efforts.  Charles  witnessed  a  scene  of  loathsome  wretchedness,  beyond 
anything  he  had  hitherto  imagined.  In  some  places  the  houses  were 
dilapidated  and  falling  into  decay  ;  in  others  there  was  no  bedding, 
the  floor  was  black  with  dirt,  and  children,  left  to  themselves,  were 
crawling  half-naked  over  it.  In  the  highway  and  open  spaces  the 
pavement  was  strewn  with  all  sorts  of  old  thmgs  for  sale,  from 
clothes  and  furniture  to  rags  and  nails.  The  courts  were  heaps  of 
rubbish,  the  alleys  ankle-deep  in  mud.  There  was  no  sewerage,  and 
heaps  of  vegetable  and  animal  matter  stagnated  in  the  gutters  and 
infected  the  air. 

As  the  clergyman  and  his  young  companion  threaded  their  way 
through  these  dismal  lanes,  they  were  sometimes  assailed  by  oaths, 
ribaldry,  and  obscenity  ;  but,  more  usually,  the  sight  of  Mr.  John- 
son called  forth  tokens  of  respect ;  for  his  kindness  had  relieved 
many  a  desolate  pauper  in  this  wretched  district,  and  the  barbarous 
inhabitants  knew  that  he  was  bent  on  an  errand  of  love.  Moreover, 
the  cholera  had  recently  made  its  appearance  among  them,  and  the 
presence  of  death  under  a  shape  so  fearful  and  so  sudden  had  * 
roused  even  the  most  hardened  reprobates  to  comparative  thought- 
fulness,  and  inclined  them  to  welcome  the  visits  of  a  minister  of 
religion. 

Mr.  Johnson  gave  notice  to  the  people  as  he  went  along,  that  he 
was  going  to  preach  his  monthly  sermon  in  Smith's  Court,  which 
W88  the  centre  of  the  district.  On  arriving  there  he  mounted  on  a 
chair,  and  gave  out  a  hymn  to  the  people  who  gathered  round.  The 
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sound  of  the  singing  soon  attracted  others  from  the  adjoining  houses, 
which  were  all  densely  crowded.  Charles  gazed  with  mixed  astonL<h- 
ment,  interest,  and  compassion  on  the  motley  multitude,  who 
swarmed  out  of  their  dens  to  listen.  Kagged  women  with  infants  at 
the  breast ;  men  out  of  work  listlessly  lounging  up,  with  theur  hands 
in  their  pockets  ;  girls  whose  showy  dress  and  abandoned  leer  pro- 
claimed their  loathsome  trade  ;  shoeless  boys  in  tattered  garmeuts 
looking  as  if  they  would  be  more  likely  to  pick  the  parson's  pockets 
than  to  profit  by  his  discourse  ;  such  was  the  audience  whieli 
gathered  round  the  pulpit.  Tne  sermon  was  on  the  parable  of  the 
prodigal  son,  and  consisted  of  a  very  clear  explanation,  interspersed 
with  appeals,  touching,  from  their  fervour  and  simplicity,  to  the 
feelings  of  the  hearers. 

Most  of  these,  however,  seemed  little  moved.  The  majority  of 
the  audience  was  of  a  fluctuating  character  ;  some  coming,  and 
others  going,  as  curiosity  attracted  and  was  satisfied.  By  degrees, 
however,  a  few  more  earnest  listeners  might  be  seen  pressing  closer 
up  to  the  preacher,  and  Charles  observed  several  weeping.  He  was 
particularly  struck  with  the  look  of  one  man,  apparently  a  coster- 
monger,  who  stopped  his  barrow  at  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  and 
gradually  wheeled  it  nearer  while  he  listened,  till  at  last  his  emotioa 
overcame  him.  His  face,  which  was  squalid  with  dirt,  and  gaunt 
with  disease  or  want,  began  to  work  convulsively,  till  a  flood  of 
tears  came  to  his  relief.  He  remained  in  rapt  attention  till  the 
exhortation  ended,  and  then,  suddenly  takiug  up  his  barrow, 
exclaimed,  "PU  hear  that  cove  again  next  Sunday,"  and  hurried  off, 
as  if  to  make  up  for  the  time  that  he  had  lost. 

The  week  that  followed  this  was  a  busy  time  among  the  clerical 
brotherhood  at  the  vicarage.  The  cholera,  which  had  been  hitherto 
of  a  mild  type,  except  in  a  few  of  the  worst  and  lowest  spots,  now 
suddenly  burst  out  on  all  sides  with  unosnal  and  deadly  vimleuce. 
Day  by  day  more  numerous  cases  were  announced,  and  you  could 
not  go  out  for  half  an  hour  without  meeting  a  funeral  in  the  streets. 
Hawkins  was  occupied  from  morning  to  night  in  the  hospital  and 
workhouse,  so  that  Charles  saw  little  of  him.  Mr.  Johnson  insisted 
that  theur  invalid  guest  should  not  accompany  any  of  them  to  the 
beds  of  those  who  were  seized  by  this  infectious  disorder.  In  vain 
Charles  persisted  in  visiting  the  cholera  patients  by  himself.     The 
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yicar  said  that,  in  so  doing,  he  acted  on  his  own  responsibility  ;  bnt 
that  if  he  went  with  any  of  the  parochial  clergy,  they  wonld  be 
responsible  for  exposing  him  to  a  peril  which  duty  had  not  called 
him  to  encounter. 

One  morning,  however,  Hawkins  said  he  would  take  him  to  a  sick 
person  where  no  infection  was  to  be  apprehended,  "  unless  indeed," 
he  added,  "  piety  be  infectious.  For  if  that  could  be  caught  any- 
where by  personal  contact,  it  might  well  be  taken  from  Mrs. 
Wood." 

"And  who  is  Mrs.  Wood?"  said  Charles,  as  they  started  for  a 
walk. 

"  She  is  a  poor  widow  who  has  been  very  slowly  dying  of  cancer 
for  the  last  three  years,  and  is  now  very  near  her  end.  Nearly  half 
her  body  is  eaten  away  by  the  disease,  and  she  suffers  almost  inces- 
sant agony  ;  yet  one  may  truly  say  of  her,  that  *  as  the  outward 
man  decays,  the  inward  man  is  renewed  day  by  day.'  It  seems 
as  if  her  child-like  love  and  trust  in  God  drew  its  nourishment  from 
the  severity  of  her  suffering,  so  firmly  is  she  persuaded  that  the  bit- 
ter cap  is  given  her  by  a  Father's  hand." 

"  That  is  to  me  the  strangest  thing  of  all,"  said  Charles  •  "  I  can- 
not conceive,  from  my  own  experience,  how  bodily  pain  can  have 
any  effect  but  to  make  its  victim  rebellions." 

"  I  felt  with  you  once,"  answered  his  friend,  "  but  I  have  learnt 
much  by  the  sick  beds  which  I  have  attended,  and  I  know  now  that 
faith  and  patience  can  transmute  the  poison  into  a  medicine.  But 
I  will  try  and  make  Mrs.  Wood  talk  to  you,  that  you  may  observe 
her  state  of  mind  for  yourself." 

After  a  little  more  conversation  they  reached  the  widow's  cottage. 
On  going  in  they  found  the  poor  woman  in  bed,  propped  up  by  pil- 
lows in  a  most  uneasy  position.  Her  illness  did  not  allow  of  her 
being  laid  more  comfortably,  nor  could  she  turn  herself  on  her 
coach,  for  the  lower  part  of  her  body  was  already  paralysed.  Sho 
had  a  piece  of  knitting  in  her  hand.  When  Mr.  Hawkins  came  to 
her  bedside  her  face  brightened  ap. 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  she  cried,  "pray  sit  down." 
She  did  not  see  Charles  at  first,  for  she  could  not  turn  her  head, 
and  he  remained  behind  the  curtain,  which  had  been  put  up  to  pro- 
tect her  from  the  draught  of  the  street  door. 

21 
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"  Well,  and  how  are  you  to-day,  Mrs.  Wood  ?"  said  the  clergy- 
man, "  I  am  glad  to  see  yon  with  your  knitting." 

"  Thank  you,  sir  ;  yes,  it  passes  the  time  ;  so  I  told  my  daughter 
Sally  to  giye  it  me  l)efore  she  went  upstairs  to  lie  down  herself,  poor  | 
thing,  for  she  was  up  with  me  all  last  night/' 

"  Then  I  am  afraid  you  had  a  bad  night." 

"  Why  yes,  sir,  I  was  very  bad  ;  I  oould  not  keep  from  cryinir 
out    sometimes    for    the    pain.     I  hope    it   was  not  impatienc* 
sir." 

"  No,  I  am  sure  it  was  not  impatience  in  you,  Mrs.  Wood  ;  you 
need  not  restrain  yourself  from  relieving  your  pain  by  cries  ;  nature 
is  relieved  in  that  way.  You  know  we  read  that  our  blessed  Lord 
himself,  when  He  was  in  His  agony,  *  offered  up  supplications  with 
strong  cryings  and  tears.' " 

"  You  comfort  me  by  saying  that,  sir  ;  I  was  in  hopes  it  was  ncu 
wrong,  l>ecause  I  did  not  feel  wrong,  you  know.  And  what  a  bless- 
ing 1  have,  sir,  in  such  a  kind,  tender  nurse  as  my  Sally."  ' 

"  Yes,  indeed  ;  she  seems  always  very  attentive  to  you." 

"  That  she  is,  sir  ;  she  would  not  leave  me  all  night,  but  sat  by 
me,  hour  after  hour,  shifting  my  pillows  this  way  and  that  way,  to 
try  and  give  me  ease.  I  don't  know  anything  did  me  much  good, 
only  it  was  pleasant  to  have  her  so  careful  of  me.  I  often  tell  her, 
she  shall  have  her  reward  ;  and  she  savs,  *  I  have  it  now,  mother  f 
and  I  don't  know  but  what  she's  right." 

After  a  few  more  words  of  sympathy,  Hawkins  said,  "I  have 
brought  a  friend  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Woo<i ;  a  geutloman  who  L«?  very 
ill  himself,  and  has  been  long  suffering,  though  not  so  much  as  you 
have  gone  through.  As  you  are  fellow-sufferers,  I  thought  you 
would  have  a  fellow-feeling  for  each  other." 

On  this  Charles  came  forward  and  took  the  widow's  hand  with  a 
gentleness  and  respect  of  manner  which  expressed  his  feeling  for  her 
better  than  any  words  could  have  done.  She  was  evidently  toucluHl 
by  it,  and  gave  utterance  to  her  sympathy  in  return,  with  that  plain 
spoken  naivd^  and  frankness  with  which  the  poor  always  treat  their 
sick  friends. 

''  Ah,  sir,"  she  said,  ''  I  am  grieved  to  see  you  look  so  bad.  You 
are  not  long  for  this  world  ;  it  is  plain  to  behold  death  written  in 
your  face." 
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"  You  are  quite  right,  Mrs.  Wood,"  answered  Charles ;  "  I  am 
dying  fast ;  but  I  do  not  suffer  dreadful  pain,  as  I  fear  yon  do.'' 

*'  Pm  sore  it's  yerj  kind  of  yon  to  feel  for  me,  sir  ;  bat  I  am  not 
$o  mach  to  be  pitied  as  some  poor  folks.  I  have  kind  friends  and  a 
good  daughter  ;  bat  my  best  friend  of  all,  sir,  is  in  heaven,  and  when 
I  am  most  in  pain,  I  think  sometimes  He  gives  me  most  comfort." 

**  I  shonld  like  to  hear  aboat  that,  if  yon  woold  tell  me,''  said 
Carles  ;  "  it  might  help  me  some  day." 

**  Well,  sir,  I  don't  like  to  talk  abont  it  often,  bat  if  you  wish  to 
know  about  it,  sir,  it  is  that  when  I  am  in  my  fits  of  pam  my  blessed 
Sairiour  seems  to  speak  to  me  almost  as  if  I  could  hear  the  words. 
Sometimes  it's  one  text,  and  sometimes  another  that  he  will  say  to 
me.  Last  night  it  was,  'fear  not,  for  I  cm  with  thet,^  over  and  over 
i^n.  And  though  my  poor  body  was  so  bad,  I  was  not  unhappy, 
<ir,  nor  feard  of  the  pain,  becaase  I  knew  that  my  dear  Lord  was 
near  me." 

"  And  have  you  always  had  these  happy  feelings  ?"  asked  Oharles, 
much  affected. 

''  Oh,  no,  sir ;  in  the  beginning  of  my  illness  my  only  hope  was  to 
be  released  from  my  body ;  for  I  knew  I  conld  never  be  better. 
That  was  some  years  ago  ;  and  I  often  said  that  I  did  not  know 
what  folk  meant  when  they  talked  of  suffering  being  for  one's  good. 
It  made  me  feel  so  bad  in  my  mind  when  the  pain  came  on  me,  as 
if  I  could  not  bear  myself ;  and  it  almost  made  me  doubt  if  Ood 
loved  me." 

"And  what  was  it  that  changed  your  feelings  so  muchr'  eaid 
Charles. 

"  Well,  sir,  one  day  Mr.  Johnson  showed  me  a  hymn  which  said — 

*  When  my  sorrows  most  increase, 
Let  thy  strongest  joys  be  given, 
Jesus,  come  with  my  distress, 
And  agony  Is  heaven.^* 

I  thought  if  it  could  ever  be  so  with  me,  I  shouldn't  mind  suffering. 
And  from  that  time,  sir,  I  kept  on  saying  that  verse  every  day.  T 
had  to  wait  a  good  while,  but  now,  sir,  it  has  come  so  true.  I  say 
the  hymn  still,  but  it  is  scarcely  like  a  prayer  now  to  me,  for  I  know 
it  will  be  so.     It  ha«  been  so  for  many  montlis  pnf^t ;  so  tliat  now, 
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sir,  I  scarcely  mind  my  bad  fits  coming  on,  I  get  such  eomibrt  : 
them."  ...... 

**  Bat  do  yon  not  long  for  the  time  when  yon  vriU  be  at  poa;.. . 
the  presence  of  your  Saviour?"  .,     , 

''Yes,  sir,  sometimes  I  do  long  for  it ;  but  I  do  not  weary  for 
as  I  used  ;  and  he  gives  me  peace  even  now.    And  he  kaows  wL 
is  best  for  me,  so  that  I  can  wait  his  time." 

After  a  little  more  conyersation  she  begged  Mr.  Hawkins  to  red 
her  something,  and  pray  with  her.  As  Charles  knelt  on  the  bmkf- 
pavement  beside  her  bed,  and  listened  to  the  solemn  and  ferrer 
prayer  uttered  b}  his  friend,  a  new  spirit  of  peace  seemed  to  diffa^ 
itself  over  his  being.  He  felt  that  dilapidated  cottage  the  temple  f>: 
an  unearthly  presence,  and  his  heart  whispered  the  words  of  ib- 
patriarch,  *^  this  is  none  other  than  the  house  of  God,  and  this  is  th 
gate  of  heaven." 

Tliey  rose  to  go,  and  walked  on  for  some  time  in  silence  ;  at  ] 
Charles  asked  abruptly  whether  Mrs.  Wood  had  always  been^  a 
gions  woman  before  her  illness. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Hawkins,  "  for  many  years.  She  was  left  a  wid4i» 
early  in  life,  with  one  daughter,  and  she  has  had  a  hard  stragirle  u* 
get  her  daily  bread.  But  she  has  always  lived  above  the  world,  and 
joined  the  heart  of  Mary  with  the  carefulness  of  Martha.  SI»e 
managed  to  spare  time  for  teaching  in  the  school  every  Sunday,  aui 
would  often  go  to  read  and  pray  with  her  sick  neighbours,  or  with 
some  of  the  women  in  the  female  penitents'  home,  in  which  shv 
always  took  gieat  interest.  But  whatever  she  did,  one  always  ^)w 
that  her  home  was  in  heaven.  She  manifestly  belonged  to  a  better 
country  than  this.  I  scarcely  ever  saw  her  without  being  remindtMl 
of  that  glorious  passage  in  Arnold's  sermon  on  the  moral  certainty 
of  the  Cliristian's  resurrection,  which  I  dare  say  you  remember." 

"  No,**  said  Charles,  "  I  have  never  read  Dr.  Arnold's  works. 
What  is  it  that  he  says  1^ 

'*  I  will  repeat  it  to  you,"  said  Hawkins ;  "  the  passage  is  one 
which  I  have  long  had  by  heart.     It  is  as  follows  : — 

" '  Once  think  of  any  one  as  devoted  to  God — as  living  principally 
in  relation  to  him — and  it  becomes  as  difficult  to  conceive  of  such  a 
one  that  he  is  perished,  as  to  conceive  of  any  other  that  he  will  not 
perish.    For  here  we  have  a  man  possessed  with  faculties  and  with 


FROM   DARKNESS   TO   LIGHT.  485 

'ffectioDS  that  nothing  on  earth  has  satisfied  or  can  ever  satisfy ;  his 
If.  *  '.^4  "feet ;  he  seems  to  have  been  cut  off  most  untimely,  if 
that  God,  whom  here  on  earth  the  very  best  man  can  only  see,  as  it 
.  .re,  through  a  glass  darkly,  shall  never  be  known  to  him  more 
fully.  And  when  we  see  such  a  man  going  on  quietly,  attracting  no 
great  notice  or  glory  on  earth,  yet  ripening  continually  in  all  good- 
ness ;  suffering  with  cheerfulness  ;  labouring  with  unwearied  zeal  ; 
making  the  best  possible  use  of  earthly  things,  yet  ever  looking 
beyond  them  ; — it  is  manifest  that  his  conversation  is  not  here,  and 
that  if  the  grave  close  on  him  forever,  he  who  has  lived  better  than 
any  other  class  of  men,  will  alone  of  all  men  never  have  reached  the 
Y><«  ven  which  he  desired,  nor  attained  the  end  of  his  being.  It  is  like 
those  foreign  plants  whose  flowers  and  fruit  will  not  come  to  perfeo- 
cion  in  our  climate  :  but  whose  natural  strength  and  beauty  make 
U8  feel  only  the  more  sure  that^they  must  have  elsewhere  a  better 

.1  more  genial  climate  of  their  own.'  "* 
Aiost  beautiful  indeed  I"  said  Charles  ;  "  but  does  not  the  argu- 
ment seem  to  involve  the  consequence  that  those  who  live  without 
fiod  in  the  world  will  have  no  future  life  ?" 

'*  Only  that  such  would  be  our  natural  antidpation,"  answered  his 
friend  ;  ''for  why  (it  might  be  asked)  should  man  be  less  ephemeral 
than  the  beasts,  unless  he  shall  have  risen  to  a  participation  in  the 
life  of  God  ?" 

"  But  surely  Scripture  speaks  differently  ?" 

''  Yes,  no  doubt  it  does,  to  a  certain  extent.  It  leads  us  to  sup- 
]M>8e  that  there  will  be  a  penal  retribution  in  another  state  of  being. 
Yet  it  sjieaks  also  of  the  eternal  death  of  the  godlees,  and  directs 
i)ur  thoughts  to  a  more  distant  future,  when  evil  shall  l)e  utterly 
annihilated.  But  I  do  not  allow  my  thoughts  to  dwell  much  on 
these  speculations,  which  soon  entangle  one  in  labyrinths  of  impene- 
trable mystery.  The  future  would  all  be  palpable  darkness  were 
it  not  enlightened  by  such  death-beds  as  that  of  Mrs.  Wood.  The 
effect  of  such  scenes  upon  me  is  like  that  of  some  of  the  old  pic- 
tures of  the  nativity,  in  which  the  gloom  of  the  back-ground  would 
he  wholly  dark,  were  it  not  illnminated  here  and  there  by  the 
beams  which  radiate  from  the  form  of  the  infant  Saviour  slumber- 
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ing  in  the  manger.     Let  me  go  on  with  Arnold's  descriptiou  of  sacb 
a  death-bed,  which  he  himself  had  witnessed  : — 

**  *  Conceive  such  a  one,  so  suffering,  so  sanctified,  fintog  in  the 
very  last  hour  no  abatement  of  pain,  but  a  fearful  increase  of  it  ;  yet 
while  they  who  stand  by  are  most  distressed  and  most  wishing  to 
relieve  it,  the  faith  and  love  of  the  sufferer  are  never  clouded,  and 
the  trust  in  Christ  and  cheerful  submission  to  his  will  never  for  a 
moment  shaken.  Conceive  this  ;  and  shall  not  heaven  and  earth 
Yisxr-s  sooner,  than  that  one  so  sleeping  in  Jesus  should  not  also  be 
raised  up  by  the  Spirit  of  Jesus  ?  If  there  were  many  such,  faith 
would  scarcely  be  faith,  but  would  be  almost  changed  Luto  sight : 
so  great,  so  visible,  would  be  the  assurance  of  God's  power  and 
goodness  in  those  who  believe  ;  so  evident  would  it  be  that  his  Holy 
Spirit  thus  largely  given  was  indeed  but  the  earnest  of  an  eternal 
hihcritance.' " 

He  paused,  overcome  with  emotion,  nor  did  Charles  speak  for  some 
moments.     Then  he  said — 

"  Thank  you  very  much  for  those  words,  they  do  me  good  ;  you 
must  lend  me  Arnold  when  we  get  home,  that  I  may  copy  them." 

**  That  1  will,"  said  Hawkins  ;  "  but  here  we  must  part,  for  my 
way  to  the  hospital  Ijos  in  this  direction,  and  you  must  make  haste 
back,  or  you  will  be  late  for  Mr.  Johnson's  dinner. 

"  Do  not  you  dine  at  home,  then  ?"  asked  Charles. 

"  No,"  replied  the  other,  "  I  must  get  some  diimer  at  the  hospital 
to-day,  we  are  so  busy  just  now  there  ;  but  I  hope  we  shall  meet  at 
tea."     • 

So  saying,  he  turned  down  a  side  street,  and  Charles  proceeded 
slowly  and  thoughtfully  homewards. 

He  little  anticipated  how  he  should  next  see  his  kind  friend  and; 
counsellor. 

That  same  evening,  while  Hawkins  was  ministering  as  usual  in  the 
hoF^pital,  he  was  seized  by  an  attack  of  cholera,  so  sudden  and  so ' 
violent  as  to  prevent  the  possibility  even  of  conveying  him  home. 
He  was  put  to  bed  on  the  spot,  and  news  was  immediately  forwarded 
to  Mr.  Johnson.  But  Charles,  being  unwell,  had  retired  for  the 
night,  and  heard  nothing  of  his  friend's  ilhiess  till  the  following 
morning. 

In  an  agony  of  alarm  he  hurried  to  the  hospital,  where  Hawkins 
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tad  passed  the  night  in  the  most  terrible  spasms  ;  but  was  told 
that  his  sufferings  had  now  abated.  Charles  ran  ui)stairs,  and  found 
the  doctor  by  the  bedside,  administering  large  doses  of  brandy,  if 
possible  to  arrest  the  collapse  into  which  the  patient  seemed  rapidly 
sinking. 

The  stimulant  had  the  effect  of  rousing  Hawkins  from  his  stupor, 
just  after  Charles  came  in  ;  but  not  before  he  had  gathered  from 
the  sad  response  of  Mr.  Johnson  and  the  surgeon  to  his  eager  look 
of  inquiry,  that  small  hope  remained. 

Charles  rushed  to  the  bed.  To  him  his  friend  appeared  actually 
dying,  so  corpse-like  was  his  countenance.  At  this  instant  Hawkins 
opened  his  eyes. 

Charles  flung  himself  on  his  knees  by  the  bedside,  and,  seizing  his 
cold  hand,  exclaimed,  with  choking  utterance — 

"  My  dearest  friend,  are  you  too  leaving  me  ?  Must  I  lose  all  who 
love  me,  all  who  can  instruct  and  guide  me  ?" 

Hawkins  feebly  whispered — 

"  If  I  go,  dear  Bampton,  I  leave  you  to  a  better  love  and  a  better 
guidance  than  that  of  any  earthly  friend." 

"  True,  I  know  it  now,"  said  Charles  ;  "  but  had  it  not  been  for 
you  I  should  never  have  known  it.  You  have  led  me  to  the  light. 
Yes,  dear  Hawkins,  1  will  tell  you — it  will  be  a  comfort  to  you  to 
bear  it — ^iny  doubts  are  at  rest.  Your  Saviour  is  my  Saviour,  and 
your  God  my  God." 

A  smile  of  peace  and  love  irradiated  the  face  of  Hawkins.     He 

olasped  Charleses  hand  and  murmured  an  inarticulate  thanksgiving. 

i3ut  at  that  moment  the  spasms  returned,  and  the  next  three  hours 

were  passed  in  painful  watching  and  silent  prayer  by  Charles  and 

[r.  Johnson. 

It  was  touching  to  see  the  anxiety  felt  by  many  of  the  patients  in 

lie  hospital,  some  of  whom  had  the  same  cause  as  Charles  to  love 

^le  sufferer.     Once  when  Charles  left  Hawkins's  apartment  to  fetch 

rfome  new  medicine  from  the  chemist's,  he  was  stopped  in  the  passages 

by  several  among  the  convalescents,  who  had  formerly  seen  them 

together. 

"  Is  there  any  hope,  sir  ?"  "  We  shall  never  see  his  like  again." 
'  Tell  him,  sir,  if  he  can  take  it  in,  that  there's  a  many  here  who 
are  full  of  trouble  about  him." 
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Charles  retnrned  to  his  post  by  Hawkins's  bedside.  To  him  this 
period  of  dreary  watching  was  revealing  continually  new  spiritual 
truths.  He  could  not  speculate  now,  he  could  not  think  ;  the  one 
cry  of  his  soul  was  ^'  Father,  I  am  desolate,  I  am  weak,  spare  me 
this  trial  I"  and  he  knew  within  himself  that  his  prayer  was  not 
unheard,  that  he  had  a  Father  in  Heaven,  and  a  Saviour  who  oodld 
be  touched  by  his  infirmities. 

Hawkina  did  not  die.  Before  evening  the  surgeon  pronounced  the 
pulse  stronger  and  vitality  returning ;  another  hour  and  he  declared 
him  to  be  for  the  present  out  of  danger. 
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DEATH  AT   SCUTARI. 

Hencefobward  Charles  Bampton  was  a  Christian  ;  not,  as  he  had 
once  been,  by  name  and  profession  only,  bnt  by  the  conviction  of 
the  conscience,  and  the  consent  of  the  enlightened  reason  and  of 
the  converted  will.  His  doubts  were  transmuted  into  faith,  his 
scepticism  supplanted  by  love. 

There  is  no  need  to  say  that  he  looked  back  with  deep  repentance 
to  his  wasted  youth  and  neglected  duties.  His  earnest  desire, 
which  absorbed  and  concentrated  every  other  wish  and  affection, 
was  to  dedicate  all  that  remained  of  life  to  the  service  of  that 
Heavenly  Master  whom  he  had  found  too  late. 

But  how  should  he  do  this  ?  In  what  direction  lay  the  path  of 
duty  7  By  what  course  of  action  could  he  most  effectually  redeem 
the  past  aud  consecrate  the  future  ? 

His  first  and  most  obvious  duty  was  that  which  he  owed  as  a 
landlord  to  his  tenantry,  and  to  the  poor  upon  his  property.  To 
live  among  them,  to  raise  their  moral  and  spiritual  condition,  to 
civilize  aud  Christianise  them,  to  use  his  wealth  and  influence  as  a 
stewardship  held  in  trust  for  the  promotion  of  their  happiness — 
SQch  would  have  been  his  appropriate  field  of  labour,  had  not  his 
health  shut  him  out  from  it.  But  under  his  actual  circumstances, 
this  work  was  impossible.  The  season  had  now  almost  arrived  when 
it  was  necessary,  for  the  prolongation  of  his  life,  or  rather  the  post- 
ponement of  his  death,  that  he  should  leave  England.  If  he  were 
to  remain  he  could  only  exist  as  an  invalid  closely  confined  to  his 
chamber  ;  and  even  such  an  existence  could  not  be  expected  to  last 
many  months.  It  was  plain,  therefore,  that  no  life  which  required  a 
residence  in  England  could  be  the  calling  wherein  he  might  hope  to 
devote  his  last  days  to  God. 

21* 
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But  was  there  no  way  (he  aimoaslj  asked  himself)  even  at  the 
eleventh  hour  he  might  work  for  the  Lord  of  the  vineyard  ?  Mi^ht 
he  not  find  missionary  employment  in  some  tropical  climate,  where, 
if  his  strength  was  too  small  to  enable  him  to  proclaim  the  GoepeL 
yet  he  might  give  his  time  and  fortune  to  the  task  of  translating  it 
into  the  speech  of  the  barbarous  people  ?  As  he  was  meditating  this 
scheme,  and  making  inquiries  in  relation  to  it,  a  way  was  providen- 
tially opened  to  him  in  which  he  could  gratify  his  aspirations  after 
usefulness  with  a  more  immediate  result,  and  with  less  risk  that  the 
precarious  tenure  of  his  life  should  frustrate  the  execution  of  his 
design. 

The  stirring  tidings  of  Alma  had  just  reached  England  ;  and 
were  too  soon  followed  by  the  heart-rending  details  of  the  sufferings 
of  the  wounded,  the  mismanagement  of  the  hospitals,  and  the  inade- 
quate supply  of  tendance  for  the  sick,  and  spiritual  help  and  com- 
fort for  the  dying.  More  nurses  and  more  chaplains  were  impera- 
tively  called  for. 

Charles  read,  and  resolved.  The  physicians  had  ordered  him  to 
leave  England  for  the  south  ;  and  he  would  obey  them.  They  had 
lately  recommended  the  Mediterranean,  and  to  the  Mediterranean 
he  would  go.  But  instead  of  halting  at  Malaga,  Sicily,  or  Malta, 
as  they  had  advised,  he  would  go  on  to  Scutari.  There  he  should 
find  work  before  him  which  he  could  still  perform.  The  weakness 
of  his  lungs  would  not  disable  him  from  whispering  consolation  to 
the  miserable  victims  of  war,  pestilence,  and  neglect.  Himself  a 
dying  man,  he  was  the  better  fitted  to  comfort  the  dying.  Nor  was 
there  any  post  ia  which  he  could  find  more  opportunity  of  employ- 
ing his  wealth  in  the  mitigation  of  suffering. 

The  only  obstacle  which  impeded  his  purpose  was  the  question 
in  what  capacity  he  should  go  ;  for  he  found,  upon  inquiry,  that  no 
one  was  admitted  into  the  military  hospitals  except  the  army  sur- 
geons and  military  chaplains.  But  this  routine  had  just  been  broken 
through  by  the  introduction  of  that  heroic  band  of  women  whom 
the  Secretary-at-War  had  invested  with  official  functions,  and 
authorised  to  undertake  their  noble  mission.  To  the  same  quarter 
Charles  Bampton  applied  for  a  similar  authorisation  ;  and,  after  a 
full  explanation  of  the  circumstances,  it  was  granted ;   and  he 
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receired  an  order  from  the  Horse-Gaards  permitting  him  to  enter 
the  hospitals  and  visit  the  sick.  His  other  arrangements  were 
rapidly  completed,  and  before  October  was  half  spent,  he  was  on 
his  way  to  Constantinople. 

Meanwhile,  the  period  preyiously  spent  in  deliberation  had  not 
been  passed  inactiyely.  He  had  taken  pains  to  set  his  honse  in  or- 
der, as  one  whose  place  would  know  him  no  more  in  his  native  land. 
The  welfare  of  the  peasantry  upon  his  estate  weighed  most  upon  his 
conscience.  He  had  already  taken  the  preliminary  steps  for  estab- 
lishing and  endowing  a  National  School  for  their  benefit,  combined 
with  an  industrial  school  for  agricultural  labourers.  The  whole  man- 
agement of  this  affair  he  now  entrusted  to  the  care  of  his  friend 
Hawkins.  He  likewise  made  his  Will,  by  which  he  left  a  large  por- 
tion of  his  property  to  these  and  other  benevolent  purposes  in  case 
of  his  death. 

Since  his  conversion  he  had  endeavoured  to  make  amends  to  his 
mother  by  the  most  affectionate  attentions  for  his  former  neglect. 
Now,  before  leaving  England,  he  solemnly  asked  her  pardon  for  his 
undutiful  conduct,  and  begged  for  her  farewell  blessing.  It  is  need- 
less to  say  that  she  gave  him  both,  not  without  many  tears  and  self- 
reproaches.  She  already  repented  of  her  foolish  marriage,  and  bit- 
terly regretted  that  she  could  not  be  her  son's  nurse  and  travellinq: 
companion.  She  had,  indeed,  actually  proposed  to  her  husband  that 
she  should  sail  with  Charles  ;  but  he  positively  forbade  it ;  being 
unwilling  to  expose  his  wife  to  such  risks,  from  motives  which  the  un- 
charitable professed  themselves  perfectly  able  to  comprehend. 

She  was,  however,  permitted  to  indulge  herself  in  the  melancholy 
gratification  of  taking  the  latest  leave  of  her  son,  before  he  quitted 
English  ground.  She  attended  him  on  board  the  packet  in  which 
he  was  to  sail ;  and  then,  with  a  long  embrace,  and  promises  to 
write  often,  the  son  and  mother  parted. 

The  following  letter  will  prove  that  Charles  was  not  unmindful  of 
his  promise — 

"SouTABi,  Dte.  1, 1654. 

"  Dearest  Mother  : — My  last  hurried  letter  informed  you  of  my 
safe  arrival.    You  know  that  I  got  here  just  in  time  to  help  in  re^ 
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ceiying  the  woonded  who  poured  in  after  Inkermaim.  Since  then  I 
have  had  no  time  to  write,  and  scarce  time  to  think,  bo  incessant 
have  been  the  claims  npon  me,  and  so  terrible  the  pressure  orisiDg 
from  the  neglect  of  the  authorities  in  providing  the  proper  requisites 
for  a  hospital.  The  commonest  preparations  have  not  been  made ; 
and  the  amount  of  misery  and  death  resoltmg  from  this  carelessness, 
is  fearful  to  witness. 

''  What  will  yon  say  when  I  tell  yon  that  even  such  necessary  ar- 
ticles as  lint,  linen,  and  flannel,  are  not  to^be  got  from  the  stores ; 
and  that  I  have  had  to  buy  at  Gonstantmople  basins  to  wash  the 
wounded,  towels,  and  eyen  drinking-cups  for  the  sick  ?  Nay,  there 
is  actually  a  deficiency  of  the  simplest  drugs  required  for  cases  of 
dysentery  and  diarrhoea.. 

''It  is  a  cause  of  great  thankfulness  to  me  that  I  have  the  pecu- 
niary means  of  supplying  some  few  comforts  to  the  poor  fellows  under 
my  care.  The  charge  which  I  have  undertaken  is  a  long  corridor 
containing  about  five  hundred  men.  They  are  ranged  in  a  double 
line  of  beds,  which  are  mere  pallets  of  chaff,  some  laid  on  the  rotten 
floor,  some  on  low  wooden  trestles,  all  swarming  with  vermin  and 
saturated  with  filth.  In  these  are  stretched  the  poor  mutilated  suf- 
ferers ;  some  crying  out  with  agony,  some  quietly  moaning ;  some 
dying  silently  ;  and  some  already  dead«  Death  is  so  familiar  here, 
that  the  removal  of  these  last  excites  no  attention  whatever.  I  have 
seen  a  corpse  taken  to  the  'dead-house'  from  one  bed,  without 
causing  the  man  in  the  next  bed  so  much  as  to  look  round.  Many 
times  a  day  funeral  processions  pass  along  my  ward,  carrying  on 
stretchers  the  corpses  of  the  departed,  sewed  up  in  blankets,  on  their 
way  to  the  burial-ground  ;  but  though  the  bearers  brush  against  the 
beds  of  the  living  in  their  passage,  not  a  single  conversation  is  inters 
rupted. 

"  I  need  not  tell  you  that  one  is  surrounded  here  with  everything 
which  can  horrify  the  feelings  and  disgust  the  senses.  For  the  first 
few  days,  I  found  my  work  so  painful,  that  I  was  almost  afraid  I 
must  abandon  it.  But  I  got  over  this  shrinking,  and  now  habit  has 
made  me  callous  to  much  which  at  first  overwhelmed  me. 

"  With  so  many  to  look  after,  you  will  easily  understand  that  it 
is  impossible  to  give  much  time  to  each.    But  I  endeavor  to  select 
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the  cases  which  ha^e  most  need  of  comfort  and  sympathy,  and 
doTote  myself  as  far  as  possible  to  them. 

"  Most  of  the  poor  fellows  are  very  ignorant ;  yet  they  seldom  fail 
to  respond  to  those  great  truths  which  so  miraculously  meet  the 
needs  both  of  the  loftiest  and  of  the  simplest  souls.  They  can  com- 
prehend the  lore  of  a  Sayiour  dying  for  them  upon  the  cross  ;  they 
are  consoled  by  the  belief  they  have  a  High  Priest  who  can  be 
touched  by  a  feeling  of  thek  infirmities  ;  they  readily  cast  themselves 
with  a  childlike  reliance,  on  the  compassion  of  a  Heavenly 
Father. 

''  Sometimes  I  come  to  one  who  has  been  long  a  follower  of  Christ ; 
who  has  carried  the  traditions  of  the  Sundaynschool  with  him  to  tho 
camp,  and  still  treasures  an  old  prayer-book  or  testament,  or  a  col- 
lection of  Wesley's  hymns,  brought  with  him  from  home,  as  his 
greatest  comfort.  It  is  very  touching  to  see  the  eyes  of  such  a  man 
light  up  with  sympathy  and  pleasure,  as  one  talks  to  him  of  the  things 
that  are  next  his  heart. 

"  My  own  health  is  not  worse  than  it  was  when  I  left  England  ; 
although  I  find  the  cold  greater  than  I  expected  it  would  be.  I  can- 
not, of  course,  do  so  much  as  a  man  in  health  would,  but  still  I  do 
something  ;  and  it  is  an  unspeakable  comfort  to  me  to  feel,  every 
night,  when  I  go  to  bed,  that  I  have  made  one  or  two  poor  creatures 
happier  than  they  would  have  been  without  me. 

"  You  will  not  suppose,  my  dear  mother,  that  I  say  this  in  a 
boastful  spirit,  as  if  anything  I  was  doing  could  cancel  the  past.  I 
cannot  now  undo  the  irreparable  evils  which  my  own  sin  and  folly 
have  caused.  Yet  I  endeavour  to  show  the  sincerity  of  my  repent- 
ance. And  I  believe  that  I  am  pardoned  for  my  offences,  even  as 
you,  dearest  mother,  have  pardoned  me  for  my  undutifulness  and 
ingratitude  towards  you. — ^Believe  me,  your  ever  affectionate 
son, 

"C.B." 

About  a  month  after  the  preceding  letter  had  reached  Snmmer*> 
ham,  Charles's  mother  received  another  letter  from  Constantinople, 
directed  in  a  strange  hand,  and  with  a  black  seal.  She  tore  it  open, 
and  read  as  follows  : — 
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"  SCDTAJU,  Dec.  80, 1S&4. 

"  Dear  Madam, — It  is  my  painful  duty  to  announce  to  you  the  sad 
loss  which  you  have  experienced  in  the  premature  death  of  your  son, 
Mr.  Bampton.     He  died  of  dysentery  two  days  ago. 

"  Though  he  was  only  permitted  to  labour  among  us  for  two  months, 
yet  in  that  time  he  had  endeared  himself  to  the  hearts  of  all.  The 
good  he  has  done  among  those  suflferers  to  whom  he  devoted  his  last 
days  on  earth,  has  been  beyond  belief.  I  fear,  indeed,  that  he 
laboured  beyond  his  strength.  But  when  we  remonstrated  with  him, 
he  silenced  us  by  saying  that  his  time  was  short,  and  that  he  wished, 
when  the  night  came,  to  be  found  working. 

''  Nothing  could  exceed  his  assiduity  in  ministering  to  the  edck  and 
wounded.  All  day  long  he  was  at  their  bedsides,  talking  or  reading 
to  them,  or  writing  farewell  letters  for  their  Mends.  And  erery 
comfort  which  could  be  procured  for  money  was  supplied  to  them  bj 
his  liberality.  I  have  seen  him  supporting  the  men's  heads  upon  his 
shoulder  during  the  most  painful  surgical  operations  ;  nor  did  he 
shrink  from  the  meanest  offices  m  their  service. 

"  I  will  not  attempt  to  intrude  upon  you,  under  the  loss  of  such  a 
son,  with  any  of  the  conmionplaces  of  consolation.  But  it  will  be 
some  comfort  to  you  to  know  that  several  times  during  his  lost  illness 
he  expressed  great  thankfulness  that  it  had  pleased  God  that  he 
should  die  of  the  pamless  exhaustion  which  follows  dysentery,  and 
should  thus  escape  the  struggling  death  of  consumption  to  which  he 
had  looked  forward. 

''He  sank  at  last  painfully  to  rest,  and  it  was  impossible  to  know 
the  exact  moment  when  he  expired. 

"  I  enclose  a  portion  of  his  hair,  which  he  cut  off  for  yon  himself 
on  the  last  morning  of  his  life.  When  he  gave  it  to  me,  he  said — 
'  Send  this  to  my  mother,  and  tell  her  that  when  I  cut  it  I  was  fall- 
ing asleep  in  Christ.' 

"  I  remain,  dear  Madam, 

"  Your  faithful  servant^ 
"  T.  Smtth,  Chaplain  to  the  Forces.^ 

♦  ♦♦*♦♦♦♦ 

A  few  hours  after  the  above  letter  was  written,  the  body  of 
Charles  Bampton  was  laid  in  the  bnrial-groimd  of  ScntarL    He 
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sleeps  beside  those  for  whose  sake  he  lavished  his  dying  energies  ;  and 
his  ashes  are  mingled  with  the  dust  of  heroes.  A  simple  cross  of 
stone  marks  his  tomb,  bearing  bj  his  own  desire  no  other  epitaph 
than  the  following  inscription  : — 


C.  B. 
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